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CHAPTER  1— "TA-BI-JI"  (THE  JOURNEY) 


The  plane  fell. 

Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  pulled  his  seatbelt  tight  as  he  peered 
upward  into  the  haze.  He  could  just  make  out  the  back  of  the 
passenger  seat  that  should  have  been  to  his  front.  It  instead 
hung  precariously  above  him,  straining  against  the  four  bolts 
that  held  it  to  the  thin  composite  decking.  He  had  no  doubt  if 
the  bolts  were  to  give  way,  his  terrified  screams  would  never  be 
heard  over  the  engine's  roar,  nor  would  his  broken  body  be 
noticed  in  the  darkness  of  the  cabin. 

He  knew  there  would  be  no  deployment  of  oxygen  bags  from  the 
overhead  compartments,  for  there  were  no  overhead 
compartments;  just  a  maze  of  wires,  cables,  and  hydraulic  lines 
running  over  the  top  of  miles  of  exposed  fiberglass  insulation. 
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After  almost  twenty  years  in  the  U.S.  Marine  Corps,  Eric 
Francis  Pecaro  had  plenty  of  experience  flying  in  the  Air  Force 
C-141  transport.  He  knew  with  its  unique  rear  facing  passenger 
seats,  the  flight  was  unsettling  on  the  best  of  days.  In  bad 
weather,  and  this  typhoon  certainly  qualified  as  "bad,"  the  ride 
was  near  to  plummeting  backward  into  an  abyss. 


Eric  squinted,  peering  through  the  mist  that  crept  slowly 
from  the  vents,  settling  dank  and  viscous  upon  his  exposed 
skin.  Throughout  the  trip  from  Guam,  the  cabin  temperature 
had  alternated  from  bitter  cold  to  nauseatingly  hot.  Now  the 
temperature  was  well  over  one  hundred  degrees.  The  dark 
cabin  closed  in  around  him.  Eric  tried  to  suck  in  more  of  the 
thin  air,  his  lungs  burning  from  lack  of  oxygen.  He  tried  his  best 
to  ignore  the  sensation  of  slow  suffocation. 


Through  the  dim  orange  lights,  Eric  could  just  make  out 
most  of  the  forty  or  so  other  passengers,  some  of  whom  were 
children  as  young  as  eighteen  months.  All  were  wearing  issued 
foam  earplugs  to  protect  their  hearing  from  the  din  of  the  jet 
engines  roaring  through  the  fuselage.  Terrified  children  cried 
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out;  no  adult  made  a  sound.  Fear,  like  the  mist,  had  settled  in 
the  cabin. 

Without  warning,  the  aircraft  hit  a  wind  sheer,  a  "hole"  in 
the  air,  which  plummeted  it  hundreds  of  feet  in  just  seconds. 
The  plane  fell  with  a  sickening  groan  that  emanated  from  deep 
within  the  guts  of  the  tired  bird.  Eric  listened  to  the  huge  jet 
engines  gasp  for  enough  air  to  continue  producing  thrust.  His 
ears  crackled  painfully  from  the  rapid  loss  of  altitude  as  the 
aircraft  nose-dived  toward  the  coral  isle  sprawled  directly 
ahead.  A  three-year-old  in  a  nearby  seat,  vomited  on  his 
father's  uniform,  and  the  screams  resounding  throughout  the 
cabin  were  not  just  those  of  the  children. 


Eric  removed  his  seat  belt  and  started  to  clamber  over  to 
a  young  mother  who  was  traveling  without  her  spouse.  The 
woman  was  trying  desperately  to  control  her  two  young 
children  who  had  managed  to  unbuckle  their  seat  belts. 


As  he  got  to  her  seat,  one  side  of  the  aircraft  yawed 
violently,  causing  Eric  to  lose  his  footing.  Every  bit  of  muscle  in 
his  strong,  tanned  arms  could  not  keep  him  from  tumbling.  The 
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woman  reached  out  and  tried  to  catch  him  as  he  narrowly 
missed  striking  his  head  against  the  gray  steel  of  the  seat 
frame.  Eric  pulled  himself  erect.  At  just  under  six  feet  tall,  he 
had  to  hunker  to  avoid  the  exposed  hydraulic  lines  directly 
above. 

Eric  reached  across  the  startled  children,  buckled  their 
seat  belts,  and  pulled  the  straps  tightly  across  them.  The 
woman  looked  up  into  the  Marine's  dark  blue  eyes  and  silently 
mouthed,  "Thank  you."  He  smiled  at  her  and  made  his  way 
back  to  his  seat.  Her  eyes  closely  followed  his  movements 
through  the  dim  light. 


The  C-141  started  its  free-fall  into  Kadena  Air  Base.  The 
cabin  lights  flickered  against  the  torn  insulation  as  the  aircraft 
was  buffeted  by  the  storm.  The  ringing  of  cockpit  alarms 
serenaded  the  passengers  and  crew.  Eric  glanced  over  at  the 
Navy  Lieutenant  seated  next  to  him.  They  had  shared  several 
drinks  in  Guam,  while  they  waited  for  their  original  aircraft,  a 
chartered  Boeing  747  to  be  repaired. 
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The  Lieutenant  was  a  fighter  pilot,  a  "Naval  Aviator,"  who 
addressed  Eric  as  "Top,"  slang  for  a  Master  Sergeant.  The 
Lieutenant  had  earlier  boasted  to  Eric  of  hundreds  of  successful 
aircraft  carrier  landings  in  the  roughest  of  seas.  Now  that  same 
Lieutenant  gripped  his  armrests  and  stared  in  terror  at  his  new 
Marine  friend.  His  face  was  as  stark  as  the  summer  white 
uniform  covering  his  shaking  body. 


"Top,  I  don't  think  we're  going  to  make  it." 

Eric  could  barely  hear  the  lieutenant's  voice,  let  alone  his 
own  thoughts  as  he  reflected  back  to  the  broken  jumbo  jet  they 
had  taken  from  Los  Angeles  and  left  behind  in  Guam.  After 
waiting  a  half-day  for  repairs  to  be  completed,  the  passengers 
were  informed  it  would  be  several  days  before  replacement 
parts  would  arrive.  In  response,  the  Air  Force  rolled  out  three  C- 
141  's  and  informed  the  Okinawa-bound  passengers  they  were 
ready  to  take  them  to  their  new  home.  As  the  military  personnel 
and  their  families  squeezed  into  the  cargo  jet  through  the  small 
forward  hatch,  nobody  considered  the  possibility  they  might 
have  to  spend  eternity  in  a  cylindrical  green  coffin  at  the  bottom 
of  the  South  Pacific. 
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Eric  tried  his  best  to  breathe  through  his  mouth  so  as  to 
block  the  stench  of  the  vomit  drifting  like  a  putrid  fog 
throughout  the  stifling  cabin.  He  fought  to  think  of  something 
to  occupy  his  mind,  to  take  his  thoughts  from  the  typhoon  that 
had  seized  this  miserable  aircraft  and  shook  it  to  its  very 
frame.  In  time,  a  memory  did  come.  It  was  old,  nearly  twenty 
years  old,  but  strong.  A  small  ironic  smile  danced  across  the 
face  of  the  master  sergeant  as  he  remembered  the  first  time  he 
found  himself  strapped  in,  at  the  mercy  of  the  weather,  and 
being  carried  far  from  home. 


Eighteen-year-old  Private  Pecaro  had  traveled  with  about 
a  dozen  other  Pennsylvania  area  recruits  throughout  the  long 
night.  The  flight  from  Pittsburgh  International  to  Charleston, 
South  Carolina  had  been  his  first  trip  in  an  airplane.  The  rain 
had  pounded  fiercely  against  the  scratched  plastic  windows  of 
the  Boeing  707  as  the  aircraft  taxied  amid  sharp  gusts  that 
nearly  pushed  the  plane  off  the  runway  as  it  struggled  to  take 
off. 
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Finally  touching  down  in  Charleston,  the  newly-sworn-in 
Marine  exited  the  jet-way  and  looked  at  the  clock  mounted 
above  the  flight  arrival/departure  monitors:  it  was  after  one  in 
the  morning.  Eric  followed  the  signs  to  the  Marine  Corps 
Liaison  Desk,  where  he  was  met  by  another  sign,  indicating  the 
Marine  Representative  would  be  back  at  "0300." 


Eric  looked  around  and  saw  several  young  Marine 
recruits  he  remembered  from  the  reception  station,  along  with 
others  he  figured  had  arrived  from  other  places.  As  he  sat 
down  among  the  group  of  approximately  thirty  young  men,  Eric 
took  a  moment  to  watch  the  display  of  bravado,  typical  of  a 
group  of  scared  teenagers  trying  desperately  to  conceal  the 
extent  of  their  fear  and  trepidation.  After  all,  these  young  men 
were  on  their  way  to  Marine  Corps  Recruit  Depot,  Paris  Island, 
South  Carolina. 


Growing  bored,  several  of  the  young  men  wandered  off  to 
explore  the  terminal.  It  did  not  take  long  before  three  young 
recruits  ran  into  two  particularly  attractive  coeds  on  their  way 
back  to  the  University  of  South  Carolina  from  summer  break. 
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One  of  the  recruits,  Private  Jose  Fernandez,  on  the  eve  of 
his  first  day  of  Marine  Corps  boot  camp,  decided  he  had  met  the 
greatest  love  of  his  life.  Accordingly,  in  a  valiant  attempt  to 
prove  his  feelings  for  the  young  college  student,  Fernandez 
reached  through  the  locked  gates  of  a  terminal  gift  shop  to 
retrieve  a  prize  for  his  new  love. 


Using  skills  perfected  on  the  streets  of  Philadelphia, 
Private  Fernandez  was  able  to  push  enough  of  his  weight 
against  the  grating  to  just  reach  a  bunch  of  paper  carnations 
in  a  ceramic  vase.  Unfortunately,  as  he  pulled  the  carnations 
towards  him,  the  stiff  wire  stems  did  not  quite  clear  the  vase 
and  the  heavy  pot  crashed  to  the  floor.  This  alerted  the  airport 
security  guard  who  just  happened  to  be  nearby,  and  Private 
Fernandez  found  himself  sitting  in  the  airport  security  office, 
waiting  to  explain  himself  to  the  Marines. 


Staff  Sergeant  Derek  Washington,  Marine  Drill  Instructor 
and  eight-year  Force  Recon  veteran,  arrived  at  the  liaison  area 
at  3:15  a.m.  He  had  Private  Fernandez  in  tow  and  was  not 
amused.  Washington  had  a  reputation  for  losing  his  temper, 
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and  his  company  first  sergeant  gave  him  this  detail  so  he  could 
keep  a  low  profile  during  his  last  ninety-days  on  Paris  Island, 
before  returning  to  "the  fleet."  Now  he  had  to  "kiss  the  ass”  of 
"some  fat  civilian  puke”  to  get  "this  walking  pimple”  to  Paris 
Island.  Staff  Sergeant  Washington  made  a  solemn  decision. 
"These  little  fucks  are  gonna  pay. " 

Private  Pecaro  had  been  dozing  uncomfortably  in  a 
plastic  airport  seat,  surrounded  by  approximately  fifty  other 
recruits  who  had  been  arriving  throughout  the  night,  when  he 
was  suddenly  pulled  to  his  feet  by  a  6'4"  2401b,  outraged  black 
man.  The  unrestrained  fury  in  his  eyes  assured  Eric  he  was  no 
more  than  eleven  seconds  from  an  ugly  death.  Having  grown  up 
in  Pittsburgh,  the  young  recruit  instinctively  reached  for  his 
wallet,  when  he  realized  the  man  was  dressed  in  the  Khaki  shirt 
and  sky  blue  pants  he  recognized. 


Why  is  this  recruiter  mugging  me?  he  wondered. 

"Get  on  your  feet!"  screamed  the  black  giant,  who  then 
released  him  and  worked  his  way  down  to  the  next  recruit.  His 
head  now  cleared,  Eric  looked  around  and  watched  the  fifty  or 
so  disheveled  young  men  quickly  stand  in  front  of  their  seats, 
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some  under  their  own  power;  others  assisted  by  other 
recruits.  A  few  unlucky  ones,  like  Eric,  were  aided  by  the 
demonic  madman  in  the  Marine  uniform. 

With  all  the  new  recruits  now  completely  vertical,  the 
maniacal  stranger  spoke  his  first  complete  sentence.  "You  little 
pieces  of  insignificant  human  shit,  you  zit-faced  little  maggots, 
you  think  you  can  come  here  and  fuck  around?  You  think  you're 
on  some  kinda  goddamned  vacation?  Fuckin"Chico'  over  here 
figured  he  was  just  gonna  steal  some  little  flower  for  Suzie 
fuckin'  rotten-crotch!  Well,  your  miserable  little  fuckin'  lives 
have  just  taken  a  turn  for  the  fuckin'  worse!  You're  on  your  way 
to  Paris  Island,  my  little  turdettes,  and  I  am  gonna  make  sure,  as 
the  ghost  of  Chesty  Puller  himself  is  my  personal  fuckin' 
witness,  each  day  of  your  day  life  from  this  moment  on,  will  be 
a  livin' fuckin'  hell!" 

Every  last  man  was  convinced  of  the  sincerity  of  Staff 
Sergeant  Washington's  proclamation.  No  one  dared  speak  as 
they  cowered  onto  the  bus  for  Paris  Island. 

The  Marine  Corps  Recruit  Depot  receiving  barracks  was 
located  at  the  2nd  Recruit  Training  Battalion.  It  was  late  July  and 
the  South  Carolina  summer  sun  had  not  yet  lit  the  dark  sky,  yet 
the  interior  of  the  World  War  ll-era  wood  frame  structure  was 
already  sweltering.  The  windows  on  both  sides  of  the  long 
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room  were  open,  and  large  standing  fans  were  blowing 
full  force  on  the  fifty-six  exhausted  recruits. 

It  was  just  before  5:00  a.m.,  and  sweat  ran  from  every 
pore  of  Eric  Pecaro's  body.  His  clothes  were  soaked  and  the 
air  around  him  smelled  an  awful  lot  like  a  locker  room  after 
the  big  game.  Eric  stared  at  the  sea  of  terrorized  young  faces 
for  several  long  minutes.  It  then  dawned  on  the  new  private; 
this  did  not  look  at  all  like  the  recruiter's  video. 


Eric  and  the  others  were  ordered  to  remove  their  shirts; 
then  a  sergeant  in  camouflage  utilities  went  from  man  to  man 
writing  large  numbers  on  their  chests  with  a  black  marker. 
"2024,"  identifying  Eric's  new  platoon  was  written  across  his 
left  breast.  This  number  signified  Private  Eric  Pecaro  would 
remain  in  the  2nd  Recruit  Training  Battalion,  while  others  were 
dispatched  to  the  1st  and  3rd  battalions  for  basic  training.  Eric 
rubbed  his  fingers  against  the  indelible  black  ink  and  wondered 
if  would  ever  wash  off. 


Now,  nineteen  years  later,  as  he  held  tightly  to  the  seat  of 
the  falling  C-141,  Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  recalled  that 


Page 


13 


Pecaro’s  Year 


after  two  weeks  of  scrubbing,  he'd  finally  succeeded  in 
removing  his  boot  camp  platoon  designator  from  his  chest.  Eric 
also  remembered  that  he  and  the  other  recruits  spent  that  first 
night  and  every  day  of  the  next  twelve  weeks,  drenched  in 
sweat  and  fear,  terrorized  by  everyone  they  met. 

Eric  smiled  again  as  he  recalled  the  first  night  he  climbed 
tiredly  onto  the  thin  mattress  of  his  Marine  Corps  "rack".  Where 
in  his  mind  he'd  figured  out  his  flight  to  South  Carolina  must 
have  actually  crashed,  and  the  recruits  were  now  all  together  in 
hell,  a  place  far  worse  than  any  of  them  had  ever  imagined. 


The  C-141  dipped  one  last  stomach-churning  time  as  the 
wheels  slammed  into  the  Kadena  Air  Base  runway.  The 
screams  of  the  reverse  thrusters  cut  through  the  eardrums  of 
every  passenger  on  board,  but  nobody  on  the  plane  cared  as 
they  cheered  the  skill  and  tenacity  of  their  twenty-eight-year- 
old  pilot. 


The  hatch  opened  and  the  passengers  staggered  from 
the  aircraft.  Most  held  their  hands  up  against  the  rising  South 
Pacific  sun.  The  tarmac  was  still  wet  from  the  storm,  but  the 
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clouds  raced  away,  as  if  being  chased  by  some  God-sent 
Calvary.  Eric  Pecaro,  still  in  a  cold  sweat  from  the  flight, 
followed  the  group  into  the  terminal. 

Eric  retrieved  his  bags  from  alongside  the  carousel,  and 
then  decided  he  needed  a  cup  of  coffee  before  making  his  way 
over  to  Camp  Butler,  and  his  new  duty  assignment.  After  some 
searching,  Eric  found  a  small  snack  shop  on  the  second  floor  of 
the  terminal.  He  struggled  a  bit  with  his  luggage  as  he  climbed 
the  stairs  and  made  his  way  past  the  requisite  game  room,  filled 
with  young  airmen  in  their  camouflage  "Battle  Dress"  uniforms. 


Eric  pushed  his  way  through  the  double  glass  doors  of 
the  snack  shop  and  tossed  his  bags  onto  the  floor.  He  then 
reached  into  his  pocket  and  deposited  two  dirty  quarters  on  the 
counter.  An  old  Okinawan,  in  a  sweat  stained  white  paper  hat, 
pointed  to  the  Styrofoam  cups  stacked  next  to  the  industrial 
sized  coffee  machine. 


Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  drank  his  coffee  black,  an 
old  habit  from  his  early  days  as  an  MP.  As  he  sat  alone  in  the 
booth,  he  looked  out  the  window  at  the  runway  below  and  the 
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deep  blue  Pacific  Ocean  just  beyond.  A  Japanese  soap  opera 
was  playing  on  the  television  behind  him  and  the  restaurant 
was  crowded  with  mostly  Japanese  employees  of  the  base.  It 
had  been  awhile,  but  as  he  listened  to  the  conversations  taking 
place  around  him,  he  discovered  he  could  still  understand 
most  of  it.  Eric  closed  his  eyes.  His  body  numb  from  lack  of 
sleep,  he  allowed  his  mind  to  drift  back  almost  two  decades  to 
his  first  overseas  assignment. 


Marine  Corps  Air  Station,  Iwakuni,  was  a  small  installation 
on  the  Japanese  mainland  just  south  of  Hiroshima.  The  base  sat 
along  side  the  Monzen  River,  surrounded  by  miles  of  rural 
Japanese  culture  and  hundreds  of  years  of  Japanese  history. 

Like  the  sweet  cherry  flowers,  which  grew  in  abundance 
below  the  ancient  wooden  Kenti  Bridge,  Eric  Pecaro's  feelings 
for  Japan  blossomed  during  this  first  visit.  He  remembered  how 
the  Japanese  loved  the  beautiful  flowers,  which  thrived  in  their 
warm  spring  climate.  They  even  threw  a  party  every  April  when 
the  pink  blossoms  virtually  smothered  the  frail  trees. 
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It  was  during  these  festivals  that  young  Lance  Corporal 
Pecaro,  on  military  police  "Town  Patrol,"  got  to  watch  the 
Japanese  make  a  holiday  out  of  the  simple  pleasure  of 
admiring  a  tiny  pink  blossom.  The  Japanese  always  invited 
their  American  allies  from  the  small  air  station  to  share  their 
celebration,  which  consisted  mostly  of  the  gross  over¬ 
consumption  of  Kirin  brand  beer  while  lying  under  the  shade 
of  the  blossoms  on  a  warm  spring  afternoon.  During  these 
festivals,  street  venders  hawked  everything  from  rice  cakes,  to 
ears  of  corn  dipped  in  a  sweet  soy/sugar  sauce,  to  fried  squid 
on  a  stick  (a  favorite  of  the  local  children). 


Even  in  this  peaceful  setting,  Lance  Corporal  Pecaro  and 
the  other  MP's  would  sometimes  find  it  necessary  to  break  up 
the  occasional  drunken  brawl.  Typically,  the  fight  resulted 
from  a  testosterone-enriched  altercation  over  some  beautiful 
Japanese  girl  in  her  traditional  brightly-colored  kimono. 
However,  once  the  participants,  whether  they  were  Japanese, 
American,  or  both,  were  broken  up  and  ordered  to  shake 
hands,  the  beer  would  flow  and  everyone  would  be  friends 
once  again. 
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When  that  first  assignment  eventually  came  to  an  end, 
Eric  intended  to  leave  the  military  shortly  thereafter  in  order 
to  pursue  a  career  in  civilian  law  enforcement.  However,  an 
administrative  reassignment  by  his  superiors  changed  his 
plans. 


Shortly  before  the  end  of  his  enlistment,  Eric  was 
reassigned  to  the  Criminal  Investigation  Division,  or  "CID,"  the 
detective  section  of  the  "PMO"  the  Provost  Marshal's  Office. 
Eric's  supervisors  discovered  he  was  a  natural  born 
investigator,  and  assigned  him  the  most  sensitive  and  complex 
cases,  which  he  generally  solved  with  little  effort.  In  time,  he 
was  sent  to  the  U.S.  Army  CID  School,  at  Fort  McClellan, 
Alabama  and  graduated  at  the  top  of  his  class.  From  that 
moment  on,  Eric  Pecaro  never  entertained  any  serious  thought 
of  doing  anything  else. 


After  graduating  CID  school,  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  issued 
his  gold  badge  and  credentials  as  a  Marine  criminal 
investigator,  and  eventually  transferred  to  the  Naval  Criminal 
Investigative  Service.  "NCIS,"  as  it  is  more  commonly  referred 
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to,  conducts  investigations  into  major  felony  and  high  profile 
cases  for  the  Navy  and  Marine  Corps  around  the  globe. 

Highly  respected  as  an  investigator  and  especially  an 
interrogator,  Special  Agent  Pecaro  had  a  keen  intrinsic  insight 
into  the  human  condition.  His  superiors  soon  discovered  he 
was  uniquely  able  to  project  a  level  of  empathy  during  the 
interrogation  of  a  suspect,  which  frequently  convinced  even 
the  most  psychotic  felons  that  he  truly  felt  their  pain. 


Pecaro  quickly  developed  a  reputation  as  being  one  of 
the  very  best,  and  his  work  became  his  life.  Ultimately  he 
earned  a  Master's  degree  in  Forensic  Psychology,  and  as  he 
neared  retirement  was  putting  the  finishing  touches  on  a 
Ph.D.  Not  bad  for  an  "Enlisted  Slime, "  he  reflected. 


Now  in  his  nineteenth  year  on  active  duty,  Eric  was  taken 
out  of  his  NCIS  assignment  in  Quantico,  Virginia,  and 
transferred  overseas  to  help  run  a  field  CID  office.  To  Eric,  the 
transfer  itself  wasn't  as  large  a  problem  as  the  prospect  of 
trying  to  go  on  job  interviews  from  a  volcanic  outcropping 
thirteen  thousand  miles  from  anywhere.  Eric  had  even  called 
headquarters,  and  tried  to  explain  he  had  just  a  year  left  on 
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active  duty  and  was  scrambling  to  finish  the  degree  he 
had  been  working  on  for  most  of  his  career. 

As  expected,  headquarters  was  not  empathetic.  Eric  was 
informed  in  typical  abrupt  Marine  fashion,  there  were  no 
assignments  anywhere  in  the  Marine  Corps  for  a  Master 
Sergeant  with  a  Ph.D.  "Now  pack  your  sea  bag,  Top,"  the 
voice  on  the  phone  decreed.  "You're  going  to  'the  rock,"' 
Marine  slang  for  the  small  volcanic  reef  in  the  middle  of  the 
Pacific  Ocean. 


Eric  looked  around  and  let  it  sink  in.  He  was  back  in 
Okinawa.  Hot,  tropical,  and  home  to  Japan's  poorest 
prefecture.  It  was  also  home  to  about  twenty-eight  thousand 
active-duty  American  servicemen,  the  bulk  of  them  being 
Marines.  At  over  nineteen  years  of  service,  the  last  twenty 
minutes  of  which  he  would  never  forget,  Eric  Pecaro  openly 
wondered  whom  at  headquarters  Marine  Corps  he'd  pissed  off 
to  draw  Okinawa  as  his  "Twilight  Tour." 


Eric  got  up  and  walked  over  to  the  oversized  cylindrical 
coffee  brewer  and  opened  the  tap,  releasing  a  refill  into  his 
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stained  Styrofoam  cup,  then  returned  to  his  table.  He  knew  he 
had  to  call  PMO  to  get  a  ride  over  to  Camp  Butler.  One  more 
cup  and  I'm  out  of  here,  he  thought,  as  movement  at  the  door 
caught  his  eye. 

She  was  absolutely  the  most  beautiful  woman  Eric 
Pecaro  had  ever  seen.  He  watched  her  closely  as  she  moved 
gracefully  through  the  doors  of  the  small  restaurant.  Eric 
found  himself  suddenly  captivated,  her  every  move  a  thing  of 
beauty.  He  tried  his  best  not  to  stare.  At  least  he  tried  to 
appear  as  if  he  were  not  staring. 


She  had  the  look  of  a  fine  porcelain  china  doll:  fragile, 
easily  broken.  She  was  about  five  feet,  four  inches  tall,  with 
coal  black  hair  that  hung  to  the  middle  of  her  back.  Every  last 
strand  rested  perfectly  against  the  one  beside  it.  Her 
complexion  was  amazing:  the  color  of  a  Mikimoto  pearl  set 
carefully  in  a  black  velvet  box.  She  glanced  unexpectedly  at 
him.  There  was  a  deep  sensual  look  in  her  lovely  almond  eyes. 
He  quickly  averted  his  own,  opting  to  inspect  the  black  liquid  at 
the  bottom  of  his  Styrofoam  cup. 

As  she  sat  at  a  table  with  two  other  women,  Eric  was 
relieved  to  see  that  she  had  taken  the  end  seat.  From  there,  he 
could  plainly  view  her  long  legs  extending  from  her  short  skirt. 
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They  were  folded  to  one  side,  not  unlike  one  of  those  pin-up 
calendars  from  the  1940s.  She  was  slim,  almost  waif  like,  but 
proportioned  beautifully.  Eric  could  distinguish  the  outline  of 
her  bra  through  her  thin  shirt.  Her  breasts  were  perfectly 
shaped,  though  hidden  from  his  eyes  by  the  cruel 
undergarment  designed  to  restrain  them.  She  glanced  at  him 
again;  he  looked  away. 


"Midori-chan!"  the  friend  raised  her  voice  to  get 
her  companion's  attention. 

Midori  was  so  busy  trying  not  to  return  the  looks  of  the 
handsome  American  who  was  staring  at  her,  that  she  failed  to 
pay  attention  to  her  chatty  girlfriend,  a  terrible  sin  in  any  culture. 

This  gathering  was  more  than  just  a  snack  with  friends. 
This  was  a  celebration.  Midori  Sasaki  had  finally  obtained  a  job 
on  one  of  the  American  military  bases,  a  great  accomplishment 
in  Okinawa.  Positions  on  base  paid  well  and  offered  job 
security,  an  important  consideration  in  a  culture  that  valued 
hard  work  and  lifelong  loyalty  to  one's  employer. 
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Midori  tried  to  listen  to  her  friend,  but  the  distraction 
was  too  much.  He  is  quite  good-looking  and  he  keeps  looking 
my  way,  she  thought,  trying  not  to  smile. 

"Midori!"  Her  friend  again  raised  her  voice  in  frustration. 


Eric  wanted  to  stay  and  watch  the  girl  a  bit  longer,  but  the 
shadows  dancing  on  the  wall  behind  his  table  reminded  him  it 
was  time  to  go.  He  got  up,  gathered  his  things  and  went  to  look 
for  a  telephone.  He  needed  a  ride  and  hoped  he  could  talk  the 
Camp  Butler  MP  Desk  Sergeant  into  sending  a  vehicle  over  to 
pick  him  up.  As  he  started  to  walk  out  the  door,  he  turned  back 
for  one  last  look  at  the  woman  who  had  so  enamored  him.  She 
was  talking  with  her  friends,  obviously  never  noticing  the  master 
sergeant  that  had  so  admired  her  from  across  the  snack  bar.  Get 
a  grip,  Eric,  he  reminded  himself.  You're  a  married  man. 


Eric  found  the  "Base  Only"  telephone  next  to  the 
information  counter.  He  called  the  Camp  Butler  Military  Police 
and  was  assured  by  the  harried  MP  Desk  Sergeant  on  the  other 
end,  a  patrol  unit  would  be  along  shortly  to  pick  him  up.  He 
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headed  out  the  doors  of  the  air-conditioned  Kadena  Air 
Terminal  and  into  the  searing  Okinawa  heat,  immediately 
raising  his  hand  to  block  the  sunlight  that  pierced  the  haze. 

The  rain  was  gone  barely  thirty  minutes  and  already  the  hot 
wind  blasted  against  his  face  like  the  afterburners  of  a  Marine 
FA-18  fighter. 

Eric  leaned  against  one  of  the  building  supports  directly  in 
front  of  the  main  terminal  doors  and  watched  perhaps  thirty  to 
forty  young  Marines  file  out  of  the  terminal  and  into  two  white 
school  busses  parked  directly  in  front  of  the  building.  Each  bus 
had  "U.S.  Marine  Corps,  For  Official  Use  Only"  stenciled  in  small 
black  letters  on  each  side,  just  below  the  first  window.  These 
were  mostly  young  first  term  enlistees,  assigned  here  on 
unaccompanied  assignments,  meaning  they  were  not  permitted 
to  bring  their  families  with  them. 


Like  these  young  Marines,  Eric  was  in  Okinawa  for  a  one 
year  unaccompanied  tour  of  duty.  Because  of  Eric's  close 
proximity  to  retirement,  the  Marine  Corps  had  chosen  not  to 
sponsor  his  family  to  Japan.  Like  many  Marines  before  him, 
Eric  Pecaro  was  forced  to  leave  his  family  behind  and  he  now 
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worried  about  how  well  his  wife  Brenda  would  be  able  to  handle 
the  role  of  a  single  parent. 


Eric  Pecaro  was  a  career  Marine.  He  did  not  necessarily 
agree  with  all  aspects  of  the  military,  but  he  was  accepting  of 
the  limits  the  military  could  put  on  a  person's  life,  to  include 
rarely  being  in  a  place  long  enough  to  develop  any  real 
relationships. 


Of  course,  Eric  had  all  the  usual  family  and  social 
pressures  to  meet  someone  and  "settle  down."  Finally,  as  he 
got  into  his  30's  and  over  half  way  into  his  career,  he  started 
considering  the  pros  and  cons  of  starting  a  family.  About 
that  time,  he  was  introduced  to  Brenda  Dabranski,  a  friend  of 
a  friend. 


Brenda  was  not  a  beautiful  woman.  She  had  no  particular 
talents,  could  be  more  than  a  little  unpleasant  with  others,  and 
was  consistently  thirty  pounds  overweight.  But,  she  regularly 
informed  Eric  she  was  in  love  with  him  and  all  in  all,  treated  him 
well.  After  dating  about  a  year,  Brenda  made  it  clear  she  wished 
to  marry.  Even  though  Eric  was  pretty  certain  he  was 
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not  in  love,  whatever  that  was,  he  decided  to  ask  her  to  marry 
him  and  Brenda  happily  agreed.  They  married  and  Sarah  came 
along  shortly  thereafter.  Sarah,  a  bright,  beautiful  little  girl,  was 
five  when  Eric  received  his  orders  overseas. 

Brenda  did  not  work  outside  their  home.  As  such,  Eric 
usually  worked  a  second  job,  which  pretty  much  kept  the 
wolves  from  the  door.  Brenda  was  not  a  particularly  capable 
cook  and  a  pretty  terrible  housekeeper,  so  the  Pecaros  did  not 
throw  many  parties.  Most  nights,  Eric  would  come  home  late 
from  whatever  second  job  he  was  working  at  that  point,  and  fall 
asleep  of  the  sofa,  surrounded  by  all  of  life's  little  messes, 
never  quite  cleaned  up  and  never  quite  put  away. 


The  unmarked  military  police  sedan  pulled  up  to  the  curb 
and  Eric  tossed  his  bags  into  the  trunk.  The  ride  from  Kadena  to 
Camp  Smedley  D.  Butler  usually  took  no  more  than  15  minutes. 
However,  this  day  an  Okinawan  teenager  on  a  moped  had 
crossed  the  highway  against  the  light  and  ran  under  a  tractor- 
trailer.  The  truck  driver  never  saw  the  sixteen-year-old  and 
drove  right  over  what  was  now  a  lifeless  mangled  corpse. 
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The  resulting  traffic  jam  on  the  already  over-crowded 
highway  brought  his  ride  to  a  standstill.  Eric  decided  to  catch 
up  on  some  much-needed  sleep.  Unfortunately,  every  time  he 
leaned  back  in  the  seat  and  closed  his  eyes,  he  was  jerked  back 
into  consciousness  by  the  roar  of  un-muffled  motorcycles 
weaving  at  will  between  the  lanes  of  crawling  vehicles. 


At  least  his  driver,  an  E-2  Private  first-class,  or  "PFC", 
was  not  in  a  talkative  mood.  This  was  good  news  for  Eric,  who 
had  observed  that  the  khaki  short  sleeves  of  the  PFC,  held  the 
telltale  imprints  of  his  former  E-3  Lance  Corporal  rank.  This 
was  a  story  that  Eric,  after  spending  the  last  full  day  in  the  air, 
was  sure  he  did  not  wish  to  hear 


Eric  arrived  at  the  Camp  Butler  PMO,  hot  and  tired. 
Especially  tired.  He  had  made  the  23-hour  journey  from  LAX  to 
Japan  more  times  than  he  cared  to  recall.  Worse,  he  realized 
that  due  to  pending  court  cases  and  other  obligations  in  the 
states,  there  was  a  possibility  he  would  have  to  make  this  trip 
again  during  his  year  in  Okinawa. 

Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  dropped  off  with  his  gear  just 
outside  the  provost  marshal's  private  office  and  informed  by 
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his  melancholy  driver  that  Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski,  the 
installation  Provost  Marshal,  wanted  to  see  him,  "ASAP."  To 
Eric,  this  meant  he  would  have  to  press  flesh  with  the  "old 
man,"  before  he  would  be  able  to  walk  down  the  hall  to  the 
Criminal  Investigation  Division. 

Eric  stopped  at  the  secretary's  desk  to  make  the  colonel 
aware  of  his  arrival.  She  was  not  at  her  desk,  so  he  settled  into 
the  overstuffed  sofa  across  the  room.  Eric  assumed  the 
secretary  was  a  she,  because  in  many  provost  marshal's 
offices,  it  is  not  unusual  to  see  the  PM  secretary's  job  filled  by  a 
very  young,  very  pregnant  female  MP,  who  due  to  her 
"condition,"  is  no  longer  particularly  effective  on  the  street. 


The  Colonel's  office  door  was  closed  and  Eric  figured  the 
colonel  would  be  busy  for  a  while.  The  outer  office  was  cold. 
Once  again,  Eric  tried  to  relax  and  clear  his  head.  His  eyes  had 
just  started  to  close  when  Colonel  Kawalski's  office  door 
suddenly  opened.  This  jerked  Eric  back  to  the  present  and  he 
instinctively  rose  to  his  feet.  Quickly,  he  looked  down  at  his 
"Gig  Line"  (shirt  buttons,  belt  buckle,  and  zipper  flap  of  the 
green  trousers  all  in  a  straight  line).  He  then  ran  his  fingers 
across  the  front  of  his  shirt  and  under  the  belt  line,  smoothing 
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out  two  days  of  wrinkles.  He  met  the  colonel's  extended  hand. 
"Good  afternoon,  sir." 

"You  look  like  hell  Top,"  Kawalski  smiled  as  he  directed 
Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  through  the  door  of  his  office. 

Pecaro  had  heard  much  about  "Crazy  Kawalski." 
Lieutenant  Colonel  Charles  B.  Kawalski  was  a  twenty-six  year 
Marine  veteran  and  as  the  moniker  implied,  Kawalski  was  a 
colorful  officer  with  a  reputation  most  certainly  exaggerated 
by  the  stories  told  by  MP's  throughout  the  Corps. 


For  example,  Eric  had  heard  about  an  alleged  incident 
several  years  earlier,  when  then  Lieutenant  Kawalski  walked  up 
to  the  firing  line  of  the  Camp  Pendleton  pistol  range,  and  ripped 
a  locked  and  loaded  .45  caliber  pistol  out  of  the  hands  of  a  MP 
who  was  firing  it.  It  was  said  he  had  done  this  because  he  did 
not  believe  the  Marine  was  using  the  appropriate  "Weaver 
Stance."  Because  of  Lieutenant  Kawalski's  safety  violation,  the 
range  was  immediately  secured  and  Kawalski  found  himself  the 
recipient  of  an  unofficial  reprimand  from  the  Camp  Pendleton 
Chief  of  Staff.  The  reprimand  was  not  just  for  the  pistol 
incident,  but  because  Kawalski  ended  up  in  a  full-blown  fist- 
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fight  with  the  Range  officer  (another  young  Lieutenant)  over 
who  was  actually  in  charge  of  the  MP's  firing  on  the  line. 

Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski's  problems  continued 
throughout  the  years  and  culminated  in  the  "incident"  that 
caused  him  to  never  be  promoted  to  "Full  Bird"  Colonel.  Not 
long  after  Kawalski  had  assumed  command  of  the  Camp  Butler 
PMO,  he  dispatched  a  squad  of  CID  agents  to  pull  a  protection 
detail  on  the  Commandant  of  the  Marine  Corps.  Okinawa  was 
not  considered  a  high-risk  area,  but  no  provost  marshal  wants 
the  Commandant  shot  on  his  watch. 


As  the  story  went,  Kawalski  went  out  to  the  airstrip  to 
check  on  the  arrival  of  the  Commandant's  plane  and  as  he 
arrived,  he  saw  the  Commandant,  a  four  star  general,  come  out 
of  his  plane  and  the  CID  agents  fall  into  their  positions  around 
the  general.  Just  as  the  group  moved  towards  the  General's 
waiting  staff  car,  a  colonel,  and  not  even  a  Marine  colonel, 
apparently  tried  to  get  in  between  the  Commandant  and  the 
protection  agents.  Evidently,  this  colonel  was  trying  to  get 
some  "face  time"  with  the  Commandant  of  the  Marine  Corps. 

One  of  the  CID  agents  maneuvered  himself  between  the 
offending  colonel  and  the  Commandant.  The  colonel  pushed 
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the  agent,  it  was  alleged,  and  Kawalski  promptly  ran  over,  drew 
his  pistol,  and  placed  it  square  under  the  chin  of  the  colonel. 

He  then  led  the  now  completely  compliant  offender  off  the 
flight  line. 

Pecaro  had  heard  through  very  good  sources  that  the 
commandant  had  privately  described  the  sight  of  a  Marine 
Corps  lieutenant  colonel,  in  his  dress  greens,  with  his  gun 
firmly  under  the  chin  of  an  Air  Force  full  bird,  as  just  about  the 
"funniest  damn  thing"  he  had  ever  seen.  On  the  other  hand, 
political  reality  ultimately  forced  him  to  direct  the  Camp  Butler 
Commanding  General  to  officially  reprimand  Lieutenant  Colonel 
Kawalski. 


This  effectively  acted  to  terminate  Kawalski's  career  at 
the  end  of  his  current  assignment.  The  Commandant  had  been 
later  heard  to  say  it  was  a  shame  he  had  to  destroy  Kawalski's 
career,  because  he  could  have  "used  a  few  more  like  him." 


Kawalski's  office  contained  all  the  usual  trappings  of 
a  lifetime  Marine  Corps  career.  His  walls  were  covered  with 
going  away  plaques;  various  commendations,  promotion 
warrants,  and  an  assortment  of  other  "I  love  me"  type 
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momentos.  Also,  proudly  displayed  of  the  wall  behind  the 
colonel's  desk,  was  his  FBI  National  Academy  diploma. 

Pecaro  knew  for  a  Marine  MP  officer  to  be  a  National 
Academy  graduate,  entitled  that  officer  to  be  a  member  of  a 
select  and  rather  elite  club;  a  type  of  law  enforcement  "ring 
knocker"  society,  not  unlike  the  service  academy  graduates  of 
West  Point  and  Annapolis. 


Among  the  items  on  the  colonel's  rather  sparse  desk,  was 
a  yellowed  photo  of  then  Lance  Corporal  Kawalski,  sporting  a 
red  and  gold  MP  armband,  and  standing  next  to  a  M38A1  jeep,  a 
model  not  built  in  over  30  years.  On  the  other  side  of  the  desk 
was  a  photo  of  the  colonel  in  his  "dress  blues,"  and  a  woman 
who  must  have  been  Mrs.  Kawalski.  She  looked  to  be  several 
years  younger  than  the  colonel  and  was  a  handsome  woman. 
Eric  smiled  to  himself.  Damn  officers  get  all  the  good-looking 
ones. 


Crazy  Kawalski  was  not  the  only  officer  present.  Before 
Eric  was  asked  to  sit  down,  he  was  introduced  to  a  tall,  black, 
female  major  seated  comfortably  on  one  end  of  the  sofa  in  her 
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camouflage  utility  uniform.  Major  Sally  Mathis,  the  Deputy 
Provost  Marshal,  looked  to  be  in  her  early  30's,  and  was  very 
attractive.  Eric  could  tell  even  in  her  "cammies,"  she  had  a 
strong,  athletic  build. 

Eric  Pecaro  reflected  for  a  moment  on  the  knowledge, 
silently  shared  by  every  male  Marine,  that  if  a  WM  looks  good 
in  the  baggy  camouflage  uniform,  it  is  for  certain  she  looks 
damn  hot  out  of  them.  Eric  shook  the  image  out  of  his  head. 
It's  going  to  be  a  long  year,  he  thought. 


The  colonel  got  down  to  business.  "Welcome  aboard 
Master  Sergeant  Pecaro.  You  are  my  new  Chief  Investigator 
and  you  are  about  to  take  charge  of  the  most  fucked  up  CID 
office  I  have  seen  in  twenty-six  years." 


Eric  was  caught  off  balance,  which  was  not  a  position 
he  wished  to  be  while  in  the  presence  of  a  colonel  nicknamed, 
"Crazy." 

"Begging  the  colonel's  pardon  sir,  I  was  lead  to  believe  I 
was  going  to  be  working  for  Master  Gunnery  Sergeant  Schull." 
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Kawalski  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  rested  his  black 
combat  boots  on  the  highly  polished  desktop,  and  looked  up 
at  the  ceiling.  "Schull's  wife  was  caught  with  twenty  four  cases 
of  black  market  booze  in  the  back  of  her  mini-van." 


Kawalski  waited  a  few  seconds  for  the  news  to  sink  in  and 
then  continued,  "Schull  swears  he  didn't  know  about  it.  Even  if 
true,  I  will  not  have  a  man  working  for  me  who  cannot  control 
his  wife.  Top,  fact  is,  Schull  fucked  that  office  up  beyond  all 
belief.  He  had  no  management  skills  and  he  constantly  allowed 
his  personal  problems  to  interfere  with  his  work.  I  have 
absolutely  no  idea  how  he  ever  made  'Master-Guns.'  It's  quite 
clear  to  me  that  Schull  couldn't  lead  a  drunk  PFC  to  the  head, 
much  less  run  the  biggest  CID  office  in  the  Corps." 


Colonel  Kawalski  glared  at  the  newly  arrived  master 
sergeant.  "Top,  right  now  that  office  is  comprised  of  nothing 
but  young  sergeants  running  amok  with  badges  and  guns.  In 
the  last  three  weeks,  two  investigators  have  had  alcohol-related 
incidents  on  the  blotter  for  God's  sake.  Bottom  line  is  you  are 
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in  charge  now  and  you  have  sixty  days  to  un-fuck  that  office." 
He  smiled  condescendingly.  "Any  questions?" 

Still  reeling,  Eric  Pecaro  was  in  no  condition  to  do 
much  more  than  silently  shake  his  head. 

"Good!"  Kawalski  smiled  again.  "Now  go  get  a  shower 
Top;  you  smell  like  shit." 

Major  Mathis  got  up  and  followed  the  dismayed  Master 
Sergeant  as  he  tossed  his  sea  bag  on  his  shoulder  and  walked 
out,  headed  for  CID.  She  grabbed  his  arm.  "Hey  Top,  look  it's 
after  1730  and  the  duty  agent  is  out  on  a  call.  Don't  bother 
going  into  the  CID  office  today,  there  is  nobody  there  anyway. 
I'll  get  one  of  the  MP  units  to  drive  you  to  the  Staff  Barracks  so 
you  can  get  a  shower.  The  Staff  NCO  club  is  within  walking 
distance  from  the  barracks  and  you  look  like  you  desperately 
need  a  beer.  Now  get  the  hell  out  of  the  building  Top,  that's  an 
order." 


Eric  was  still  reflecting  on  his  conversation  with  the 
provost  marshal  as  he  walked  down  through  the  MP  operations 
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area  and  out  to  the  parking  lot  where  twenty-five  or  so  Military 
Police  vehicles  were  backed  neatly  into  their  assigned 
spaces.  Most  were  relatively  new  police  packaged,  American 
sedans  and  SUV's  painted  white,  with  reflective  badges  on  the 
doors  and  "MILITARY  POLICE"  boldly  stenciled  on  the  trunks 
and  fenders. 

After  two  previous  assignments  to  Japan,  Eric  wondered 
why  the  U.S.  government  went  to  all  the  trouble  and  expense  to 
ship  these  domestic  cars  to  Japan,  when  the  place  was  literally 
crawling  with  Toyotas  and  Nissans.  Hell,  he  thought.  Every  time 
one  of  these  Fords  needs  a  spark  plug,  the  damn  thing  sits  at 
the  motor  pool  for  six  months  waiting  for  the  part. 


At  least  the  unmarked  CID  sedans  parked  at  the  far  end  of 
the  parking  lot  appeared  to  have  been  locally  purchased  and 
from  where  Eric  was,  they  all  looked  like  Mitsubishi  Galants. 
From  experience,  he  knew  they  would  have  standard  "Yankee" 
license  plates  and  except  for  the  small  police  radio  antennas  on 
the  trunks,  would  pretty  much  fit  into  local  traffic. 


Eric  tossed  his  bags  into  the  back  of  an  MP  Ford  Explorer 
and  climbed  into  the  passenger  seat.  Less  than  a  minute  later, 
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he  found  himself  dropped  off  at  the  billeting  office,  located 
on  the  first  floor  of  the  Staff  NCO  barracks,  just  across  the 
street  from  PMO. 

A  convenient  walk,  he  thought,  as  he  dragged  his  gear  into 
the  office  to  sign  for  his  room.  With  the  barracks  this  close  and 
the  Staff  club  just  down  the  street,  he  might  be  able  to  get  away 
with  not  having  to  purchase  a  car.  Life  would  be  a  little  boring  for 
the  next  year,  but  this  close  to  retirement;  he  certainly  could 
appreciate  not  having  to  spend  money  unnecessarily. 


The  PFC  billeting  clerk  had  bad  news.  It  seemed  this  Staff 
Barracks  was  full  and  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  would  have  to 
reside  at  another  facility  on  the  other  side  of  the  base.  Just  that 
fast,  Eric's  hopes  to  save  a  little  money  vanished.  He  briefly 
considered  trying  to  bring  a  CID  sedan  home  each  night, 
thereby  setting  a  really  bad  example  for  his  junior  agents.  Nope, 
he  would  have  no  choice  but  to  have  to  purchase  some  means 
of  transportation. 


Eric  was  still  going  over  his  options  as  he  climbed  into  the 
back  seat  of  an  old  Toyota  van,  where  the  billeting  clerk  was 
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waiting  to  drive  him  to  his  new  "home."  As  the  low  tech,  non- 
air-conditioned  transport  sputtered  away  from  the  curb,  Eric 
had  no  way  of  knowing  this  young  Private  First  Class  actually 
did  him  a  very  large  favor. 

"Hey,  stop  there!"  Eric  pointed  to  the  AAFES  (Army  &  Air 
Force  Exchange  Service)  "Shopette"  as  the  van  was  chugging  to 
the  top  of  a  hill  where  several  enlisted  barracks  were  located. 

"I  need  some  beer,  wait  here,"  Eric  ordered  as  he  jumped 
from  the  van.  As  the  young  Marine  driver  waited  nervously 
outside  (official  vehicles  are  not  to  be  used  for  "Beer  Runs"), 
the  tired  master  sergeant  grabbed  four  cold  six  packs  of  Orion 
Beer,  paid  the  bored  clerk  who  was  undoubtedly  the  wife  of 
some  Marine,  and  got  back  into  the  van.  The  PFC  looked 
around  and  then  relaxed  when  it  appeared  nobody  had  seen 
the  digression.  He  then  cranked  up  the  van  and  started  back  up 
the  hill  to  the  Senior  Staff  NCO  Barracks. 


The  PFC  pulled  up  to  the  side  entrance  and  handed  the 
master  sergeant  a  key  marked  "U.S.  government,  do  not 
duplicate."  Eric  looked  at  the  plastic  key  fob,  "302".  Damn,  he 
grimaced.  Third-  floor .  Eric  glanced  over  at  the  PFC  who  did 
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not  appear  as  if  he  had  any  plans  to  get  out  of  the  van  and  help 
the  "Old  Top"  drag  his  gear  up  three  flights  of  stairs.  Eric 
thanked  the  Marine  for  his  "help"  and  pulled  his  belongings  out 
of  the  back  of  the  vehicle. 

The  room  where  Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  was  to  live 
for  the  next  twelve  months  was  pretty  standard  Marine  Corps 
design.  Located  on  the  third  floor  of  the  cinder-block  building, 
the  room  was  about  14'X18'  and  painted  something  that  once 
passed  for  white,  or  possibly  gray,  or  maybe  beige.  The  room 
was  furnished  with  a  full  sized  bed,  a  dresser,  desk,  sofa,  and 
coffee  table.  The  furniture  had  definitely  seen  better  days, 
probably  fifteen  or  twenty  years  earlier,  in  the  Officer's 
Quarters.  Still,  it  was  serviceable. 


There  was  a  dirty  remnant  of  what  was  once  a  carpet 
covering  part  of  the  floor.  The  room  also  contained  a  full  sized 
refrigerator,  which  was  humming  away  and  sweating  more  than 
he  was.  Eric  figured  he  would  buy  a  microwave  at  AAFES  the 
next  day.  Almost  a  kitchen,  he  smiled.  This  would  definitely  be 
better  than  eating  at  the  mess  hall. 

The  room  was  air-conditioned;  this  was  the  good  news, 
especially  after  he'd  had  to  drag  a  full  sea-bag,  two  very  large 
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SUitCaseS,  a  briefcase  containing  all  his  official  documents, 
and  a  case  of  Orion,  up  three  flights  of  stairs  in  temperatures 
well  beyond  one  hundred  degrees.  The  dim  realization  he 
would  have  to  drag  his  tired  ass  up  those  stairs  every  day  for 
the  next  twelve  months  was  a  thought  too  painful  for  Eric  to 
consider  at  this  end  of  an  extremely  long  day. 

Eric  turned  on  the  yellowed  ceiling  light  and  looked 
around.  The  dust  in  the  room  signified  it  had  not  been  occupied 
in  some  time.  Eric  stopped,  closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  and 
allowed  the  cool  musty  air  to  settle  on  his  face. 


He  shivered  for  an  instant  as  the  air  conditioning 
permeated  his  sweat  soaked  uniform.  Tossing  his  bags  on  the 
bare  mattress,  he  walked  over  to  the  window,  and  pulled  the 
worn  curtains  to  one  side.  He  watched  for  a  moment  as  an 
enormous  orange  sun  set  gently  down  into  the  blue  Pacific 
Ocean.  From  his  window  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  just  about 
touch  it. 


The  bathroom,  "head"  in  Marine  lingo,  was  just  to  his  left 
and  Eric  observed  the  latch  to  the  door  was  broken.  Well,  no 
need  for  privacy.  Eric  pushed  the  door  open  and  could  see  the 
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sink  and  shower  were  reasonably  clean  but  the  toilet  was 
coated  with  the  thick  orange  residue  indicative  of  months  of 
neglect.  Eric  grimaced  as  he  made  a  mental  note  to  purchase 
cleaning  supplies  ASAP.  He  peeled  off  what  had  started  as  a 
uniform  some  thirty  hours  earlier  and  climbed  into  the  shower. 

The  stall  was  large  enough  for  three  people  and  Eric  filled 
every  inch  with  billowing  steam  as  he  cranked  the  hot  water  up 
as  far  as  he  could  stand.  A  hot  shower  is  a  luxury  most  civilians 
don't  think  about.  However,  to  a  Marine  who  has  spent  any 
amount  of  time  in  the  field,  or  even  the  better  part  of  two  days 
on  a  transport  plane,  the  scalding  water  is  something  just  this 
side  of  true  paradise.  Eric  put  his  face  up  into  the  full  force  of 
the  spray  and  closed  his  eyes,  letting  the  hot  steam  fill  his 
lungs.  Yes,  this  was  going  to  be  a  long,  long  shower. 


Afterwards,  the  taut  Marine  got  dressed  and  broke  out  his 
exercise  clothes  for  the  next  morning.  Eric  had  tried  without 
success  to  get  Brenda  to  take  some  pride  in  her  appearance. 
She  had  never  been  skinny,  but  after  the  baby  came  it  was 
even  worse.  Eric  had  pushed  hard  to  get  Brenda  interested  in 
exercising  with  him,  but  she  generally  found  some  perfectly 
understandable  reason  not  to  participate. 
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Brenda's  diet  was  even  worse.  Eric  himself  was  no 
health  food  fanatic,  but  his  wife's  pizza  and  late  night  jelly 
doughnut  habit  seemed  to  be  adding  cellulite  at  a  rate  one 
could  measure  almost  daily.  Almost  as  bad,  was  the  way  she 
dressed.  Mrs.  Brenda  Pecaro  was  not  a  slave  to  fashion.  Her 
spandex  tank  tops  and  loud  pink  terry  shorts,  caused  him  to 
be  thankful  Brenda's  mild  agoraphobia  kept  her  from  traveling 
far  from  their  on  base  quarters. 


Eric  settled  into  the  ratty  old  sofa  and  wondered  about 
his  old  friend,  Terry  Schull.  In  truth,  even  though  caught  by 
surprise  by  his  orders  to  the  rock,  he'd  had  been  looking 
forward  to  working  for  Terry.  He  figured  with  Terry  as  the  Chief 
Investigator,  the  assignment  wouldn't  be  so  bad  after  all. 


They  had  met  several  years  earlier  after  his  arrival  at 
Marine  Corps  Air  Station,  Yuma,  Arizona.  As  a  new  agent, 
Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  was  assigned  as  the  junior  partner  to  Staff 
Sergeant  Terry  Schull,  a  veteran  investigator  with  over  five  years 
experience.  Staff  Sergeant  Schull  had  the  reputation  of 


Page 


42 


Pecaro’s  Year 


being  an  outstanding  investigator,  but  beyond  that,  Terry  had 
a  natural  feeling  for  what  the  bad  guys  were  up  to. 

Eric  truly  admired  Terry's  "sixth  sense"  and  remembered 
one  incident  in  particular,  which  started  one  Saturday 
afternoon  in  Yuma.  Apparently,  Terry  had  observed  a  young 
sailor  hanging  out  near  the  main  entrance  of  the  PX.  The  sailor 
wasn't  doing  anything  in  particular,  just  looking  around.  Seeing 
this  guy  gave  Terry  one  of  his  "feelings"  and  that  night,  instead 
of  going  home  to  his  wife,  he  backed  his  old  primer  gray 
Camaro  into  the  shadows  behind  the  PX  and  waited. 


Sure  enough,  within  the  hour,  Terry  observed  that  same 
sailor,  now  dressed  in  dark  clothes,  break  a  window  in  the  back 
of  the  building  and  go  inside.  He  radioed  for  assistance  and  by 
the  time  back  up  arrived,  he  had  the  unfortunate  burglar  spread- 
eagled  across  the  hood  of  his  car  and  had  seized  a  bag  of 
stolen  merchandise  with  the  PX  price  tags  still  attached. 


Eric  knew  Terry  Schull  loved  the  job  and  could  always  be 
counted  upon  to  be  the  first  to  raise  his  hand.  He 
enthusiastically  volunteered  for  almost  anything,  from  a  drug 
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bust,  to  an  all  night  surveillance,  to  a  three-month  deployment 
to  assist  in  refugee  security  somewhere  in  the  third  world. 
Terry's  wife  Maria  unfortunately  did  not  share  his  enthusiasm. 

Terry  truly  loved  Maria  and  talked  about  her  often.  It  was 
during  one  of  their  late  night  "stake  outs"  together,  Terry  had 
described  to  his  sleepy  partner,  how  he  had  met  his  wife. 


A  much  younger  Terry  Schull  had  been  on  deployment  to 
the  Subic  Bay  Naval  Base  in  the  Republic  of  the  Philippines.  At 
the  time,  he  was  a  Corporal  with  the  Military  Police  Platoon  of 
the  3d  Force  Service  Support  Group,  and  had  just  gotten  off 
duty  watch  on  the  U.S.S.  Tripoli.  Maria  was  employed  as  "Bar 
Hostess"  in  one  of  the  clubs  in  downtown  Olongapo  City. 


Small,  dark,  and  beautiful,  Maria  was  one  of  the  literally 
hundreds  of  Filipinas  working  the  bars  just  outside  the  main 
gate  of  Subic.  At  twenty-four  years  of  age,  Maria  was  one  of  the 
oldest  girls  working  the  Olongapo  clubs.  In  fact,  at  her  club 
only  one  other  girl  was  over  eighteen.  The  other  two  dozen  or 
so  hostesses  were  fourteen  to  seventeen  years  old.  Many  were 
second  and  third  generation  bar  girls. 
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Maria  was  pure  Filipina,  but  it  was  the  mixed  race  girls 
who  were  "special."  They  were  mostly  daughters  of  American 
Gl's  who  had  long  since  left  "The  P.I.,"  never  to  return.  The 
mixed  girls  were  the  objects  of  both  hate  and  envy  from  the 
other  women.  It  seemed  they  were  the  most  popular  with  the 
customers,  something  strange  and  exotic,  in  a  strange  and 
exotic  place 


The  duties  of  the  bar  hostesses  were  the  same  in  each 
establishment.  On  the  days  she  was  scheduled  to  work,  Maria 
would  wait  at  the  bar  until  a  customer,  usually  a  sailor  or 
Marine,  came  in.  Then  if  her  turn,  she  would  be  dispatched  by 
the  "Mamasan"  to  sit  next  to  the  customer  in  a  dark  booth  and 
provide  "company"  in  the  form  of  conversation  and 
companionship. 


Maria  was  to  encourage  the  customer  to  buy  her  drinks, 
which  sold  for  two  to  three  times  the  price  of  the  customer's 
drink.  These  cocktails  usually  contained  water,  ice,  and  just 
enough  cheap  whisky  to  smell  like  alcohol. 
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The  customer's  drinks  were  deliberately  mixed  much 
stronger  and  after  several  rounds,  the  customer  would  typically 
progress  from  putting  his  arm  around  her  to  putting  his  hands 
all  over  her.  She  was  instructed  to  encourage  this  drunken 
groping  and  in  fact,  to  return  any  affections  shown  her  with  the 
same  intensity 


Ultimately,  if  the  customer  desired,  he  would  pay 
Mamasan  a  "bar  fine"  to  be  allowed  to  take  Maria  from  the  bar 
to  one  of  a  number  of  small  "hootches,"  usually  a  couple  of 
blocks  away. 


Any  customer  paying  her  bar  fine,  in  effect,  "owned" 
the  beautiful  young  Filipina  for  the  night,  being  allowed  to  do 
virtually  anything  to  her  and  to  take  anything  he  wished  from 
her,  to  include  whatever  dignity  and  self  respect  she  brought 
with  her  on  the  long  bus  ride  from  her  village. 


This  was  of  course  a  fairly  dangerous  lifestyle.  That  was 
the  reason  Mamasan  always  made  sure  to  ask  the  GIs  for  their 
Armed  Forces  ID  cards  before  taking  one  of  her  girls  from  the 
club.  That  way,  if  the  girl  was  to  be  discovered  floating  face 
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down  in  "Shit  River,"  the  open  sewer  that  ran  behind  the  main 
drag  of  Olongapo  town,  then  at  least  there  was  a  name  for 
Mamasan  to  provide  to  the  American  authorities. 

Maria  hated  her  life.  She  hated  the  arrogant  sailors  who 
looked  upon  her  as  if  she  were  an  animal,  and  the  stench  of  the 
ones  who  did  not  have  enough  respect  to  bathe  before  being 
with  her.  She  hated  the  taste  of  the  drinks  she  was  forced  to 
swallow  in  that  miserable  place  she  worked.  She  was  tired  of 
her  constant  nausea  precipitated  by  the  smell  of  the  garbage 
piled  behind  her  hooch  and  the  wretched  odor  of  sweat  and 
body  fluids  that  saturated  the  mattress  she  was  forced  to  lie 
upon.  She  resented  living  in  a  12'X12'  room,  where  her  toilet 
was  a  hole  in  the  floor.  Mostly,  she  hated  the  shame  she  saw  in 
the  eyes  of  her  devoutly  Catholic  mother  who  knew  the  things 
she  did  in  order  to  eat. 


Americans  were  rich  in  the  eyes  of  the  young  women  who 
earned  their  living  by  lying  down  with  them.  Therefore,  each 
one  learned  quickly  to  convince  every  Gl  she  was  with  that  he 
was  the  greatest  lover  she  had  ever  known.  Every  Filipino  bar 
hostess  dreamed  of  the  day  she  could  persuade  an  American 
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serviceman,  any  American  serviceman  to  fall  in  love  with 
her,  marry  her,  and  take  her  far  away  from  the  garbage  can 
she  lived  in. 

For  most  of  the  Gl's  who  passed  through  Olongapo, 
Angeles  City,  and  the  other  Philippine  liberty  towns,  the  bar 
hostesses  were  simply  known  as  "Flips,"  an  offensive 
shortening  of  the  proper  "Filipina."  The  far  more  offensive  pet 
name  for  these  hopeless  young  women  was  "LBFM's,"  or  "Little 
Brown  Fucking  Machines,"  which  summed  up  the  attitude  that 
their  sole  purpose  on  this  planet  was  to  provide  every 
conceivable  orifice  on  their  bodies  as  a  receptacle  for  semen. 


For  an  Olongapo  bar  hostess,  time  is  the  enemy.  For  the 
only  way  out  of  Olongapo  was  to  either  marry  an  American,  be 
promoted  to  Mamasan,  or  in  the  worst  cases,  to  become  so 
sick  with  disease,  she  could  no  longer  work.  At  twenty-four, 
Maria  was  at  the  end  of  her  career.  One  way  or  another,  her 
days  as  a  bar  hostess  were  numbered.  Then  one  slow 
Thursday  evening,  Corporal  Terry  Schull  walked  into  her  bar, 
took  one  look  at  Maria's  beautifully  sculpted  body  and  long 
black  hair,  and  knew  he  would  be  paying  her  fine  by  the  end  of 
the  night 
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Terry  Schull  had  never  been  particularly  good  looking. 
Overweight  in  high  school  with  thinning,  stringy  hair  and 
ravaged  with  acne,  he  was  never  popular  with  the  girls.  His 
pretty  schoolmates  had  always  turned  down  his  advances, 
often  publicly,  which  humiliated  the  young  Terry.  By  his  junior 
year,  he  had  simply  given  up  trying.  Terry  joined  the  Marine 
Corps  right  after  high  school,  in  part  to  get  out  of  "that  fucked 
up  little  town." 


In  basic  training,  Terry  slimmed  down.  His  improved  diet 
greatly  helped  his  ravaged  complexion,  and  his  short  "High  & 
tight"  haircut  de-emphasized  his  stringy  hair.  By  the  time  Terry 
got  on  ship  for  his  "Westpac"  tour,  he  even  had  a  girlfriend  or 
two.  Still,  one  look  at  this  girl,  this  sweet  looking  Asian  babe, 
cost  him  his  common  sense,  his  virginity,  and  what  was  left  of 
his  paycheck. 


Terry  was  not  completely  naive.  He  knew  Maria  was  a 
prostitute,  but  he  also  understood  the  economics  of  this  corrupt 
little  country  demanded  that  of  her.  As  he  returned  time  and 
time  again  to  pay  her  bar  fine  and  lease  the  body  of  this 
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ravishing  woman,  he  never  realized  he  was  slowly  falling 
for  her. 

Of  course,  Mamasan  was  an  astute  business-woman, 
and  always  made  Terry  buy  several  drinks  for  himself  and 
Maria  before  allowing  him  to  pay  her  fine  and  take  her  home. 
Soon,  Terry  found  himself  spending  every  dime  of  every 
paycheck  on  the  woman  he  couldn't  stop  thinking  about. 


Six  weeks  after  meeting  Maria,  the  deployment  of  Terry's 
battle  group  ended  and  the  ships  were  getting  ready  to  pull  out 
of  port.  After  much  thought,  the  young  corporal  decided  he  had 
to  have  this  woman  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  Just  before  leaving 
port,  Terry  paid  Maria's  bar  fine  one  last  time.  He  took  her  to 
the  best  hotel  in  town  and  presented  Maria  with  a  diamond  ring 
from  the  Naval  Base  Exchange.  Maria,  stunned,  quickly 
accepted  his  proposal. 


Even  before  the  wake  of  the  departing  ships  diminished  in 
the  waters  of  Subic  Bay,  Maria  walked  into  the  club,  informed 
Mamasan  she  was  leaving  for  America,  and  swore  she  would 
never  again  be  a  whore  for  anyone. 
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Maria  returned  to  her  village  to  live  with  her  family  while 
she  waited  almost  six  months  for  the  documents  to  be  in  order. 
Before  she  left  her  village,  Maria  kissed  her  mother,  sisters, 
nieces,  and  nephews,  and  the  rest  of  her  extended  family 
goodbye.  As  she  got  in  her  cousin's  "Jeepney"  for  the  long  ride 
to  the  airport  in  Manila,  she  solemnly  promised  she  and  her 
new  American  husband  would  always  take  care  of  each  and 
every  one  of  them. 


Over  the  years,  through  countless  conversations  with 
Terry  over  countless  beers,  Eric  learned  married  life  had  not 
been  quite  what  Terry  had  hoped.  Terry  was  very  much  in  love 
with  Maria,  but  decided  he  would  never  understand  what  made 
his  wife  do  the  things  she  did. 


Maria  continually  took  money  out  of  their  savings, 
sometimes  secretly,  and  then  ran  up  their  credit  cards  with 
cash  advances.  This  placed  them  in  constant  financial  straits. 
Terry  knew  she  was  sending  their  money  to  her  family  and  he 
sympathized  with  their  extreme  poverty.  Nonetheless,  the 
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years  of  bouncing  checks  and  phone  calls  from  creditors  to 
his  commanding  officer  threatened  his  career  and  their  future. 

Terry  believed  it  was  their  inability  to  have  children  that 
caused  Maria  to  be  obsessively  devoted  to  providing  financial 
support  to  her  family  in  the  Philippines.  Not  having  babies  was 
an  especially  hard  blow  to  Maria,  whose  Filipino  culture  and 
Roman-Catholic  upbringing  demanded  children  as  the 
foundation  for  marriage  and  the  true  reason  for  a  woman's 
existence. 


Maria  blamed  Terry  for  her  misfortune.  She  never  realized 
that  it  was  the  Chlamydia,  the  devastating  venereal  disease  she 
was  treated  for  when  she  was  just  sixteen,  had  scarred  and 
permanently  blocked  her  fallopian  tubes,  effectively  sterilizing 
her  for  the  rest  of  her  life.  Maria's  soul  ached  daily  for  the 
feeling  of  a  baby  growing  inside  of  her  belly.  Instead,  she 
served  out  her  sentence,  forced  upon  her  by  the  life  she  had 
lived,  to  look  upon  her  friends  and  their  babies  with  bitter 
despair. 
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Still  tired,  though  refreshed  from  his  shower,  Eric  left  for 
the  Staff  NCO  club.  The  sun  had  set  and  the  ocean  breeze  had 
finally  begun  to  cool  the  black  asphalt  that  ran  past  the 
utilitarian  concrete  buildings.  It  was  a  near  twenty-minute  walk 
to  the  club  and  Eric  was  again  perspiring  as  he  walked  through 
the  glass  double  doors  of  the  climate-controlled  club. 


Jet  lag  was  actually  on  Eric's  side.  He  felt  as  if  he  had 
just  awoken  from  a  long  sleep  and  could  party  all  night  if  he 
felt  the  inclination  (he  really  didn't).  Walking  into  the  lounge,  he 
was  immediately  eyed  by  the  middle  aged  Okinawan  who 
tended  the  bar.  Eric  was  pretty  sure  this  sour  old  woman  was 
the  same  bartender  who  was  here  the  last  time  he  was 
stationed  in  Okinawa,  and  the  time  before  that. 


Being  mid-week,  business  at  the  bar  was  very  slow,  and  it 
was  clear  to  Eric  that  "Kimi-chan"  had  hoped  she  could  spend 
the  remainder  of  her  shift  watching  Japanese  talk  shows  on  the 
big  screen  TV.  Instead,  duty  necessitated  she  push  the  button 
on  the  remote  to  change  the  channel  to  the  Armed  Forces 
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Radio  and  Television  Service,  which  was  broadcasting  a 
baseball  game  already  two  weeks  old. 

Kimi-chan  looked  the  handsome  young  gai-jin  (Foreigner) 
over  and  asked  what  he  wanted.  She  was  a  little  surprised  when 
he  ordered  "Sapporo  Biru,  O-Kudasai"  in  virtually  perfect 
Japanese. 

Eric  had  picked  up  quite  a  bit  of  the  language  during  his 
previous  assignments  to  Japan  and  figured  he  would  use  a 
little  to  try  and  get  some  decent  service  from  the  woman  whom 
he  was  pretty  sure  had  long  since  given  up  on  giving  a  damn. 
He  was  right. 


Kimi-chan  smiled  and  said  "dozo"  as  she  handed  the 
Sapporo  brand  beer  to  this  interesting  gai-jin. 

Eric  had  just  about  finished  his  first  beer  when  he  looked 
into  the  dirty  mirror  behind  the  bar  and  saw  his  old  mentor  enter 
the  club.  Terry's  gaunt  face  and  sagging  posture  scared  him. 

"God  Terry,  you  look  like  Hell!"  Eric  stood,  shook 
hands  with  his  friend,  and  invited  him  to  sit  down. 
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Terry  fell  into  the  sticky  vinyl  covered  chair  and  threw  his 
former  partner  a  feigned  smile.  "How  have  you  been,  Eric?" 

"Pretty  shitty,  but  obviously  not  as  bad  as  you."  Eric 
was  still  shocked  at  his  appearance.  "What  the  hell  happened 
at  PMO?  I  get  there  today  and  Crazy  Kawalski  is  telling  me 
some  shit  about  Maria  and  black-marketing?" 


"Buy  me  a  beer  you  cheap  fuck."  was  Terry's  reply. 

As  Eric  motioned  to  Kimi-chan  for  two  more,  Terry  leaned 
back  in  his  chair  and  searched  for  a  way  to  spill  his  guts.  "She 
fucking  did  it  this  time  Eric  and  I  trusted  her.  God,  am  I  a  dumb 
ass!" 


"Terry,  tell  me  what  happened."  Eric  asked  gently. 

Terry  searched  for  the  words.  "One  of  Maria's  friends, 
some  flip  named  Sophia,  got  herself  a  half  interest  in  some 
"Buy  me  drinky"  bar  out  near  Kadena.  Well,  you  know  the 
Japanese  tax  the  shit  out  of  booze.  Anyway,  this  Sophia  bitch 
hooks  up  with  my  Maria  and  they  start  getting  her  stock  from 
the  Class  Six  stores  on  base. 

"A  black-market  violation,"  Eric  understood. 
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"Shit  Eric,  not  just  a  black-market  violation.  What  those 
two  dumb  broads  did  was  violate  about  a  half  dozen  Japanese 
customs  regulations.  To  make  it  worse,  my  brand  new  black- 
market  district  NCOIC,  Gunny  Quinn  had  the  crappy  job  of 
having  to  tell  me  his  boys  arrested  my  old  lady!" 


Eric  had  heard  of  Gunny  Quinn.  He  knew  Ted  Quinn  was 
the  next  senior  CID  agent  at  PMO.  Newly  arrived  from  MCAS 
Beaufort,  South  Carolina,  Gunny  Quinn  had  already  made  a 
name  for  himself  as  the  Non  Commissioned  Officer  in  Charge 
(NCOIC)  of  the  CID  Black-marketing  unit.  Ambitious  and 
capable,  Gunny  Quinn  was  viewed  by  many  as  a  "Marine's 
Marine."  He  always  had  the  answers  to  his  superior's  questions 
and  his  confident  manner  demanded  the  respect  of  the  junior 
agents. 


"Exactly  how  did  Maria  get  caught?" 

Terry  looked  hard  and  long  across  the  table,  he  had  been 
unable  to  talk  about  this  disaster  with  anyone.  The  sight  of  his 
old  pal  reassured  him,  and  coupled  with  the  high  alcohol 
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content  of  the  Sapporo's  he  was  consuming,  Terry  decided  to 
open  up  all  the  way. 

"Eric,  the  whole  thing  was  just  so  God  damned  stupid! 
Maria  got  mixed  up  in  this  other  flip's  business,  and 
conveniently  forgot  to  mention  to  me  the  "business"  was  a 
private  club  selling  fucking  tax-free  American  booze. 


"Well,  I  guess  they  decided  wouldn't  it  just  be  wonderful 
for  the  business  if  they  could  cut  their  alcohol  costs  by  oh, 
about  seventy-five  percent  or  so.  So  this  Sophia  talks  Maria 
into  using  her  military  dependent's  ID  card  to  buy  duty  free 
beer,  wine,  and  hard  liquor  on  base.  She  told  Maria  she'd 
double  her  money  and  get  rich  before  anybody  caught  on. 


Terry  took  another  slug  from  his  beer.  "The  very  first 
night  they  try  to  pull  this  shit  off,  Maria  and  this  Sophia  bitch 
get  caught  by  two  of  Quinn's  guys  pulling  a  surveillance  of  the 
very  Class  Six  store  she  decides  to  purchase  her  fucking 
contraband  at. 


"Maria  and  her  new  friend  were  videotaped  loading  case 
after  case  of  duty  free  alcohol  into  the  back  of  MY  van.  The 
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black-market  guys  then  followed  her  out  to  town,  where  they 
continued  to  film  my  little  TV  star  unloading  illegal  booze  out  of 
the  back  of  MY  van  and  carrying  it  into  the  back  of  some  hole  in 
the  wall  Filipino  club." 

Terry  took  the  last  swallow  from  his  Sapporo  and  reached 
for  the  next,  already  purchased  by  his  old  friend.  "For  whatever 
reason,  these  two  Marines  didn't  realize  they  were  arresting  the 
wife  of  the  chief  investigator,  not  that  it  should  make  a 
difference  anyway.  They  swoop  in  like  the  fucking  Calvary  and 
put  dumb  ass  Maria  and  her  bitch  friend  in  handcuffs." 


Terry  went  on,  "When  they  got  back  to  PMO,  they  realized 
who  they  had  in  the  detention  cell,  and  don't  know  what  to  do. 
So  what  did  they  do?  Do  you  think  they  call  me?  Nope,  they 
notify  Colonel  Kawalski  and  the  Japanese  authorities.  The 
worst  part  of  this  whole  cluster-fuck,  is  during  this  whole  thing  I 
don't  know  shit  because  I'm  up  North  at  Camp  Hansen 
supervising  a  bullshit,  low  level  drug  bust. 


"Eric,  even  then  I  wouldn't  have  known  jack  shit,  if  I  hadn't 
gotten  a  call  from  the  desk  sergeant,  who's  ass  I  got  out  of  a 


Page 


58 


Pecaro’s  Year 


sling  awhile  back."  Terry  drained  the  can.  "Needless  to  say, 
Kawalski  goes  ape  shit  and  accuses  me  of  being  involved.  Next 
thing  I  know,  I'm  fired  over  this  shit,  Eric,  fucking  fired!  Colonel 
Kawalski  called  me  into  his  office  last  Monday  and  told  me  to 
pack  my  shit,  that  I  was  'persona  non  grata'  at  PMO." 

Eric  knew  when  a  Marine  is  "fired,"  it  actually  meant  that 
due  to  some  real  or  perceived  misconduct,  he  loses  his 
assignment,  generally  to  be  placed  in  a  less  desirable  job.  To  a 
CID  agent,  being  fired  is  just  about  the  worst  thing  that  could 
happen,  a  career  ender.  CID  is  a  small  community  and  Eric 
silently  wondered  why  he  had  not  heard  about  all  this  before  he 
got  to  Okinawa. 


Terry  put  his  beer  down  and  looked  into  the  eyes  of  his 
oldest  friend.  "Eric,  I  had  absolutely  no  fucking  idea  she  was 
doing  this.  Now,  I'm  completely  and  totally  shafted.  Kawalski 
thinks  I'm  a  Black-marketer  and  Maria,  who  is  damn  lucky  not 
to  be  in  Japanese  jail,  has  lost  her  on  base  privileges  for  the 
rest  of  eternity. 
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"Eric,  do  you  have  any  idea  what  it  is  like  being  married  to 
a  flip  who  is  no  longer  allowed  to  use  the  P.X.  and 
commissary?  She  paces  our  quarters  like  a  caged  animal.  She 
has  nowhere  to  go  and  nothing  to  do  and  I'm  really  afraid  this 
time  I'm  gonna  lose  her." 


The  way  the  apprehension  of  Maria  Schull  had  apparently 
gone  down,  made  Eric  uncomfortable.  He  had  worked  the 
Black-market  team  during  previous  assignments  to  Japan  and 
some  parts  of  this  incident  made  him  a  little  uneasy. 
Nonetheless,  at  this  point  he  was  more  concerned  about  his 
friend  who  looked  like  he  was  getting  ready  to  lose  it.  As  Eric 
searched  for  some  sort  of  reassuring  thing  to  say,  he  looked  up 
and  saw  Terry  wasn't  finished. 


"I  know  she's  been  fucking  around."  Terry's  voice  shook 
as  he  struggled  to  articulate  the  details  of  his  revelation.  "At 
least,  I  am  pretty  damn  sure." 

"Terry,  what  the  hell  are  you  talking  about?" 
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"I'm  serious,  I've  had  clues  for  a  long  time.  I  think  it  began 
back  in  Yuma.  Every  time  I  returned  from  a  deployment,  even 
the  short  ones,  I  would  get  these  calls.  The  phone  would  ring, 
I'd  answer,  and  then  whoever  it  was  would  hang  up.  This  would 
go  on  for  a  few  days.  I  never  heard  a  voice  on  the  other  end  of 
the  phone,  but  I  just  knew  it  was  a  guy.  Sometimes,  you  just 
'know.'  Understand  what  I  mean?  I  asked  Maria  and  she  would 
get  real  nervous,  but  she  would  always  deny  having  any  idea 
of  who  had  made  the  calls. 


"Then  there  was  the  time  I  got  home  from  work  real  late.  I 
walked  into  the  bathroom  and  the  shower  was  all  wet.  I  asked 
Maria  if  she  had  taken  a  shower  and  she  said  she  had  not,  but 
the  goddamned  shower  was  all  wet!  I  looked  at  her  funny  I 
guess  and  then  she  said  "Oh  yeah,  I  took  a  shower  earlier,"  but 
I  knew  that  wasn't  true. 


"I  guess  the  worst  happened  a  couple  of  weeks  ago.  I  was 
approached  by  one  of  the  MP  watch  commanders  who  told  me 
he  had  seen  Maria  come  in  the  gate  real  late  one  night  while  I 
was  back  in  the  states  testifying  at  courts  martial.  He 
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said  she  was  in  the  back  of  a  cab  with  some  young  Marine  and 
they  looked  like  they  were  together.  I  asked  her  about  it  and  she 
said  she  had  been  out  with  some  of  her  girlfriends  and  had  just 
shared  a  taxi  back  to  base  with  some  guy  she  didn't  know. 

"Eric,  I  don't  know  what's  worse,  the  fucking  around,  or 
the  fear  I  have  that  she  is  going  to  give  up  and  just  walk  away. 
Everything  is  falling  apart  and  I  don't  know  what  the  hell  to  do." 

Throughout  the  story,  Eric  never  took  his  eyes  from  his 
friend.  When  Terry  finished,  Eric  pushed  another  cold  beer 
across  the  table  and  addressed  him  with  all  the  reassurance  he 
could  muster. 

"Listen  to  me,  Terry.  In  the  last  couple  of  weeks,  you 
have  been  through  some  pretty  serious  shit  that  in  my  jet 
lagged  state  I  can't  begin  to  understand.  But  you  can  bet  your 
last  paycheck  in  this  world  I  will  know  exactly  what  the  hell  is 
going  on  before  this  is  over." 


Eric  continued,  "As  far  as  Maria  is  concerned,  I  have 
known  both  of  you  for  a  very  long  time  and  I've  got  to  tell 
you,  there  is  not  a  thing  you  told  me  that  is  not  completely 
explainable.  I  have  no  idea  what  Maria  does  and  doesn't  do, 
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but  I  know  you  guys  have  been  married  for  over  twenty  years 
for  God's  sake.  Cut  the  woman  a  little  slack.  Listen  to  you, 
you're  getting  ready  to  pack  the  whole  damned  thing  in, 
because  the  shower  was  wet?" 

Eric  leaned  forward  for  emphasis,  "Terry,  Maria  is  nuts 
about  you,  I  know  for  a  fact  she  is.  Otherwise,  there  is  no  way 
that  woman  would  have  tolerated  the  shit  you  have  put  her 
though  for  over  two  fucking  decades.  Look  at  you,  you  think  for 
a  split  second  you're  easy  to  live  with?" 


Eric  could  tell  he  was  getting  through.  He  pushed  harder. 
"For  years,  Maria  has  sat  home  and  waited  for  your  sorry  ass  to 
come  back  from  one  deployment  after  another.  Don't  you  think 
if  she  were  going  to  leave  you,  she  would  have  done  it  a  long 
time  before  now?  Terry,  now  listen  closely  to  what  I  am  about 
to  tell  you:  Get  your  sorry  middle  aged  ass  home,  tear  your 
wife's  clothes  off,  and  fuck  the  living  dog  shit  out  of  her.  You 
comprehend  what  I'm  saying,  or  do  I  have  to  draw  you  a  fucking 
road  map?" 
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Terry  smiled  weakly  and  relaxed  a  little.  "Aw  fuck,  Eric,  I 
know  you're  right.  I  guess  this  whole  thing  is  just  driving  me 
nuts.  I  think  I'll  take  your  advice."  He  chuckled,  "You  know 
Eric,  you  ought  to  consider  going  to  work  for  Family  Services. 
You  would  do  a  shit  load  better  then  those  old  dykes  they  have 
working  up  there." 


Terry  left  the  club  and  Eric  looked  at  his  watch.  He  had 
been  up  for  close  to  two  days  and  needed  sleep.  He  waived  to 
Kimi-chan  as  he  walked  out,  pretty  sure  the  old  woman  had 
listened  intently  to  every  word  of  their  conversation.  Hell,  we 
were  the  only  customers  in  the  whole  damn  club.  What  else 
was  she  going  to  do  for  recreation? 


The  walk  back  to  the  barracks  was  significantly  more 
comfortable  than  Eric's  earlier  trip.  The  ocean  breeze  blew 
steadily  against  him,  and  he  could  smell  the  salt  water.  God, 
how  I  love  that  smell,  he  thought  as  he  considered  how  most  of 
his  career  had  been  spent  near  water.  Memories  of  places  like 
Guam,  Hawaii,  and  the  Philippines,  came  rushing  back  and  he 
realized  even  though  his  military  career  demanded  many 
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sacrifices  over  the  years,  it  had  been  worth  it  in  the  end.  Hell,  I 
could  have  been  back  in  Pennsylvania,  working  at  a  steel  mill. 

As  Eric  walked  the  mostly  deserted  streets  of  the  Marine 
base,  he  thought  of  the  family  and  friends  he'd  left  in 
Philadelphia  all  those  years  earlier.  Like  many  others  who 
enlist  in  the  military,  Eric's  home  life  had  not  exactly  been  the 
most  functional. 


Eric's  father  Mario  was  second  generation  Italian- 
American  and  his  mother  was  "very"  Jewish.  His  extended 
family,  which  included  countless  aunts,  uncles,  and  cousins, 
was  quite  loving  and  supportive.  Yet,  the  chronic  problems  that 
seemed  to  befall  his  immediate  family  kept  life  from  being  even 
remotely  close  to  "normal." 


Mario  Pecaro  was  an  alcoholic.  Not  a  violent  alcoholic, 
not  even  a  remotely  malevolent  alcoholic,  but  he  was 
nonetheless,  an  alcoholic.  This  was  a  condition  that  proved  to 
be  non-career  enhancing  and  he'd  never  seemed  able  to  keep 
a  job  for  more  than  a  few  months.  Mario  moved  his  small 
family  around  quite  a  bit.  Sometimes  they  would  move  to  be 
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closer  to  a  new  "career"  that  Mario  somehow  talked  his  way 
into. 

More  often,  they  would  have  to  move  because  Mario 
latest  attempt  at  employment  would  not  work  out  and  eviction 
was  threatened.  Eric  smiled  as  he  recalled  being  the  only  kid 
he  knew  who'd  always  seemed  to  move  in  the  middle  of  the 
night.  He  remembered  more  than  once  his  father  would  gently 
shake  him  awake  and  whisper, 


"Moving  day,  now  go  wake  your  brother." 

Eric's  mother's  maiden  name  was  Phyllis  Kushna  and 
Phyllis  had  married  Mario  Pecaro  against  the  wishes  of  her 
every  living  relative.  He  was  a  "Gentile,"  a  chronically 
unemployed  "WOP"  who  would  never  be  able  to  support  her  in 
the  manner  in  which  they  were  all  sure  she  would  want  to 
become  accustomed. 


In  spite  of  this,  Phyllis  fell  hard  for  Mario  and  they  eloped 
less  than  three  months  from  the  day  they  met.  Mario's  gentle 
humor  and  dark  good  looks  carried  Phyllis  though  the  early 
years.  However,  as  the  periods  between  Mario's  jobs  grew 
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longer,  and  Phyllis'  felt  the  quality  of  her  life  deteriorate,  she 
finally  decided  her  relatives  were  right  all  along. 

Mario  and  Phyllis  Pecaro  were  divorced  when  their  son 
Eric  was  ten  and  his  younger  brother  Jimmy  was  eight.  Phyllis 
knew  she  was  an  attractive  woman  and  knew  she  would  find  a 
much  better  provider  than  the  "Schmuck"  she  had  married. 


It  took  less  than  a  year  before  Phyllis  started  to  blame  her 
children  for  the  predicament  she  was  in,  first  subconsciously, 
then  more  and  more  openly.  Anytime  she  looked  at  the  two 
boys  she  couldn't  help  but  see  their  uncanny  resemblance  to 
"that  stupid  ass  loser."  Phyllis  Pecaro  had  no  choice  but  to  lay 
the  responsibility  for  her  misery  upon  her  children. 


The  years  passed,  the  bills  mounted,  and  it  became  more 
difficult  to  collect  alimony  and  child  support  from  her 
chronically  unemployed  ex-husband.  Phyllis  grew  more  and 
more  bitter.  Soon,  she  found  herself  working  two  jobs  while  her 
childhood  friends  were  living  in  increasing  luxury. 


The  stresses  of  her  existence  eventually  faded  whatever 
beauty  Phyllis  Pecaro  once  had.  Even  her  increasing  layers  of 
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makeup  could  not  improve  her  chances  of  marrying  a 
successful  man  and  claiming  the  lifestyle  she  should  have  had 
from  the  beginning.  Phyllis  Pecaro  was  losing  control  of  her  life 
and  there  was  nothing  she  would  ever  be  able  to  do  regain  her 
grip. 

As  her  mental  state  worsened,  Phyllis  came  home  each 
night  and  called  her  two  latch  key  kids  into  the  kitchen.  There, 
she  would  make  sure  they  clearly  understood  the  depths  of  the 
sacrifices  she  made  daily  on  their  behalf  and  how  she  could 
never  be  happy,  because  she  was  solely  responsible  for  their 
support.  She  would  then  dismiss  her  sons  after  a  fifteen- 
minute  tirade  about  their  "Bastard  of  a  father." 


For  Eric,  the  worst  memories  were  of  the  times  he 
overheard  his  mother  telephone  her  fellow  divorcees  and  loudly 
discuss  the  outcome  of  one  of  her  latest  dates.  He  still 
remembered  crouching  down  in  the  hall,  just  behind  the 
kitchen,  and  listening  to  his  mother  discuss  in  graphic  detail 
how  she,  "would  not  suck  the  dick  of  any  man  who  did  not 
spend  "real"  money  on  her." 
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Mario  Pecaro  died  on  Eric's  nineteenth  birthday.  Eric  had 
been  home  on  leave,  waiting  to  go  on  his  first  overseas 
assignment,  when  he  got  word  his  dad  had  walked  in  front  of  a 
speeding  cement  truck.  An  "accident"  the  police  report  said. 
Apparently,  Mario  was  in  his  usual  drunken  state  and  had 
simply  not  looked  before  he  stepped  into  the  street.  Eric  met 
his  step  mom  for  the  first  time  at  his  dad's  funeral  service.  He 
thought  she  was  nice.  Phyllis  wasn't  there. 


Eric  climbed  to  the  third  floor  landing  of  the  staff 
barracks  and  scolded  himself  for  being  out  of  breath.  I  have 
GOT  to  get  more  PT.  He  was  still  puffing  a  little  when  he 
turned  the  key  and  walked  into  the  room.  Eric  tossed  his  keys 
on  the  dresser  and  picked  up  the  traditional,  heavy  plastic 
desk  phone.  He  put  the  receiver  to  his  ear,  half  hoping  to  hear 
a  dial  tone.  No  such  luck,  he  thought  as  he  placed  the  dead 
telephone  back  on  the  desk.  Well,  that  is  one  more  thing  I  have 
to  take  care  of  tomorrow. 

It  was  just  before  midnight.  The  career  Marine  stripped 
off  his  clothes  and  tossed  the  Marine  Corps  issue  white  sheets 
across  the  top  of  the  bed.  Eric  lay  down  and  allowed  his  mind 
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to  drift  through  everything  that  had  happened  during  the 
course  of  this  very  long  day.  He  was  especially  troubled  over 
his  friend  Terry.  There  was  something  wrong  with  the  arrest  of 
Terry's  wife.  Eric  could  not  quite  put  his  finger  on  it,  but 
something  just  wasn't  right. 

Exhausted  and  with  sleep  starting  to  overcome  him, 
memories  of  the  good  times  he  and  Terry  had  came  back.  Like 
the  drug  bust  where  Terry  pulled  that  .32  pistol  out  of  a 
suspect's  hand;  Eric  had  not  known  the  suspect  had  come  out 
of  a  closet  during  the  raid  and  was  sneaking  up  behind  him.  He 
then  thought  of  the  time  he  and  Terry  pulled  a  serial  rapist  off  an 
undercover  female  agent  who  had  agreed  to  play  pigeon  to  draw 
the  animal  out  into  the  open.  God,  how  we  beat  the  shit  out  of 
that  fucking  pervert,  he  smiled  sleepily.  Mostly,  Eric 
remembered  all  the  breakfasts  Maria  used  to  make  for  he  and 
Terry  when  they  would  get  back  to  Terry's  quarters  from  one  of 
their  all  night  surveillances. 


As  Eric  waited  for  sleep  to  envelop  him,  his  mind  drifted 
back  to  one  early  morning  in  Yuma.  He  had  been  dispatched  to 
Terry's  house  to  tell  Maria  her  husband  was  going  to  be  a  few 


Page 


70 


Pecaro’s  Year 


days  late  getting  back  from  a  narcotics  operation  that  had  kept 
him  out  of  country  for  almost  a  month. 

Maria  had  met  Eric  at  her  door,  invited  him  in,  then  sat  on 
her  sofa  and  listened  as  he  explained  the  reasons  for  her 
husband's  late  return.  Eric  started  to  leave  and  as  he  looked 
back,  saw  Maria  was  crying.  Concerned,  he  returned  to  the 
sofa  and  sat  down  close  to  his  best  friend's  wife.  Eric  held  her 
as  she  cried. 


"He's  never  here  anymore!"  she  sobbed.  "I  don't  think  he 
ever  wants  to  come  home." 

Not  knowing  what  else  to  say,  Eric  assured  her,  "Maria, 
that  isn't  true.  Terry  loves  you.  It  will  be  okay,  you'll  see." 

"He  is  not  here  to  take  care  of  me.  I  don't  feel  wanted 
anymore  and  it  hurts  me.  I  can't  stand  this,  it  hurts  me  so 
much." 

Eric  assured  Maria  he  would  come  over  immediately  if 
she  ever  needed  him  and  sat  with  her  for  what  seemed  to  be  a 
very  long  time.  When  it  appeared  as  if  she  was  finally  starting 
to  calm  down,  Eric  again  stood  up  to  leave. 
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As  he  walked  to  the  door,  Maria  ran  over  and  hugged  him 
again,  this  time,  very  tightly.  Eric  was  several  inches  taller  than 
his  friend's  Filipino  wife  and  as  he  looked  down  he  could  plainly 
see  her  robe  was  open. 

As  Maria  continued  to  press  herself  against  him,  Eric  felt 
himself  starting  to  swell  uncontrollably  against  her  naked  belly. 
Real  panic  started  to  wash  over  Eric  and  he  realized  he  had  to 
get  out  of  there.  He  tried  to  push  Maria  away,  gently  at  first  and 
then  with  greater  degrees  of  effort.  However,  as  the  force 
against  her  grew,  Maria  in  turn  strengthened  her  own  grip,  and 
it  became  clear  she  had  no  intention  of  releasing  him. 


She  whispered  desperately,  "Eric,  please  don't  go  yet!" 

Maria  then  wedged  one  hand  between  their  bodies  and 
grabbed  Eric  through  his  thin  running  shorts.  Now  terrified, 

Eric  pushed  Maria  off,  turned  around,  slid  the  dead  bolt  open, 
and  fell  out  the  door.  As  Maria  stood  in  the  doorway  and  looked 
at  him  in  confusion,  the  Marine  implored  he  had  to  get  back  to 
the  office  right  away  and  bolted  for  the  unmarked  sedan  parked 
at  the  curb. 
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Eric  could  barely  control  the  car  as  he  sped  away.  He 
recalled  nothing  of  the  drive  back  to  the  office  other  than 
wondering  how  he  would  ever  be  able  to  look  at  his  friend 
again.  Eric  decided  to  say  nothing  to  Terry  of  what  had 
happened. 


Terry  returned  from  the  operation  and  started  offering 
the  usual  invitations  to  his  best  friend  to  come  by  the  house. 
Eric  declined  a  few  times,  but  soon  realized  to  continue  to  turn 
his  friend  down  would  arouse  suspicion.  So  finally,  early  on  a 
Sunday  morning,  after  an  all  night  surveillance,  he  agreed  to 
follow  Terry  back  to  his  place. 


Terry  was  thrilled  his  friend  was  coming  over  and  called 
ahead  for  Maria  to  put  on  a  big  country  breakfast.  Terry  walked 
in  the  house,  followed  by  Eric.  Maria  ran  over,  kissed  her 
husband,  gave  Eric  a  hug  and  announced  breakfast  was  ready. 


As  they  ate,  Eric  looked  down  at  his  plate  uncomfortably. 
Finally,  after  the  meal,  he  glanced  across  the  table  at  the  pretty 
Filipina  who  looked  back  at  him  brightly  and  announced,  "Eric, 
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we  have  missed  you.  Please  come  to  eat  with  us  whenever 
you  can." 

Eric  was  more  than  relieved.  He  once  again  started 
accompanying  his  friend  back  home  for  breakfast  and  neither 
he  nor  Maria  ever  discussed  what  had  occurred. 

Eric  and  Terry  eventually  transferred  to  different  duty 
stations  and  although  they  kept  in  touch  as  best  they  could, 
each  of  their  lives  took  them  in  different  directions,  until  now. 
Now  they  were  in  the  same  place,  Terry  was  in  trouble,  and 
even  though  Maria  had  almost  ruined  their  friendship,  she  was 
in  trouble  as  well. 


Eric  knew  he  had  to  do  what  he  could  to  help  them  both,  if 
possible.  What  Eric  chose  not  to  deal  with  was  the  fact  that  back 
on  that  warm  Arizona  morning,  as  he  held  his  best  friend's  wife 
in  his  arms,  there  was  that  briefest  of  moments,  when  he 
considered  going  along  with  what  she  had  in  mind. 
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"0530,"  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  awoke  with  a  start  as  his 
plastic  GE  clock  radio  blasted  the  morning  sounds  of  AFRTS. 
He  smashed  the  snooze  button  and  slowly  sat  up.  Eric  lowered 
his  feet  to  the  floor  and  staggered  over  to  where  he  had  laid  out 
his  running  gear.  Ten  minutes  later,  he  was  out  the  main  door 
of  the  barracks  and  jogging  down  the  hill  towards  "Kitamai 
Gate."  Once  out  the  gate,  Eric  turned  right,  went  several  blocks 
along  Okinawa's  main  business  route,  then  crossed  the  busy 
road  and  ran  towards  the  sea  wall. 


Once  on  the  wall,  Eric  could  see  for  miles  along  the 
oceanfront.  The  cool,  damp,  breeze  cut  through  his  tank  top  and 
felt  wonderful  against  his  skin  as  he  listened  to  the  call  of  the 
seagulls  all  around  him.  Eric  ran  along,  watching  the  freighters 
chugging  up  and  down  about  a  mile  off  the  coast  and  several 
smaller  fishing  boats  tied  up  a  few  hundred  yards  out.  In  his 
younger  days,  Eric  used  to  wonder  how  the  fishermen  got  out  to 
their  boats,  until  he  happened  to  be  out  there  one  day 
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and  realized  during  low  tide,  the  Okinawans  literally  walked  out 
onto  the  reef.  Eric  smiled,  Must  have  been  what  Jesus  looked 
like. 

As  Eric  jogged  along  the  sea  wall,  he  observed  he  was 
not  alone.  He  ran  past  a  small  group  of  very  old  women,  sitting 
on  the  concrete  ledge.  They  were  eating  their  seaweed 
wrapped  rice  balls  and  gossiping  among  themselves.  The 
ladies  smiled  and  waived  as  he  ran  past.  When  he  waived  back, 
the  women  covered  their  toothless  grins  and  giggled. 


Eric  passed  a  number  of  other  American  service  men  and 
women  also  getting  their  morning  physical  training  "PT"  on  the 
wall.  He  looked  down  upon  the  wide  smooth  slabs  of  concrete 
just  below  him  and  saw  a  young  Japanese  couple,  sitting  very 
close  to  each  other,  admiring  the  sea,  and  apparently  each 
other.  Love  blossoms  everywhere ,  he  thought  as  he  picked  up 
the  pace. 


As  he  exited  near  route  130,  which  would  take  him  back 
to  base  through  the  P.X.  gate,  Eric  saw  a  group  of  drunk 
Okinawan  men,  passed  out  under  trees  adjacent  the  sea  wall. 
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The  ground  around  them  was  littered  with  empty  Orion  cans, 
and  small  bottles  of  Suntory  Whisky.  They  had  obviously  been 
on  the  wall  all  night  and  would  probably  be  back  tonight  to  do 
it  all  over  again. 

Eric  ran  through  the  P.X.  gate  and  turned  down  the  road 
towards  his  barracks.  He  waived  at  the  Japanese  Security  Guard 
"JSG"  standing  his  post.  He  also  realized  when  he  came  in  the 
gate,  he  was  not  stopped,  nor  was  his  entry  onto  the  base 
challenged  in  any  way  by  the  grinning  JSG. 


Eric  got  to  the  top  of  the  barracks  stairs  and  found  himself 
again  out  of  breath.  Damn,  he  thought,  I  run  five  miles  and  I 
barely  break  a  sweat.  I  get  back  to  the  barracks  and  three  flights 
of  stairs  kick  my  ass. 


Eric  showered,  Eric  put  on  a  fresh  Alfa  (coat  and  tie) 
uniform,  grabbed  his  brief  case,  and  called  the  military 
police  desk  sergeant  from  the  class  "C"  (on  base  only) 
telephone  in  the  hallway.  Top  Pecaro  identified  himself  and 
the  desk  sergeant  assured  him  a  ride  to  PMO  would  be  there 
momentarily. 

By  the  time  Eric  got  to  the  ground  floor,  there  was  an  MP 
squad  car  already  waiting  at  the  curb.  He  tossed  his  briefcase 
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in  the  back  seat,  behind  the  prisoner  cage,  and  got  in  next  to 
the  Lance  Corporal  behind  the  wheel.  As  the  Ford  Crown 
Victoria  "Police  Interceptor"  pulled  into  traffic,  Eric  could  not 
help  but  think  what  a  shame  the  big  block  V-8  under  the  hood 
of  this  four-wheeled  rocket  ship,  would  probably  never  be 
driven  faster  than  eighty  Kilometers  Per  Hour  (about  58  MPH). 

The  MP  behind  the  wheel  seemed  to  be  a  pretty  nice  kid. 
"Welcome  to  Okinawa,  Top,"  she  beamed. 

Eric  looked  over  and  read  the  fabric  nametag  on  the 
Lance  Corporal's  camouflage  uniform.  The  dark  green 
stenciling  read  "Hashimoto."  He  had  thought  the  kid  looked 
Asian. 


She  caught  his  questioning  look.  "In  case  you're 
wondering  Top,  I  don't  speak  a  word  of  Japanese,  but  that  don't 
stop  the  locals  from  thinking  I'm  one  of  them.  It  gets  a  little 
confusing  sometimes." 


Hashimoto  negotiated  the  big  Ford  around  a  local  on  a 
scooter.  "My  dad  is  full-blooded  Japanese  and  my  mom  isn't.  I 
understand  relations  between  the  relatives  was  pretty  bad  in 
the  beginning." 


Page 


78 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Eric  considered  his  own  background  and  found  a  small 
common  bond  with  this  outgoing  young  Marine.  "How  do  you 
like  it  here?" 

Lance  Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto  looked  over  at  the  master 
sergeant  in  his  dress  uniform.  "I  love  it  Top,  I  really  do.  Work  is 
a  blast.  In  fact,  I  don't  usually  drive  one  of  these  patrol  cars.  I'm 
actually  assigned  to  OHP,"  she  beamed  proudly. 

Eric  knew  OHP  was  short  for  Okinawa  Highway  Patrol,  the 
nickname  for  the  military  police  motorcycle  unit.  Also  known  as 
the  Motors  Section,  OHP  was  the  only  unit  of  it's  kind  in  the 
Marine  Corps.  The  Motors  Section  had  been  formed  years 
earlier  to  provide  rapid  MP  response  in  the  narrow  streets  and 
alleys  of  Okinawa's  many  bar  districts.  Over  the  years,  the 
original  two  stroke  bikes  had  given  way  to  police  packaged 
highway  cruisers,  virtually  identical  to  the  motorcycles  used  by 
police  agencies  like  the  California  Highway  Patrol. 
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As  time  passed,  the  OHP  mission  had  changed  to  mostly 
traffic  enforcement  on  the  roads  aboard  and  between  the  many 
small  military  installations  around  Okinawa. 

Except  for  the  rainy  season  that  usually  lasts  about  three 
months,  the  Okinawa  climate  is  perfect  for  motorcycle  riding. 
Understandably,  there  was  much  competition  among  the  MP's 
to  be  assigned  to  OHP  and  to  be  selected  to  ride  the  high 
powered  motorcycles;  something  of  significant  envy  among 
the  young  Military  Police.  Lance  Corporal  Hashimoto  was 
clearly  quite  proud  to  be  part  of  her  elite  unit. 


Hashimoto  backed  the  Ford  into  one  of  the  spaces  behind 
PMO,  shook  the  master  sergeant's  hand,  and  again  welcomed 
him  to  Okinawa.  She  then  quickly  disappeared  in  the  direction 
of  the  white  concrete  garage  next  to  the  parking  lot.  The  three- 
door  garage  was  home  to  a  dozen  shiny,  white  Kawasaki's  and 
Yamaha's,  each  over  lOOOcc's  in  displacement. 


Eric  smiled,  Now  there  is  a  Marine  who  loves  her  job. 
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Eric  climbed  the  outside  stairs  to  the  second  floor  of 
building  #496,  the  Camp  Butler  Provost  Marshal's  Office.  He 
deliberately  came  up  the  outside  stairs,  so  he  could  avoid 
another  conversation  with  Colonel  Kawalski,  whose  office 
was  directly  at  the  top  of  the  inside  stairwell. 


Eric  walked  into  the  CID  administrative  spaces  and  was 
immediately  recognized  by  Toshiko  Sawada,  a  Japanese 
secretary  who  had  been  with  CID  for  decades.  "Pecaro-San" 
she  yelled  out  as  she  ran  to  the  door  to  meet  him.  "Long  time, 
no  see  you." 


Eric  smiled  and  took  her  hand  as  she  bowed  in 
traditional  Japanese  style.  He  returned  the  gesture  and  smiled 
again,  in  part  because  he  realized  even  after  thirty  years  of 
talking  to  Americans  every  day  and  typing  thousands  of 
detailed  CID  reports,  "Toshi"  still  pretty  much  massacred  the 
English  language.  Still,  she  had  a  big  heart  and  would  do 
anything  for  the  agents  in  the  office.  Eric  had  always  liked  her. 
"Who's  in  charge  around  here  Toshi?"  he  asked. 

Toshiko  looked  confused  for  a  second  and  said,  "You  are 
Top-San!" 
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Eric  laughed,  "No  Toshi,  I  mean  who  was  in  charge 
yesterday?" 

Toshiko's  smile  faded  a  little  as  she  pointed  down  the  hall 
"Gunny  Quinn  in  your  office,  you  want  me  tell  him  get  his 
'damn  shit'  out?" 

Eric  laughed  when  he  heard  the  old  woman  use  words  so 
unlike  her.  "No,  that's  Okay  Toshi,  I'll  be  in  my  office  with 
Gunny  Quinn  and  his  'damn  shit'  if  anybody  is  looking  for  me." 

Eric  walked  down  the  hall  until  he  saw  the  door  directly 
below  the  hand  carved  "Chief  Investigator"  sign.  This  plaque, 
as  well  as  the  others  in  the  office,  had  been  manufactured  years 
earlier  in  the  wood  shop  of  the  Camp  Butler  Brig.  Each  plaque 
carefully  created  by  the  prisoners  imprisoned  mostly  by  the 
agents  of  this  office.  One  of  the  many  interesting  ironies  of  this 
job. 


As  Eric  walked  through  the  door  to  his  new  office,  he  saw 
a  short,  balding  man  in  a  threadbare  suit,  sitting  behind  the 
desk  and  sifting  through  reports.  The  man  seemed  to  be  quite 
at  home. 
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Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn  looked  up  at  the  master 
sergeant  and  asked,  "What  can  I  do  for  you  Top?" 

Pecaro  laughed.  "You  can  start  by  getting  the  hell  out  of 
my  chair!" 

In  an  instant,  Gunny  Quinn's  facial  expression  went  from 
confusion,  to  revelation,  to  inspection.  He  stood  up  from  behind 
the  desk  and  quickly  sized  up  the  new  Chief  Investigator  before 
extending  his  hand.  "Sorry  Top,  didn't  know  who  you  were." 


Eric  noticed  Quinn  seemed  to  take  a  few  extra  moments 
to  gather  and  stack  the  reports  before  switching  places  with  the 
more  senior  Marine.  Obsessive-compulsive,  I  like  that  in  a 
number  two,' Eric  thought. 


Still  smiling,  Eric  held  out  his  hand.  "Pleased  to  meet  you 
Ted,  I'm  Eric  Pecaro." 

Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn  got  right  down  to  business.  "I 
suppose  you  would  like  to  review  the  personnel  files  on  all 
the  investigators.  I  have  them  right  here.  If  I  knew  you  were 
arriving  this  quickly,  I  would  have  had  the  files  on  the  support 
staff  ready  as  well." 
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Eric  was  definitely  impressed.  Here  was  one  "squared 
away"  gunny. 

Quinn  looked  genuinely  perturbed  as  he  continued. 
"When  did  you  get  here  Top?  I  would  have  sent  one  of  the 
investigators  over  to  the  terminal  to  pick  you  up." 

"Its  okay,  'Guns.'  I  got  in  late  yesterday  and  I  called  the 
MP's  for  a  ride.  We  and  the  MP's  are  all  on  the  same  team, 
right?" 


Quinn  flashed  a  look  to  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  which 
he  could  read  only  as  "We'll  talk  more  about  that  later."  He 
then  sat  on  a  chair  directly  in  front  of  Eric's  desk  and  looked 
hard  across  the  desk  at  his  new  chief  investigator.  "Top 
Pecaro,  are  you  ready  to  be  briefed  on  your  investigative 
assets?" 


"Brief  away  Ted;  you  have  my  undivided  attention." 

"Top,  here  is  the  breakdown;  we  have  23  investigators 
assigned  to  four  districts.  This  is  the  central  district  and  your 
largest  office.  Including  you,  there  are  nine  investigators  here. 
Four  are  buck  Sergeants  and  every  last  one  of  them  is  a 
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complete  idiot.  I  have  placed  a  red  "sticky"  on  each  of  their 
files,  so  you  know  which  ones  they  are.  Master  Gunny  Schull 
specifically  assigned  them  to  central,  so  he  could  keep  an  eye 
on  them.  He  should  have  been  keeping  an  eye  on  his  wife." 

Eric  made  a  mental  note  to  explore  this  subject  later  with 
Gunny  Quinn. 

Quinn  went  on,  "The  North  office  located  up  at  Camp 
Hansen  has  six  investigators  including  the  district  chief.  The 
Hansen  office  is  also  responsible  for  Camps  Schwab  and 
Courtney.  Nothing  but  grunts  up  there,  so  they  stay  pretty 
busy.  The  South  office  is  located  at  Camp  Kinser.  There  are 
three  investigators  there.  As  you  probably  know,  Kinser  is 
mostly  supply  and  family  housing,  so  it's  fairly  quiet  most  of 
the  time." 


Quinn  frowned.  "Our  biggest  problems  there  are  the 
military  dependents.  These  kids  have  pretty  much  figured  out 
when  they  commit  crimes,  we  pretty  much  can't  touch  'em.  The 
Black-market  team  is  the  last  district.  We  have  five 
investigators  including  myself  on  the  team,  as  well  as  five 
plainclothes  MP's.  We  stay  hopping  twenty-four/seven. 
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There's  big  money  in  liquor  and  cigarettes,  not  to  mention 
coffee  and  Spam.  Now  that  you  are  here  Top,  I  can  give  up 
this  Chief  Investigator  stuff  and  get  back  to  my  team." 

Eric  reached  over  and  grabbed  the  first  of  twenty-three 
personnel  files. 

Gunny  Quinn  stood  up  and  said,  "I'll  leave  you  with  your 
recreational  reading.  By  the  way,  I  had  told  the  investigators 
earlier  to  be  here  at  0900  for  an  all  hands  meeting.  I  figured 
they  were  all  overdue  for  a  group  chewing  out  on  a  number  of 
assorted  topics.  Now  that  you're  here,  I'll  leave  that  up  to  you. 
Welcome  to  Okinawa." 


As  Gunny  Quinn  pulled  the  door  shut,  Eric  settled  back  in 
his  chair.  Great,  that  leaves  me  ninety  minutes.  He  decided  he 
was  impressed  with  Quinn's  to  the  point  briefing.  Eric  also 
noted  Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn  was  perhaps  the  only  Marine  he 
had  ever  met  who  could  speak  for  several  minutes  without 
using  one  four  letter  word  or  politically  incorrect  phrase.  Eric 
had  heard  Quinn  was  a  part-time  preacher.  Well,  I  guess  it 
wouldn't  be  right  fora  man  'of  the  cloth'  to  cuss.  Eric  decided  to 
skip  over  most  of  the  files  for  now  and  concentrate 
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specifically  on  some  of  his  "problem  children"  at  central. 

Eric  opened  the  first  red  file. 

"Sergeant  Stuart  E.  Pettit,  5821,  (Criminal  Investigator). 
Seven  years  active  duty,  three  of  which  in  CID.  Pettit  was  six 
months  into  a  three-year  assignment  and  was  in  Okinawa  with 
his  wife  and  two  kids.  Two  incidents  of  late  cases.  Not  bad 
really,  he  thought. 


There  were  multiple  incidents  of  "Non-standard" 
investigative  techniques.  Interesting.  Then,  there  was 
apparently  a  run-in  with  a  first  lieutenant  in  Kinville,  the  bar 
district  outside  Camp  Hansen.  According  to  witnesses,  the 
lieutenant  (somewhat  intoxicated)  got  in  Sergeant  Pettit's  face 
while  Pettit  was  conducting  a  preliminary  investigation  into 
an  assault. 


Pettit  apparently  pushed  him  back,  causing  the  twenty- 
three  year  old  officer  to  fall  backwards  into  a  Benjo-ditch 
(open  sewer).  According  to  the  medical  report,  the  lieutenant 
was  treated  for  a  minor  concussion  and  given  the  source  of 
the  water  he  fell  into,  was  administered  a  tetanus  shot  and 
sent  home.  Pettit  was  able  to  justify  "self  defense,"  but  got 
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transferred  to  central  to  cool  his  jets.  The  file  also  alluded  that 
after  getting  to  central,  Pettit  apparently  ran  into  a  snag  out  in 
town  with  one  of  the  other  investigators. 

"Sergeant  John  Braxton  Miller,  5821  (Criminal 
Investigator),  according  to  his  personnel  file,  had  a  bit  of  a 
drinking  problem.  The  latest  incident  apparently  involved  he 
and  Pettit  getting  in  trouble  after  tipping  a  few  at  a  Japanese 
luxury  hotel  in  Naha,  the  prefecture  capital.  Pecaro  winced, 
God,  do  any  of  my  Marines  NOT  have  a  police  record? 


According  to  the  translated  Japanese  police  report,  Miller 
and  Pettit  got  in  early  on  the  "all  you  can  drink  for  two-thousand 
Yen"  special  at  the  hotel  bar.  Miller  and  Pettit,  apparently  quite 
loaded,  approached  an  old  Japanese  businessman  and  his 
young  female  date  and  offered  ten  thousand  Yen  (about  $70.00 
at  the  current  exchange  rate),  for  the  girl.  The  businessman 
knew  just  enough  English  to  realize  he  and  his  girlfriend  had 
just  been  insulted.  Still,  in  the  interest  of  international  relations, 
he  invited  the  two  drunken  Marines  to  have  a  drink  with  him  and 
his  lady  friend. 

Miller,  clearly  the  drunker  of  the  two,  then  reportedly 
repaid  the  old  man's  kindness  by  vomiting  into  his  previously 
empty  beer  mug  and  then  handed  the  mug  to  the  girl.  She  in 
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turn,  lost  all  composure,  jumped  up,  and  pushed  the  mug  away. 
This  caused  the  highly  intoxicated  Miller  to  fall  over  a  table  and 
onto  the  floor.  The  now  hysterical  businessman  immediately 
called  the  Japanese  police  on  his  cellular  phone.  The  rest  of 
this  most  recent  incident  was  still  being  translated  but  it 
certainly  did  not  look  good  for  Miller.  Not  surprisingly,  this  was 
not  Miller's  first  "alcohol  related  offense." 

"Sergeant  Anthony  Torres,  5821,  (Criminal  Investigator). 
Torres  had  five  years  in  the  Marine  Corps  and  six  months  in 
Okinawa.  Newly  single  (for  the  second  time).  His  former  wife 
had  just  left  Okinawa  with  his  two-year  old  son.  "Early  return  of 
dependents"  (ERD),  which  usually  means  the  break-up  of  a 
military  member's  marriage.  In  this  case,  a  review  of  Torres' 
records  revealed  this  to  be  an  accurate  assumption. 


Sergeant  Torres'  photograph  depicted  a  good-looking 
Puerto  Rican  kid  with  thick  black  hair  and  a  thin  mustache.  Tall 
and  dark,  he  certainly  had  the  qualities  to  make  him  a  'ladies 
man'  and  apparently  that  is  what  broke  up  his  second  (and 
probably  his  first)  marriage. 
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Torres  had  been  stationed  at  the  Camp  Kinser  office,  just 
a  few  minutes  from  his  residence  at  the  Marine  Corps 
apartment  complex  called  The  Towers,  a  series  of  six  story 
apartment  buildings  on  one  end  of  the  base.  Apparently,  being 
so  close  to  home  was  not  necessarily  a  good  idea,  as  the 
attached  police  report  noted. 


According  to  the  file,  Mrs.  Torres  decided  to  surprise  her 
husband  with  lunch  at  the  office  one  Friday  afternoon.  She'd 
left  the  baby  with  a  sitter,  stopped  by  the  Kinser  Enlisted  Club, 
and  picked  up  the  makings  of  a  romantic  picnic.  Mrs.  Torres 
then  quietly  slipped  in  the  unsecured  side  door  of  the  CID  office 
and  allegedly  caught  her  loving  husband,  "loving"  a  young 
female  supply  clerk  on  the  top  of  his  desk. 


Mrs.  Torres  reportedly  handled  this  uncomfortable 
situation  by  picking  up  the  phone,  calling  the  Kinser  MP's,  and 
requesting  an  ambulance  be  dispatched  to  the  CID  office,  as 
there  was  "about  to  be  a  fatality." She  then  apparently  pulled 
her  husband's  Marine  "K-Bar"  knife  off  a  wall  display  and 
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proceeded  to  chase  the  half-dressed  female  PFC  several  times 
around  the  office. 

The  military  police  arrived  about  the  time  Sergeant 
Torres  physically  separated  the  knife  from  his  wife,  cutting  his 
own  hand  in  the  process.  The  military  police  incident 
complaint  report  (ICR)  concluded  with  Mrs.  Torres  getting 
charged  with  Aggravated  Assault.  Sergeant  Torres  and  the  girl 
were  apprehended  for  Adultery,  which  was  still  a  felony  in  the 
military.  Those  charges  were  eventually  dropped  since  the 
furious,  but  still  loyal  Mrs.  Torres  refused  to  make  a  statement 
about  what  she  saw. 


It  was  0840  and  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  would  be  able 
to  review  one  more  personnel  file  before  the  all  hands  meeting. 
He  grabbed  the  last  of  the  flagged  central  office  files  and 
opened  it  to  the  cover  page. 

"Sergeant  Kelly  Bressette,  5819  (Military  Police 
Investigator).  Still  in  training  and  waiting  for  a  CID  School 
opening.  Bressette  had  four  years  active  duty  and  was  two 
months  into  her  assignment  in  Okinawa.  Apparently,  she  was 
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selected  for  CID  as  soon  as  she  arrived.  Single,  blonde,  blue 
eyed,  and  if  the  photo  was  any  indication,  very  good  looking. 

Bressette  was  originally  assigned  to  the  black-market 
team  and  it  seemed  she  had  some  kind  of  run  in  with  Gunny 
Quinn.  Eric  turned  to  the  counseling  statement  by  Quinn,  which 
was  appended  to  the  left  side  of  the  file.  'Personality  not  suited 
for  the  special  trust  and  confidence  placed  in  an  accredited 
criminal  investigator.  More  interested  in  fraternizing  with  the 
junior  enlisted  than  in  her  assigned  cases.  Unreliable, 
untrustworthy,  and  not  a  team  player.  Suggest  in  the  strongest 
possible  terms  Sergeant  Bressette  be  reassigned  back  to  the 
military  police."' 


Eric  closed  Bressette's  file,  leaned  back  in  the  chair,  and 
rubbed  his  eyes.  I  get  the  impression  Quinn  doesn’t  like  this  girl 
one  bit.  He  also  wondered  with  a  write  up  like  that,  why  this 
Marine  was  still  in  CID  training.  The  note  amended  to  the  file 
explained.  It  seemed  Terry  Schull  overrode  Quinn's  evaluation 
and  decided  to  transfer  Bressette  to  central  district,  in  effect 
giving  her  another  chance.  Having  just  met  Quinn,  Eric  was 
beginning  to  understand  the  problems  that  could  have  caused. 
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The  other  thing  that  bothered  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro 
was  that  unlike  the  other  flagged  files,  he  could  not  find  a 
single  actual  incident  that  led  to  Sergeant  Bressette's  troubles, 
just  the  rather  subjective  "deficiencies"  articulated  by  Gunny 
Quinn.  As  Eric  closed  the  file,  something  caught  his  eye.  In  the 
rebuttal  area  of  Sergeant  Bressette's  counseling  it  appeared  as 
if  she  had  started  to  write  something,  and  then  apparently 
changed  her  mind  and  scribbled  through  what  she  had  started 
to  write.  Interesting. 


"Top,  the  meeting  is  starting." 

One  of  investigators  had  been  sent  to  remind  the  new 
chief  investigator  of  his  appointment.  Eric  followed  the  plain 
clothes  Staff  Sergeant  down  the  hall  to  the  PMO  classroom, 
where  the  other  CID  personnel  were  already  waiting.  He 
entered  the  classroom  and  carefully  inspected  the  thirty  or  so 
faces,  which  were  in  turn  closely  watching  him.  The  four 
Marines  whose  files  he  had  already  reviewed  were  present,  as 
was  Gunny  Quinn,  Toshiko,  and  five  other  Japanese  nationals, 
who  turned  out  to  be  secretaries  and  interpreters. 
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Also  present  were  about  two  dozen  additional  criminal 
investigators  and  military  police.  Like  any  civilian  police 
department,  CID  Marines  worked  mostly  in  civilian  clothes. 
However,  even  without  the  uniform  it  was  pretty  easy  to  pick  out 
a  Marine.  More  than  just  the  short  haircut,  a  Marine  has  an  air 
about  him  or  her  some  take  as  arrogance.  The  Marine  Corps 
calls  it  "bearing." 


Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  had  never  much  thought  of 
it  before,  but  this  was  one  of  those  "defining  moments"  in  a 
senior  Marine's  life.  Just  a  couple  of  days  earlier,  this  38  year 
old  man,  had  boarded  an  airplane  at  Washington's  National 
Airport  and  flew  a  half  a  world  away,  where  suddenly  he  was  in 
charge  of  thirty  plus  people  he  had  never  before  met. 


More  importantly,  at  least  from  the  standpoint  of  the 
active  duty  Marines  in  the  room,  this  new  Master  Sergeant  held 
their  careers,  their  very  futures,  in  his  hands.  The  quality  of  life 
of  these  military  men  and  woman  would  be  affected  daily  by  the 
actions  of  this  senior  enlisted  man.  In  their  eyes,  Eric  Pecaro's 
job  was  to  keep  the  "brass"  off  their  backs,  so  they  could  get 
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their  jobs  done.  In  addition,  he  would  take  care  of  them  when 
things  went  wrong,  even  if  whatever  went  wrong  was  probably 
their  fault. 

In  return,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  would  receive  the 
loyalty  and  respect  of  a  group  of  people  that  valued  these 
qualities  more  than  anyone  else.  The  history  of  the  Marine 
Corps  is  replete  with  examples  of  Marines  who  gave  their  lives 
following  a  man  who  had  done  nothing  more  than  earn  their 
respect.  Master  Gunny  Schull  had  earned  their  respect. 

Gunny  Quinn  had  demanded  and  gotten  their  respect.  Now,  all 
eyes  were  on  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro. 


"My  name  is  Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro.  As  many  of  you 
may  know,  I  am  coming  here  from  a  five  year  NCIS  assignment. 
It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have  been  in  the  fleet,  but  if  any 
of  you  think  you  are  about  to  be  led  by  some  fucking  civilian 
puke,  you  can  put  your  mind  at  ease  right  now." 


Eric  looked  around  the  room.  An  unmistakable  look  of 
relief  ran  through  the  crowd.  Eric  smiled  to  himself.  In  times 
like  this,  he  just  loved  the  Corps.  Eric  had  in  effect  just  told 
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these  men  and  woman  instead  of  working  for  somebody 
"nice."  Someone  who  would  be  sure  to  consider  their  "wants" 
and  "needs,"  they  would  instead  be  supervised  by  somebody 
prepared  to  work  them  night  and  day.  In  this  one  statement, 
Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  announced  he  was  ready  to  sacrifice 
any  and  all  their  creature  comforts  for  the  successful 
completion  of  the  mission,  whatever  he  deemed  the  mission  to 
be.  And  they  would  love  him  for  it. 

After  the  meeting,  Eric  informed  Kelly  Bressette  she  would 
be  his  "duty  driver"  for  the  day  and  sent  her  downstairs  to  start 
up  one  of  the  CID  sedans.  She  had  waited  several  nervous 
minutes  by  the  time  her  new  chief  investigator  got  into  the 
unmarked,  right  hand  drive,  Mitsubishi.  Kelly  Bressette  had  a 
bad  feeling.  "What's  wrong  Top?  What  have  I  fucked  up 
already?" 


Eric  Pecaro  returned  the  look  of  the  obviously  concerned 
Marine.  "Just  drive  the  car,  Sergeant  Bressette." 

Kelly  wore  a  look  Eric  decided  was  synonymous  to  a 
death  row  inmate  on  her  way  to  the  gallows  and  he  realized  it 
was  time  to  diffuse  the  tension.  He  pointed  through  the 
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windshield  and  in  his  best  Star  Trek  Captain  Kirk  impression 
said,  "Warp  three  Scottie." 

Kelly  relaxed  and  even  managed  a  smile  as  she  gunned 
the  engine  and  pulled  out  of  the  parking  lot. 

When  a  Marine  arrives  at  a  new  duty  station,  he  is 
required  to  check  in  to  the  local  command.  This  procedure 
requires  him  to  drop  off  his  various  records  at  places  like  the 
base  hospital,  dental  clinic,  training  office,  and  depending  on 
his  rank,  participate  in  the  requisite  "shake  &  grin"  with  his  unit 
Sergeant  Major.  The  mandatory  introduction  to  the  Sergeant 
Major  was  the  main  reason  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was 
wearing  his  dress  uniform  in  ninety-degree  plus  temperatures. 
The  requirement  to  "report  in  alphas"  was  a  long-standing 
Marine  Corps  tradition  upheld  "in  any  clime  and  place." 


The  checking  in  process  took  the  remainder  of  the  day 
and  he  used  this  as  an  opportunity  to  try  to  get  to  know  Kelly 
Bressette  a  little  better.  As  they  drove  from  place  to  place,  Eric 
found  the  woman  to  be  intelligent  and  pensive,  if  not  a  little 
withdrawn. 
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Although  she  appeared  to  carry  definite  baggage,  Kelly 
Bressette  seemed  centered  and  well  adjusted.  At  least  this  was 
the  diagnosis  of  Eric  Pecaro,  the  doctoral  candidate.  Eric 
Pecaro  the  cop  was  contemplating  another  mystery.  This  did 
not  appear  to  be  the  same  woman  so  criticized  in  her  personnel 
file.  She  seemed  quite  excited  to  have  been  given  the 
opportunity  to  become  a  criminal  investigator.  She  was 
articulate,  highly  motivated,  and  seemed  to  consider  herself 
lucky  to  be  working  around  the  caliber  of  professional  in  the 
CID  program.  Things  just  weren't  adding  up  and  like  any  good 
detective,  Eric  was  starting  to  look  for  common  denominators. 


Kelly  Bressette  decided  she  liked  the  new  chief 
investigator.  As  she  drove  him  around  the  base,  she  found 
herself  telling  him  a  lot  of  personal  things,  more  than  she  had 
told  anybody  in  a  long  time.  Top  Pecaro  was  easy  to  talk  to 
and  seemed  to  genuinely  care  about  what  she  had  to  say.  Of 
course,  like  the  others  in  the  unit,  she  had  often  heard  the 
"Pecaro  legend."  Kelly  did  not  know  how  much  of  it  was  true. 
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Legends  by  their  very  nature  tend  to  exaggerate  the  actions  of 
their  heroes. 

This  particular  legend  told  of  the  countless  criminal 
suspects  who  over  the  years  were  stupid  enough  to  agree  to  sit 
down  with  Eric  Pecaro.  These  poor  saps  never,  ever  emerged 
from  their  interaction  with  Pecaro  without  confessing  to 
everything  they  had  ever  done.  No  matter  what  lies  they  had 
planned  to  use,  no  matter  what  alibis  they  had  thought  they  had 
in  place,  Eric  Pecaro  would  gently  and  totally  extract  the  truth, 
every  time. 


Those  who  had  witnessed  the  legend  in  action  agreed  it 
was  neither  by  force  or  intimidation,  nor  by  coercion  or 
promises  of  leniency,  that  people  confessed  their  sins  to  Eric 
Pecaro.  Nobody  was  really  quite  sure  how  he  did  it,  but  the 
stories  of  his  successes  were  told  over  countless  beers 
wherever  and  whenever  CID  or  NCIS  agents  congregated. 


Now,  Kelly  Bressette  was  sharing  a  ride  and  her  story, 
with  the  legend  himself.  Of  course  there  were  things  she  could 
have  added,  things  he  really  should  know,  but  Kelly  was  just 
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too  afraid.  Her  short  career  in  CID  had  nearly  ended  once;  she 
would  not  allow  that  to  happen  again. 


It  was  1630  and  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  finished 
with  his  checking  in.  He  directed  Kelly  to  return  him  to  PMO 
instead  of  his  barracks,  so  he  could  get  busy  reviewing  the 
remaining  personnel  files. 


As  Kelly  backed  the  unmarked  police  car  into  one  of  the 
stalls  reserved  for  CID,  Eric  could  see  Colonel  Kawalski  talking 
with  Major  Mathis  in  the  parking  lot.  Kawalski  had  seen  Pecaro 
as  well  and  walked  with  Mathis  over  to  the  CID  sedan  just  as 
Eric  exited  the  vehicle. 


"Hey  Top,  how's  the  first  day?"  Kawalski  asked  as  he  and 
Mathis  returned  the  master  sergeant's  salute. 

"The  usual,  sir,"  Eric  replied.  "Just  trying  to  get 
settled.  Figured  I  would  go  over  a  few  personnel  files  tonight 
so  that  I  could  go  look  for  a  car  tomorrow." 

"Not  necessary  Top.  Major  Mathis  here  can  take  you  out 
to  the  dealer  all  the  PMO  officers  use.  He  is  about  as  honest 
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as  they  get  and  it's  kind  of  a  tradition  here  that  we  all  get  our 
vehicles  from  this  guy." 

Eric  Pecaro  knew  what  that  meant.  It  meant  he  was 
"expected"  to  use  this  particular  dealer  or  it  would  be  viewed  as 
an  insult  to  Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski,  his  Officer  in  Charge. 

Before  Eric  could  argue,  Kawalski  added,  "Now  go  get  out 
of  your  alphas  and  Major  Mathis  here  will  pick  you  up  at  your 
barracks  in  an  hour." 

Kawalski  then  abruptly  turned  and  walked  away,  leaving 
two  confused  subordinates  saluting  his  back.  Eric  turned  to 
the  major,  "Look,  if  you  have  other  plans." 

Sally  Mathis  smiled  warmly.  "Top,  it  would  truly  be  my 
honor.  You  know,  you're  sort  of  a  legend." 

Eric  laughed,  "Ma'am,  Lee  Harvey  Oswald  was  also  a 
legend.'" 

Major  Mathis  dropped  the  new  chief  investigator  off  at 
his  barracks  door  and  promised  to  return  within  the  hour.  Eric 
climbed  the  three  flights  of  stairs  to  his  room  and  picked  up 
his  telephone  receiver.  He  was  rewarded  with  a  dial  tone 
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indicating  the  base  Phone  Company  activated  his  phone  in 
what  must  have  been  record  time. 

Eric  checked  his  watch  and  did  the  math  in  his  head, 

1700,  my  time .  That  makes  it  0400  back  in  Virginia. 

Eric  decided  it  was  way  too  early  in  the  morning  to  wake 
his  sleeping  spouse.  He  took  a  fast  shower,  put  on  jeans  and  a 
tee  shirt,  and  went  downstairs  to  wait  for  the  major. 

Mathis  pulled  up  to  the  barracks  right  on  time.  She  had 
changed  out  of  her  cammies  and  was  wearing  tight  blue  jeans  a 
white  rhinestone  trimmed  western  style  shirt,  and  black  alligator 
skin  boots.  Eric  had  always  prided  himself  on  not  having 
stereotypical  attitudes,  but  he  could  not  help  but  notice  this  was 
just  slightly  unusual  attire  for  an  African-American  woman. 


"Get  in  the  car  Top,  don't  want  to  keep  a  woman  waiting." 

Major  Mathis  leaned  over  and  popped  the  door  lock.  Eric 
complied  with  the  request  and  was  barely  in  the  car  before  she 
shoved  the  stick  into  first  and  smashed  the  gas. 

"All  right  Top,  here's  the  deal.  I  figure  we'll  get  to  this  car 
lot,  then  I  give  you,  let's  say  ten  minutes  to  fall  madly  in  love 
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with  some  thousand  dollar  piece  of  crap,  then  we  go  to 
Speedy's  and  get  trashed." 

Eric  had  remembered  Speedy's  from  his  last  Okinawa 
assignment.  It  was  an  all  ranks  club  on  Kadena  Air  Base, 
mostly  frequented  by  mid  level  officers  and  Staff  NCO's  (E-6 
and  above).  Speedy's  was  an  oasis  of  sorts,  where 
commissioned  and  non-commissioned  officers  could  mix 
without  being  accused  of  fraternization. 


Major  Mathis  piloted  her  car  off  the  base  and  made  a  right 
at  the  light.  She  then  headed  north  and  made  another  right  just 
before  the  Kadena  Air  base  main  gate.  As  the  car  approached 
"Gate  Two  Street,"  a  much-frequented  Japanese  bar  district, 
Sally  made  a  hard  left  into  a  parking  lot  and  stopped  with  a  jolt. 


Eric  smiled  as  he  looked  around.  No  matter  where  you  are 
in  the  world,  a  used  car  lot  always  looks  like  a  used  car  lot.  He 
could  see  approximately  fifty  mostly  older  Japanese  cars,  all 
parked  in  line,  all  with  brightly  colored  plastic  flags  on  the 
antennas. 
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Major  Mathis  addressed  her  passenger  sternly.  "We're 
here,  now  let  me  do  the  talking.  I  don't  care  what  Crazy 
Kawalski  says,  this  guy's  a  thief." 

Eric  was  growing  more  and  more  impressed  with  this 
Major. 

Sally  Mathis  called  out  to  a  middle-aged,  balding 
Okinawan  man.  "Hey  Yamashita-san." 

He  waived  and  walked  over  to  her  car.  "Mathis-Sama," 
replied  the  bowing  man  in  the  racing  car  overalls  (the  Japanese 
used  car  lot  equivalent  to  the  plaid  jacket).  "You  here  to  make 
trade  in?" 


"Naw,  this  last  pile  of  junk  you  sold  me  hasn't  completely 
died  yet."  She  pointed  to  Eric.  "We  are  buying  a  car  for  him." 

Major  Mathis  introduced  the  new  CID  Chief  Investigator, 
and  started  pointing  to  various  cars  around  the  lot.  She  then 
started  haggling  with  the  sweaty  salesman  as  Eric  stood  by  and 
watched  with  definite  appreciation. 
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Forty-five  minutes  later,  Eric  Pecaro  was  the  proud  owner 
of  a  five-year-old  Toyota  Celica,  with  just  a  "little"  rust.  Eric 
shook  hands  with  Yamashita  and  provided  the  dealer  with  the 
paperwork  he  would  need  to  register  the  car  and  acquire  the 
requisite  "Yankee  plates."  Yamashita,  who  never  stopped 
smiling  throughout  the  entire  transaction,  told  Eric  he  could 
pick  up  his  "new"  car  the  following  evening. 


"Still  daylight,  not  bad,"  Mathis  proclaimed.  "Now  let's  go 
get  a  beer."  She  then  pulled  into  traffic,  cut  off  a  taxi,  and 
pushed  a  cassette  into  the  stereo,  all  before  shifting  into 
second  gear. 

To  Eric's  surprise,  Sally  Mathis  got  through  the  Kadena 
Air  Base  gate  without  getting  pulled  over  or  involved  in  any 
major  accidents;  either  of  which  was  distinctly  possible, 
considering  her  aggressive  driving  habits.  Eric  could  tell  by 
the  lack  of  cars  in  the  lot,  the  restaurant  and  bar  would  not  be 
particularly  crowded  this  evening.  His  suspicion  was  correct 
as  he  noticed  just  a  few  scattered  patrons  in  the  bar  he  and 
Major  Mathis  entered. 
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Eric  observed  about  a  half  dozen  Air  Force  pilots  sitting 
around  a  table  at  the  back  of  the  room.  From  the  patches  on 
their  flight-suits,  Eric  could  tell  they  were  deployed  here  from 
a  stateside  installation.  Eric  also  saw  two  middle-aged  women 
chatting  at  the  bar.  Eric  surmised  them  to  probably  be  DoDDS 
teachers. 


Eric  had  gotten  familiar  with  the  DoDDS  system  during 
his  earlier  overseas  assignments.  DoDDS,  the  Department  of 
Defense  Dependent  School  System,  had  been  educating 
military  dependent  children  at  military  bases  around  the  world 
for  decades. 


Because  of  the  worldwide  travel  involved,  many  of  the 
teachers  hired  by  DoDDS  were  either  single  or  divorced  and  it 
seemed  most  were  woman.  Because  these  women  were 
significantly  older  than  most  of  the  unattached  men  on  the 
base,  they  frequently  ended  up  dating  the  unaccompanied 
NCO's  and  officers.  They  were  quite  aware  the  vast  majority  of 
these  men  had  wives  and  children  back  in  the  states.  Yet,  their 
physical  and  emotional  needs  led  them  to  sit  on  these  bar 
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stools  and  wait  for  their  married  men.  Their  loneliness  kept 
them  there. 

Eric  paid  for  the  first  round  to  thank  the  deputy  provost 
marshal  for  negotiating  his  car  deal.  Major  Mathis  set  her  beer 
down  and  asked,  "Eric,  if  you  were  on  a  NCIS  tour  right  now 
and  we  were  having  this  drink  together,  how  would  you  address 
me?" 


Eric  knew  where  she  was  going  with  this.  When  a  Marine 
investigator  is  assigned  to  NCIS,  many  of  the  traditional 
courtesies,  such  as  calling  a  superior  officer  by  "sir"  or 
"ma'am,"  or  by  their  rank,  is  dispensed  with.  The  nature  of  the 
assignment  demands  a  more  relaxed  atmosphere.  Marine  NCIS 
agents  in  most  cases,  never  put  on  a  uniform,  carry  civilian 
instead  of  military  ID  cards,  and  are  frequently  authorized  to 
relax  their  normally  stringent  grooming  standards.  Some  even 
wear  beards  or  goatees. 


Eric  smiled  and  said,  "I'd  call  you  Sally." 
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Major  Mathis  then  threw  a  fistful  of  stale  popcorn  at  her 
companion  and  replied,  "Yeah,  and  I  would  call  you  a  'cheap 
bastard'  for  buying  domestic  beer." 


As  the  empty  bottles  of  beer  collected  on  the  small  round 
table  between  them,  Major  Sally  Lou  Mathis  decided  she  liked 
the  new  chief  investigator.  Usually,  a  private  person,  Sally 
made  the  rare  decision  to  open  up  and  talk  about  her  childhood 
in  South  Texas. 


The  only  daughter  of  a  ranch  foreman  and  a 
schoolteacher,  Sally  Mathis  quite  literally  grew  up  in  the  saddle. 
By  the  age  of  six,  Sally  was  appearing  as  a  "barrel  racer"  in 
local  rodeos  and  by  the  age  of  ten  she  was  a  favorite,  winning 
against  contestants  twice  her  age. 


Sally  was  very  aware  of  her  natural  ability  to 
communicate  with  the  large  graceful  animals  and  all  who  knew 
her  consistently  commented  on  this.  She  truly  loved  her 
horses,  often  staying  up  all  night  attending  to  a  sick  or  injured 
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animal.  By  the  age  of  fifteen,  Sally  and  everyone  who  knew  her 
were  sure  she  was  destined  for  a  career  in  veterinary  medicine. 

A  car  accident  had  taken  the  lives  of  Sally's  parents  just 
before  her  sixteenth  birthday.  They  had  taken  Sally  to  a  rodeo 
appearance  in  Austin  and  after  dropping  her  off  at  the  motel, 
drove  a  quarter  mile  down  the  highway  to  pick  up  dinner. 


As  Sally's  father  exited  the  parking  lot  of  the  restaurant, 
his  pickup  was  hit  broadside  by  a  speeding  drunken  teenager 
in  a  rusted  out  Dodge  Charger.  The  driver  lived.  His  young 
girlfriend  in  the  passenger  seat  was  ejected  through  the 
windshield  and  crushed  between  the  two  vehicles.  She  died  on 
the  scene.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mathis  were  taken  to  a  hospital,  where 
their  daughter  sat  with  them  until  they  both  passed  away,  her 
father  within  the  first  seventy-two  hours  of  the  accident,  her 
mother  a  day  later.  Neither  parent  ever  regained 
consciousness. 


Sally  Mathis  recalled  for  her  new  friend  how  she  moved  in 
with  her  aunt  on  Long  Island,  New  York  and  had  to  tolerate 
being  called  "Hick"  and  "Cow  Girl"  by  the  other  kids  at  her  new 
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high  school.  School  itself  was  never  hard  for  Sally  and  after 
graduation  she  was  accepted  into  The  John  Jay  College  of 
Criminal  Justice,  in  New  York  City. 

She  described  riding  the  Long  Island  Rail  Road  into 
Manhattan  every  day  in  her  Justin  Roper  cowboy  boots,  then 
boarding  a  subway  for  the  ride  to  John  Jay's  campus  on  Tenth 
Avenue.  After  getting  her  BS  in  Criminal  Justice,  Sally  joined 
the  U.S.  Marine  Corps  and  was  appointed  a  second  lieutenant 
on  her  twenty-third  birthday.  Now  ten  years  later,  Major  Mathis 
was  on  the  fast  track  of  a  successful  Marine  Corps  career. 


Being  a  woman,  and  black,  had  caused  her  a  few 
problems  along  the  way,  but  overall,  Sally  Mathis  had  been  far 
more  successful  than  many  of  her  white,  male  counterparts. 
Mostly,  she  was  at  peace  with  who  and  where  she  was  and  as 
she  popped  the  top  off  her  sixth  beer,  proclaimed  her  biggest 
wish  was  that  they  would  build  a  horse  stable  on  the  base. 


Eric  was  impressed,  mostly  because  he  had  never  seen  a 
woman  who  could  drink  as  much  as  Sally  Mathis.  As  the  night 
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wore  on,  and  they  traded  the  requisite  war  stories,  the  major 
and  the  master  sergeant  started  forming  a  real  friendship.  Not 
in  the  sexual  sense,  even  though  Eric,  after  several  beers, 
announced  he  found  his  drinking  partner,  "damn  fine  looking 
for  an  officer."  Theirs  was  becoming  one  of  those  quickly 
formed  bonds  often  necessitated  by  military  culture.  Marines 
tend  to  make  friends  quickly,  in  part  because  they  never  know  if 
that  friend  will  still  be  there  tomorrow. 

As  their  table  became  increasingly  covered  with  the 
empty  vestiges  of  virtually  every  brand  of  beer  in  the  place,  the 
talk  turned  more  towards  Eric's  personal  life.  Sally  had  opened 
up  a  little  earlier,  had  even  exposed  a  few  old  wounds.  Now  it 
was  Eric's  turn.  He  talked  a  little  about  Brenda  and  quite  a  bit 
about  his  daughter.  Even  through  the  fog  of  alcohol,  Sally 
could  detect  something  was  missing  in  the  way  Eric  talked 
about  his  spouse.  A  certain  "tone"  one  would  expect  to  hear 
when  someone  discusses  his  or  her  life's  partner. 


Sally  in  turn  let  Eric  in  on  some  of  the  reasons  she  had 
never  married.  She  talked  about  how  her  parents  had  let  her 
down  by  dying  and  how  she  just  did  not  seem  able  to  jump 
into  any  kind  of  relationship  since  then. 
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"Besides,"  she  added,  "Once  a  cowboy  has  had  his  ride, 
he  generally  goes  off  lookin'  for  a  new  pony." 

Sally  also  talked  about  her  roommate.  She  and  Ann  Rees 
shared  an  off-base  apartment  in  Okinawa  City,  about  twenty 
minutes  from  the  base.  As  is  frequently  the  case  in  this 
smallest  of  military  branches,  it  turned  out  Eric  already  knew 
Ann  and  had  in  fact  previously  worked  with  her. 


Special  Agent  Ann  Rees  was  a  career  civilian  NCIS  agent 
Eric  had  served  with  during  one  of  his  previous  overseas  tours. 
Eric  knew  her  to  be  an  extraordinarily  talented  investigator, 
specializing  mostly  in  death  investigations.  Eric  had  worked 
homicides  with  Ann  and  had  watched  her  spend  hours  patiently 
using  tweezers  to  extract  suspect  hairs  out  of  an  area  rug  the 
size  of  a  double  pedestal  desk. 


Ann  was  in  a  word,  "diminutive."  He  recalled  her  being 
around  five  feet,  two  inches,  and  slim,  with  short  blond  hair 
and  emerald  green  eyes.  She  had  been  married  to  a  Navy 
submariner  a  few  years  back,  but  according  to  Sally,  the  Navy 
lieutenant's  long  tours  at  sea,  coupled  with  his  severe  and 
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unprovoked  jealousy  of  every  man  Ann  came  in  contact  with, 
eventually  destroyed  the  marriage.  Eric  learned  from  Sally  that 
after  the  break-up,  she  and  Ann  had  roomed  together.  So,  when 
Sally  arrived  in  Okinawa  a  few  months  earlier,  it  was  Ann's  turn 
to  offer  a  place  to  live.  Since  Sally  had  no  desire  to  live  in  the 
Bachelor  Officer's  Quarters,  she  quickly  accepted  her  friend's 
offer. 


It  was  after  1 1 :00  p.m.  and  Sally  was  clearly  in  no 
condition  to  drive.  Eric  had  the  bartender  call  a  taxi  and  guided 
the  wobbly  officer  to  the  cab.  As  he  got  in  beside  her,  the  driver 
looked  up  in  the  rear-view  mirror  at  the  two  drunken  Americans 
in  the  back  seat  of  his  cab  and  flashed  a  knowing  smile  at  Eric. 
The  master  sergeant  brushed  off  the  driver's  stupid  look  and 
attended  to  making  his  new  best  friend  comfortable. 


At  Sally's  apartment  complex,  Eric  told  the  driver,  in 
Japanese,  to  stay  put  for  a  few  minutes,  while  he  took  the  lady 
upstairs  to  her  apartment.  Eric  then  managed  to  get  Sally  to 
her  feet  and  walked  her  up  to  the  second  floor  of  the  apartment 
complex,  found  the  apartment,  and  rang  the  bell. 
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A  slightly  older,  but  still  very  pretty  Ann  Rees  answered 
the  door.  She  was  both  pleasantly  surprised  to  see  her  old 
Marine  agent  friend,  and  a  little  perturbed  at  having  to  help  her 
roommate  into  bed.  Ann  thanked  Eric  and  asked  if  he  wanted 
to  stay  for  a  cup  of  coffee.  Eric  declined,  pointed  out  he  had  a 
car  waiting,  and  left  the  disappointed  Ann  Rees  standing  at 
the  door. 


Back  at  his  barracks,  Eric  knew  he  was  overdue  to  place  a 
call  to  Brenda.  With  all  the  excitement,  he  had  not  yet  called 
home.  Eric  dialed  the  extensive  series  of  numbers  to  get  him  off 
the  base,  through  a  series  of  switches,  off  the  island,  then 
through  some  satellite  flying  around  in  space  and  completing  at 
his  quarters  in  Quantico,  several  thousand  miles  away. 


Brenda  Pecaro  did  not  answer  the  phone  until  the  fourth 
ring,  which  signaled  the  answering  machine  to  pick  up  the 
call.  After  a  few  moments  of  fumbling  with  the  on-off  switch, 
and  yelling  at  her  husband  to  "hang  on"  as  the  machine 
dutifully  went  through  its  recorded  announcement,  Brenda 
was  finally  able  to  turn  the  machine  off. 
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She  sounded  groggy  and  explained  she  did  not  pick  up 
the  phone  right  away,  because  she  had  been  taking  a  nap.  Eric 
looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  11:00  a.m.  in  Virginia.  "A/ap?"Now, 
in  most  relationships,  this  might  have  been  viewed  as 
suspicious.  However,  Eric  was  used  to  his  wife  sitting  home 
day  after  day,  watching  daytime  television,  and  drifting  in  and 
out  of  sleep. 


Eric  had  at  one  point  offered  to  pay  for  childcare  if 
Brenda  wanted  to  work,  but  she  maintained  she  wanted  to  be 
home  with  their  daughter  Sarah. 

When  Sarah  started  school,  Eric  again  tried  to  get  Brenda 
out  of  the  house;  this  time  offering  to  pay  for  a  cleaning  woman 
to  come  in  and  pick  up  the  worst  of  the  incredible  mess  that 
seemed  to  always  exist  in  their  quarters.  Brenda  had  become 
violently  upset  at  this  suggestion  and  announced  nobody 
would  ever  touch  "her  things." 


Eric  almost  asked,  "How  are  you?"  However,  experience 
reminded  him  he  really  didn't  want  to  do  that.  Eric  Pecaro  had 
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learned  over  the  years  not  to  ask  Brenda  how  she  was, 
because  Brenda  was  one  of  those  people  who  took  the 
question  as  a  request  for  a  detailed  inventory  of  her  many 
current  medical  ailments.  At  just  past  midnight  and  with  jet  lag 
(and  alcohol)  starting  to  rob  him  of  consciousness,  Eric  had 
no  desire  to  go  down  that  road. 

He  instead  asked  about  Sarah,  who  Brenda  reported  was 
in  school  and  doing  fine.  Eric  then  started  to  excuse  himself, 
telling  her  it  was  very  late  in  Japan  and  he  needed  sleep.  This 
upset  Brenda  who  had  decided  she  needed  someone  to  talk  to. 

"Since  you  forgot  to  ask  about  me..."  Brenda  dove  into 
her  well-rehearsed  litany  of  personal  and  medical  problems. 
From  her  migraine  headaches,  to  the  neighbor  women  who 
gave  her  evil  looks  when  she  walked  by. 


Eric  laid  the  receiver  on  the  pillow  and  laid  his  head  down 
on  top,  so  as  he  dozed,  he  could  occasionally  interject  an 
occasional  "uh-huh"  to  make  her  believe  he  was  actually 
listening.  Brenda  eventually  exhausted  herself  and  after  her 
thirty-minute  monologue  was  complete,  asked  her  husband  to 
say  he  loved  her,  then  hung  up  the  phone. 
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Eric  was  startled  awake  by  the  dial  tone  buzzing  in  his  ear, 
extracted  the  receiver  from  under  his  head,  and  rolled  over. 


Over  the  next  week,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  took  control 
of  his  office.  He  made  his  way  through  the  remaining  personnel 
folders  and  ascertained  with  the  four  or  so  exceptions  he 
already  knew  of,  the  office  was  pretty  much  running  on 
autopilot. 


When  Gunny  Quinn  finally  moved  his  things  out  of  the 
Chief's  office,  Eric  observed  he  had  a  lot  of  personal  effects  for 
someone  who  had  been  only  temporarily  filling  in.  Very 
strange,  he  thought. 

As  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  made  his  way  around  PMO, 
he  saw  Major  Mathis  in  the  various  offices  and  halls  on  several 
occasions.  She  always  made  sure  to  stop  and  talk  with  him, 
and  asked  several  times  if  he  would  like  to  "P.T"  with  her  at 
lunch. 
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To  a  Marine,  "P.T  at  lunch"  generally  means  a  three  or 
four-mile  run  in  the  heat  of  the  day.  Although  Eric  knew  he  was 
in  pretty  good  shape,  he  had  a  sinking  feeling  in  the  pit  of  his 
stomach,  that  trying  to  keep  up  with  this  particular  female  Major 
would  probably  kill  him. 


For  the  first  few  days,  Eric  was  able  to  claim  he  wasn't 
climatized  for  the  oppressive  Okinawa  heat.  Nonetheless,  by 
Wednesday,  he  could  make  excuses  no  longer.  At  11 :30  a.m.,  he 
found  himself  on  the  grass  below  his  office,  in  "P.T  gear,"  and 
waiting  for  the  major.  Sally  Mathis  showed  up  a  few  minutes 
later  in  tight,  green  nylon  running  shorts  and  green  tee  shirt. 

Eric  looked  up  from  his  stretching  and  could  not  help  but  notice 
Major  Mathis  was  protruding  from  her  skimpy  PT  clothes  in  all 
the  right  places.  Why  isn’t  there  some  officer  somewhere  on  this 
island,  "tapping"  this  lady?  Eric  wondered. 


The  pair  ran  to  the  top  of  the  hill  near  the  P.X.  gate,  then 
Sally  told  Eric  to  follow  her,  for  she  knew  a  really  fun  running 
course.  Eric  was  growing  more  aware  that  he  was  going  to 
really  hate  this.  The  two  Marines  ran  through  several 
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residential  Japanese  neighborhoods  and  arrived  at  the  base  of 
just  about  the  steepest  hill  Eric  was  sure  he  had  ever  seen. 
Sally  looked  over  with  a  smile  and  said,  "Welcome  to  Big  Jag." 

About  a  third  of  the  way  up  Big  Jag,  Eric  decided  it  had 
been  quite  a  long  time  since  he  had  experienced  this  much 
physical  pain.  Nevertheless,  his  male  ego  was  in  no  way  going 
to  allow  him  to  fall  behind  the  grinning  female  who  was 
obviously  doing  her  best  to  cause  the  "Old  Top"  a  massive 
heart  attack. 


As  they  crested  the  hill,  Sally  looked  over  at  her  panting 
running  partner  and  joked,  "Slow  down  Top,  I'm  having  hard 
time  keeping  up." 

"Kiss  my  ass,  Major,"  came  the  breathless  reply. 

Sally  laughed  and  continued  gently  harassing  Eric  until 
they  rounded  the  corner  and  climbed  the  last  small  rise  before 
the  gate. 

Just  before  PMO,  Sally  sprinted  ahead  and  was  sitting  on 
the  curb  outside  PMO  as  Eric  ran  up.  Eric  sat  down  beside  her. 
"Major,  remind  me  to  never,  ever  do  that  again."  Sally  laughed, 
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jumped  up,  and  said,  "See  you  same  time  Friday."  She  then 
walked  off,  leaving  the  master  sergeant  muttering,  "Sometimes 
I  just  hate  officers."  Eric  then  got  up,  smiled  a  little  at  his  new 
friend's  tenacity,  and  wandered  off  to  find  a  shower. 


"Top,  telephone  call  for  you.  It  sounds  like  the  PM's 
secretary." 

Eric  had  just  gotten  out  of  the  shower  and  was  still  cooling 
down  as  he  walked  into  the  CID  "Bull  Pen"  and  took  the  phone 
from  Staff  Sergeant  Joe  Edan,  the  central  district  supervisor. 

"Top  Pecaro  here." 

Eric  waited  a  moment  for  a  reply.  When  it  came,  it  was 
softest,  gentlest,  sound  he  was  sure  he  had  ever  heard. 

"Pecaro-San,  the  provost  marshal  would  like  to  see  you  in 
his  office." 

This  definitely  did  not  sound  like  any  woman  Marine  he 
had  ever  heard.  The  voice  was  Japanese  and  from  the  sound  of 
the  accent,  probably  mainland.  Eric  thought  for  a  moment 
about  how  sure  he  was  the  colonel's  secretary  was  going  to  be 
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some  pregnant  WM.  Well,  another  stereotype  blown,  he 
admonished  himself. 

Top  Pecaro  started  to  leave  the  bull  pen,  then  stopped 
and  asked  the  central  district  supervisor,  "Joe,  what  the  hell 
are  you  doing  manning  the  duty  desk?  Where  is  your  duty 
investigator?" 

"Oh,  we  got  a  call  about  some  big  drug  bust  at  the 
Headquarters  Battalion  barracks,  so  Gunny  Quinn  grabbed 
Sergeant  Pettit,  and  Sergeant  Torres  and  went  down  there." 

Dumfounded,  Eric  looked  at  Joe  Edan,  "These  are  your 
investigators  and  this  is  your  district.  What  is  Gunny  Quinn 
doing  involved  with  this?" 

"W-Well  Top,"  he  stammered.  "Gunny  Quinn  likes  to  be 
in  charge." 

Shit,  that  is  not  how  it  is  supposed  to  work,  Eric  thought 
as  he  tried  to  pump  the  young  staff  sergeant  for  more 
information.  He  had  no  desire  to  look  like  an  idiot  in  the 
colonel's  office.  Of  course  Edan  was  of  no  additional  help. 
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As  Eric  walked  down  the  hallway  to  the  colonel's  office, 
he  was  trying  to  figure  out  how  he  was  going  to  answer  the 
questions  he  knew  were  coming. 

Eric  was  flustered  and  he  hated  that.  Damn,  ninety 
minutes  ago  there  was  nothing  going  on.  Now,  I  am  going  into 
the  PM's  office  with  my  ass  in  my  hands.  Great,  here  a  week 
and  I  look  like  I  don’t  know  what  is  going  on  in  my  own  office. 
Eric  then  remembered  he  carried  a  cell  phone,  even  when  he 
ran. 


"Why  didn’t  Quinn  call  me?” 

Eric  walked  into  the  executive  office  suite.  He  had  so 
much  on  his  mind  he  never  even  glanced  in  the  direction  of  the 
secretary  who  had  sounded  so  sweet  on  the  telephone.  Eric's 
focus  was  directly  in  front  of  him  where  Crazy  Kawalski  was 
waiting  impatiently  at  his  office  door.  Eric  walked  in  and 
Kawalski  closed  it  behind  him. 


Midori  Sasaki,  the  provost  marshal's  new  secretary,  was 
concerned.  She  had  been  on  this  new  job  just  a  few  hours  and 
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had  already  observed  this  same  worried  look  on  several 
Marines  as  they  went  in  and  out  of  Colonel-San's  office. 

Midori  felt  lucky  to  have  this  job.  Like  many  administrative 
positions  in  Okinawa,  it  was  supposed  to  be  filled  with  an  active 
duty  American  serviceman.  Fortunately,  this  time  things  were 
different.  When  she  applied  for  this  position,  the  man  at  the 
civilian  personnel  office,  the  "CPO,"  informed  her  the  female 
Marine  who  had  this  job,  left  to  have  a  baby.  The  woman  then 
took  so  much  time  coming  back  to  work,  that  this  colonel 
"pulled  strings"  at  CPO  and  got  the  position  authorized  for  local 
hire.  Now,  Midori  found  herself  in  a  good  career  and  she  prayed 
for  success.  She  also  prayed  for  the  woman 
Marine  and  her  baby. 


"Hey  Top,"  Kawalski  asked.  "What  the  hell  is  going  on 
with  this  drug  bust?" 

Eric  Pecaro's  worst  fears  were  realized.  "Sir,  I  gotta  admit, 
I  don't  have  a  clue.  I  just  got  back  to  the  office  and  didn't  know 
anything  had  happened." 
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Crazy  Kawalski  exploded,  "God  damn  it  Top!  I  have  the 
Headquarters  Battalion  Commander  breathing  down  my  back, 
claiming  my  CID  agents  just  took  down  some  kind  of  'Dope 
Ring'  in  his  barracks,  and  my  own  chief  investigator  don't 
know  what  the  fuck  is  going  on?" 


Kawalski's  face  was  the  color  of  the  "blood  stripe" 
running  down  the  side  of  his  uniform  trousers.  "Top,  I  suggest 
you  get  on  the  God  damn  radio,  or  the  God  damn  cell  phone,  or 
send  a  God  damn  carrier  pigeon  out  and  find  out  exactly  what 
the  fuck  happened!  You  have  twenty  minutes!" 


Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  once  again  blew  right  past  the 
soft-spoken  secretary.  Midori  looked  up  just  in  time  to  see  the 
handsome  man  in  the  gray  double-breasted  suit  go  past, 
looking  so  worried.  Something  else,  a  feeling  from  deep  inside 
of  herself  caught  her  attention.  This  bewildered  her.  Don't  I 
know  him  from  somewhere? 


Eric  got  about  ten  feet  down  the  hallway  from  the 
colonel's  door  when  it  struck.  Holy  Shit!  That's  the  girl  from  the 
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snack  shop!  He  then  thought  about  how  gracious  she  had  been 
on  the  phone.  She's  the  PM's  secretary?  Of  course,  and  I  have 
to  be  a  Goddamned  buffoon  and  ignore  her  like  she  doesn't 
even  exist. 

Eric  decided  he  would  make  it  a  point  to  stop  by  later 
and  apologize.  Now,  he  was  going  to  get  a  piece  of  Quinn.  A 
Marine  investigator  is  never  supposed  to  leave  his  chief 
hanging. 


Eric  entered  the  CID  office  spaces  just  as  Gunny  Quinn 
was  coming  in  the  back  door  with  Sergeants  Pettit  and  Torres. 
"Gunny  Quinn,  in  my  office  now!" 

Pettit  and  Torres  each  flashed  a  look  at  the  other,  as 
Quinn  followed  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  in  to  the  chief's  office. 
As  Pecaro  closed  his  door,  Quinn  was  prepared, 

"Top,  I  tried  to  call  you,  but  I  didn't  have  your  cell  number, 
and  you  were  off  running  with  the  major,  and..." 

Pecaro  cut  him  off,  "Ted,  the  last  time  I  checked,  the 
black-market  section  does  not  do  drug  investigations.  What  the 
hell  were  you  doing  out  on  a  drug  bust?  Stop!  Before  you 
answer  that,  don't  even  try  to  tell  me  these  investigators 
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needed  your  'supervision.'  You  could  have  made  sure  Edan 
launched  them  and  then  used  your  'keen  investigative  skills'  to 
call  down  to  the  desk  sergeant  who  happens  to  have 
everybody's  cell  phone  numbers.  You  could  have  then  called 
me  and  filled  me  in  on  what  the  hell  was  going  on,  so  I  did  not 
look  like  a  complete  fucking  idiot  to  the  provost  marshal." 

Gunny  Quinn  suppressed  what  he  truly  wanted  to  say. 
That  so  far,  he  was  not  especially  impressed  with  the 
"legendary"  Eric  Pecaro  and  if  the  new  chief  investigator  had 
not  been  out  with  that  female  officer,  probably  fornicating  at 
her  apartment,  he  would  have  been  here  when  the  call  came  in. 
Quinn  also  had  no  doubt  that  had  he  not  responded  with  the 
two  junior  investigators,  they  would  have  most  certainly 
screwed  the  whole  thing  up  and  embarrassed  everybody. 


"Top,  I  am  sorry."  It  just  killed  Quinn  to  have  to  say  that. 
"I  should  have  made  a  better  attempt  to  contact  you.  You  want 
a  brief  on  what  has  gone  down  so  far?" 


Top  Pecaro  wasn't  done,  but  he  knew  Kawalski  was 
waiting  for  information.  "Okay  Ted,  fill  me  in  on  what  we  have." 
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"Well  Top,  this  is  what  we  know.  About  an  hour  ago,  a 
duty  NCO  over  at  Twelfth  Marines  was  making  his  rounds 
through  the  barracks  and  thought  he  smelled  something  funny 
coming  out  from  one  of  the  rooms.  Instead  of  knocking,  he 
used  his  barracks  master  key  to  open  the  door.  He  then  walked 
in  and  observed  the  eight  Marines  we  have  downstairs  in  the 
detention  cells,  sitting  in  a  circle  under  a  cloud  of  what  we  are 
pretty  sure  was  Marihuana  smoke. 


"The  Duty  NCO  apprehended  everybody  and  seized 
about  a  bag  of  weed  from  the  middle  of  the  floor.  We 
responded  and  took  all  eight  to  the  Substance  Abuse  Office 
for  a  urinalysis.  Well,  we  get  there  and  find  out  there  is  a 
moratorium  on  all  urinalysis  testing.  The  NCOIC  down  there 
told  us  it  was  some  kind  of  funding  glitch.  So  now  we  have 
these  guys  in  the  "D"  cells  and  no  way  to  prove  they  were 
smoking  any  of  that  dope." 
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Eric  was  more  interested  in  finding  out  how  the 
marihuana  got  there.  Still  he  realized  to  get  that  information,  at 
least  one  of  the  eight  would  have  to  talk. 

"Ted,  send  Pettit  downstairs  to  retrieve  the  suspect 
whom  he  perceives  to  be  the  "mousiest"  of  the  group  and  then 
bring  that  Marine  up  here  for  interrogation.  Tell  Sergeant  Pettit 
I  expect  a  full  confession.  Hell,  this  isn't  a  murder  for  God's 
sake.  In  the  meantime,  you  and  I  can  go  brief  the  old  man." 


Eric  walked  his  "number  two"  down  the  hall  to  the  PM's 
office.  He  had  learned  years  earlier  a  good  supervising 
investigator  brings  an  agent  from  the  scene  instead  of  trying  to 
personally  answer  all  the  questions. 


Eric  walked  into  the  colonel's  outer  office  and  almost  ran 
over  the  slender  Midori  who  was  kneeling  on  the  floor,  watering 
the  base  of  a  large  tropical  plant  she  had  brought  in,  hoping  to 
add  some  life  to  the  stark  utilitarian  office.  As  Midori  started  to 
get  to  her  feet,  she  momentarily  lost  her  balance.  Eric  reached 
out,  grabbed  her  by  the  arm  and  helped  her  up. 

As  Midori  felt  herself  being  lifted  by  the  handsome  Gai- 
Jin,  she  looked  up  into  his  blue  eyes.  Midori  struggled  with  the 
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words  to  express  her  appreciation.  She  also  realized  from 
where  she  remembered  him.  He  was  the  one  who  had  stared 
at  her  from  across  the  snack  shop  at  the  terminal.  Even  then, 
he  had  an  effect  on  her,  something  she  didn't  understand  and 
couldn't  express.  She  suddenly  felt  warm. 

"Domo-Arigato  Gozaimasu,"  she  whispered  as  she 
touched  his  arm. 

"You  are  welcome,"  Eric  replied.  He  felt  her 
embarrassment  for  having  almost  fallen  down  in  front  of  him.  In 
her  pretty  eyes  he  caught  something  he  had  never  seen  before, 
like  a  light  of  some  kind.  It  confused  him. 


Midori  scurried  to  her  post  and  pressed  the  intercom 
button  to  make  Colonel-San  aware  of  his  visitors.  In  under  a 
minute,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  and  Gunny  Quinn  were  in  the 
PM's  office,  explaining  that  the  reported  "Dope  Ring"  was  in  fact 
a  ring  of  dopes,  smoking  dope  in  a  circle.  As  Pecaro  and  Quinn 
exited  the  office,  Colonel  Kawalski,  still  chuckling,  made  a  point 
of  thanking  the  gunny  for  his  good  work  "on  the  scene." 
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Eric  Pecaro  was  no  politician,  but  he  understood  Quinn 
had  just  made  points  for  being  where  he  wasn't  supposed  to  be 
and  deliberately  failing  to  involve  his  chief  investigator  in  an 
incident  he  was  sure  to  be  asked  about. 

Eric  invited  his  black-market  chief  into  his  office.  It  was 
time  to  finish  Quinn's  ass  chewing.  "Ted,  you  are  in  charge  of 
the  black-market  section.  That  means  you  investigate  violations 
of  Japanese  customs  laws  and  the  Status  of  Forces  Agreement. 
That  does  not  include  narcotics  violations.  That  responsibility, 
in  case  you  are  not  aware,  is  the  responsibility  of  the  central 
district  chief  and  me.  Now,  I  may  still  be  pretty  new  here  and  I 
know  I  am  not  familiar  with  everyone's  skills,  but  I  am  quite  sure 
Staff  Sergeant  Edan  would  have  done  just  as  fine  a  job  'at  the 
scene'  as  you." 


"But  Top,"  Quinn  interjected. 

"No  Ted,  you  let  me  finish.  The  next  time  you  respond  to 
a  call  that  is  out  of  your  jurisdiction,  or  you  fail  to  brief  me 
before  the  old  man  finds  out,  I  will  personally  make  sure  you 
spend  the  rest  of  your  time  on  Okinawa  in  charge  of  the  flight 
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line  security  midnight  shift.  Now  go  redeem  yourself  by 
helping  Pettit  get  a  confession  from  those  Marines." 

Ted  Quinn  knew  he  had  been  out  of  line.  He  also  knew  if 
one  of  his  subordinates  had  done  to  him  what  he  had  done  to 
Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  he  would  have  found  a  way  to  get  rid 
of  that  Marine.  Most  importantly,  Quinn  knew  the  only  person 
who  deliberately  does  what  he  did  to  Pecaro  has  an  agenda 
and  therefore  should  not  be  trusted 


Gunny  Quinn  entered  the  long,  narrow,  observation  area 
just  off  the  central  hall.  This  room  allowed  observers  to  watch 
through  two-way  mirrors  into  three  different  interrogation  rooms, 
which  were  also  set  up  for  audio  monitoring.  Quinn  could  see 
two  of  the  rooms  were  dark.  However,  light  was  shining  through 
the  mirror  looking  into  the  last  room.  Inside  the  room,  Quinn 
could  hear  Pettit  reading  one  of  the  suspects  his  Miranda  rights. 
The  young  man  waived  his  rights  and  agreed  to  talk  with  the 
investigator. 


Quinn  was  always  amazed  people  would  talk  to  the 
authorities  after  being  read  their  rights.  Like  most  in  law 
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enforcement  he  knew  what  actually  solved  most  cases  was  not 
fingerprints,  or  DNA,  or  ballistics,  or  any  of  a  host  of  other 
forensic  tests.  Most  cases  were  in  reality  solved  by  the 
confession  of  the  suspect.  That  is  why  most  law  enforcement 
officers  will  tell  you  if  they  are  ever  read  their  rights,  their 
immediate  planned  response  would  be,  "No  statement,  no 
waiver,  no  poly  (graph)." 

Approximately  twenty  minutes  passed  and  it  was  clear 
Pettit  was  not  making  any  progress  with  this  drug  suspect.  The 
young  Marine  had  admitted  to  being  in  the  room  when  the  duty 
NCO  came  in  the  door.  Yet,  he  insisted  he  had  just  walked  in 
shortly  before  and  had  no  idea  what  the  others  were  doing  in 
the  room.  The  suspect  vehemently  denied  smoking  any 
Marihuana,  stated  he  had  never  in  his  life  ever  consumed  any 
form  of  Marihuana,  and  claimed  he  had  not  even  seen  the 
grass  found  on  the  floor  in  plain  view. 


Quinn  had  enough.  He  was  going  to  show  the  chief 
investigator  and  the  colonel,  that  Eric  Pecaro  was  not  the  only 
interrogator  in  this  office.  Quinn  exited  the  observation  room, 
went  around  the  corner,  passed  the  "Interview  in  progress,  do 
not  disturb"  sign,  pushed  the  interrogation  room  door  open,  and 
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walked  into  the  middle  of  Pettit's  interrogation.  The  suspect 
looked  up  in  confusion  at  the  man  he  had  never  seen  before. 

Before  the  surprised  Sergeant  Pettit  could  stumble 
through  an  introduction,  the  now  belligerent  Gunny  Quinn 
pointed  his  finger  at  the  young  suspect  and  barked,  "Allow  me 
to  introduce  myself.  I  am  your  worst  nightmare  come  true,  you 
little  dope  smoking  dirt  bag." 


Pettit  sat  speechless  as  Quinn  continued;  "I  am  going  to 
make  sure  they  put  you  in  jail  for  the  maximum  possible  length 
of  time.  You  are  of  no  use  to  the  Marine  Corps  or  yourself.  You 
should  be  ashamed  to  wear  that  uniform.  Now,  you  tell  me 
about  the  weed  I  know  you  and  your  friends  smoked,  or  I  will 
put  you  in  the  brig,  right  now,  myself!  You  are  going  to  jail,  you 
hear  me?  JAIL!" 


"I  want  a  lawyer,"  the  suspect  replied. 

Pettit  looked  over  at  Quinn.  Quinn  looked  at  the  young 
drug  suspect  and  asked,  "What  did  you  say?" 

"I  want  a  goddamned  lawyer."  The  suspect  looked  at 
Pettit.  "You  told  me  I  have  the  right  to  a  lawyer  and  I  don't  have 
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to  talk.  Well,  I  am  not  talking  to  this  asshole  and  I  want  a 
lawyer." 

That  was  it,  finished,  over.  Both  investigators  were 
painfully  aware  that  once  a  suspect  asks  for  legal  counsel,  the 
interrogation  ends.  As  Sergeant  Pettit  took  the  suspect  to  a 
detention  area  segregated  from  the  others,  he  flashed  a  "Thank 
you  for  fucking  this  up"  look  at  Quinn,  who  in  turn  made  a 
mental  note  to  himself  to  counsel  the  sergeant  for 
insubordination. 


Quinn  went  down  and  selected  the  next  suspect  out  of 
the  detention  area.  He  decided  he  was  going  to  do  this  himself 
and  thereby  show  these  investigators  the  proper  way  of  solving 
a  dope  case.  He  was  sure  with  eight  suspects  in  all,  sooner  or 
later,  someone  would  talk. 


"You,"  Gunny  Quinn  pointed  at  a  kid  even 
younger  looking  than  the  first.  "Come  with  me." 

This  new  suspect  flashed  a  knowing  smile  to  the  others 
as  he  was  taken  from  the  cell.  In  the  thirty  or  so  minutes  CID 
was  interrogating  their  friend,  they  had  made  a  pact  that 
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nobody  would  confess.  Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn,  the  senior 
investigator  "on  the  scene"  had  made  a  mistake.  Never,  put 
suspects  involved  in  the  same  crime  together  unsupervised 
before  you  have  a  chance  to  question  them. 

Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  emerged  from  his  office  and 
decided  to  take  a  peek  into  the  observation  room  to  see  how 
his  guys  were  doing  with  the  dope  ring.  He  saw  Sergeants 
Pettit  and  Torres  peering  through  one  of  the  two-way  mirrors  in 
the  observation  area. 


"What  is  this,  a  peep  show?" 

"Uh,  no  Top,"  was  Pettit's  reply.  "Gunny  Quinn  is 
interrogating  one  of  the  drug  suspects.  The  other  one 
terminated  after  the  gunny  yelled  at  him  and  it  looks  like 
this  one  is  about  to  also." 


"Why  aren't  you  doing  the  interrogation?"  Pecaro  asked. 
He  then  remembered  telling  Quinn  to  help  get  the  confessions. 

"Gunny  told  us  to  'watch  and  learn.'" 

The  "watch  and  learn"  was  enunciated  in  unison  by  the 
two  investigators,  who  both  smiled  broadly  as  they  said  it. 
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Sergeant  Torres  stepped  to  one  side  so  Eric  could  peer  into  the 
interrogation  room.  Eric  stood  and  watched  in  amazement  as 
Quinn  was  apparently  doing  his  best  to  recreate  a  scene  from  a 
1950's  episode  of  "Dragnet." 

Quinn,  in  his  trademark  cheap  suit  and  worn  wing  tips, 
was  pacing  back  and  forth  in  the  room  as  if  he  was  expecting 
any  minute  a  nurse  would  appear  and  announce,  "It's  a  boy!" 
The  drug  suspect  was  watching  Quinn,  his  head  moving  with 
Quinn  as  if  he  were  at  a  tennis  game.  Quinn  was  yelling  loud 
enough  that  they  really  did  not  need  the  sound  system,  an  old 
baby  monitor  donated  by  somebody  years  earlier,  to  hear  the 
threats  directed  at  the  young  Marine  by  Gunny  Quinn. 


"If  you  do  not  confess,  I  will  have  no  choice  but  to  turn 
this  case  over  to  the  Japanese  police.  You  know  what  they  do 
to  Americans  in  their  prisons?  They  make  you  sleep  on  a  cold 
concrete  floor,  and  they  give  you  nothing  to  eat  but  fish  heads 
and  rice.  Tell  me  about  the  marihuana  you  smoked  and  I  will 
make  sure  you  do  not  get  turned  over  to  the  Japanese.  Unless 
you  confess  now,  I  will  take  you  out  to  the  Japanese  police  and 
your  family  will  have  no  idea  what  happened  to  you." 
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The  suspect  refused  to  confess.  He  was  however,  growing 
more  upset  with  the  perspiring  old  man  threatening  him  and  it 
was  apparent  to  the  three  investigators  watching,  he  was  about 
to  terminate  the  interrogation  just  like  the  first  suspect. 


Pecaro  always  believed  unless  the  building  is  burning 
down,  you  should  never  ever  interrupt  another  investigator's 
interrogation.  Nonetheless,  he  knew  even  if  this  kid  did  by 
some  miracle  confess,  not  one  bit  of  it  would  be  admissible. 
This  was  a  "prima-facie"  case  of  coercion  if  he  had  ever  seen 
one.  He  had  to  get  Quinn  out  of  there.  Eric  knocked  on  the 
door  of  the  interrogation  room.  "Mr.  Quinn,  you  have  a 
telephone  call." 


Quinn  came  out  of  the  room  furious,  "Why  did  you 
interrupt  me?  He  was  just  about  to  cough  it  up." 

"Ted,  the  only  thing  this  kid  is  about  to  'cough  up'  is 
lunch.  Besides,  you  know  you  can't  threaten  people.  Ted,  as  a 
minister,  I  thought  you  would  know  all  about  empathy.  How 
about  trying  some?  This  kid  can't  be  more  than  eighteen  and  I 
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can  tell  through  that  bravado  he  is  trying  to  put  on,  he  is 
scared  as  hell." 

Theodore  Quinn  had  to  work  to  maintain  his  composure. 
The  master  sergeant  had  pushed  the  wrong  button  this  time. 
Pecaro  had  no  business  bringing  his  ministry  into  this. 

"Top  Pecaro,  my  service  to  the  Lord  is  my  business.  I  do 
not  let  it  interfere  with  my  military  duties  and  I  do  not  expect 
my  supervisors  to  make  an  issue  of  what  I  do  on  my  own  time. 
If  you  think  you  can  do  this  better,  than  be  my  guest." 


Ted  Quinn  turned  around,  walked  down  the  hall  to  the 
black-market  section,  went  into  his  office  and  slammed  the 
door. 


Eric  was  left  standing  in  the  hall.  He  was  taken  aback  for 
a  moment,  but  shook  it  off  and  remembered  there  was  a  drug 
suspect  still  sitting  just  beyond  the  closed  door  of  the 
interrogation  room.  He  stuck  his  head  inside  the  interrogation 
and  informed  the  young  Marine  Mr.  Quinn  had  been 
unexpectedly  called  away,  but  that  somebody  would  be  with 
him  shortly. 
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Eric  put  his  mind  into  motion  and  within  seconds,  had  a 
plan.  He  walked  into  the  bullpen  and  asked  if  there  was  any 
Ninhydrine  in  the  office.  Staff  Sergeant  Edan  checked  the 
supply  closet  and  found  a  nearly  full  aerosol  can  of 
Ninhydrine,  about  the  size  of  a  large  can  of  hair  spray. 


Edan,  Pettit  and  Torres  then  watched  Pecaro  with  great 
interest  as  he  conducted  several  test  sprays  on  an  empty 
cardboard  box.  Sergeant  Kelly  Bressette  walked  back  into  the 
office  from  a  call  she  was  on  and  after  watching  the  show  for  a 
few  seconds,  asked  the  others,  "Hey,  what's  the  Top  doing?" 


"He  is  spraying  Ninhydrine  on  a  cardboard  box," 

Torres  replied  curtly. 

"Oh,  okay."  Kelly  answered  matter  of  factly.  It  took  less 
than  five  seconds  for  her  curiosity  to  become  unbearable. 
"What's  Ninhydrine?" 

Staff  Sergeant  Edan  answered.  "Sergeant  Bressette, 
Ninhydrine  is  a  chemical  used  for  the  development  of 
fingerprints  on  paper,  such  as  documents,  checks,  or  cash.  To 
use  Ninhydrine,  it  is  sprayed  on  the  questioned  document  and 
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after  about  twenty  minutes,  the  chemical  reacts  with  the  oils 
deposited  from  the  surface  of  the  fingers  to  produce  deep 
purple  latent  fingerprints,  if  any  are  present." 

"Oh,  okay."  Bressette  watched  Pecaro  for  a  few  more 
seconds,  and  then  repeated  her  earlier  question.  "So,  what's 
the  master  sergeant  doing?" 

Nobody  had  any  idea. 

Without  uttering  a  word,  Eric  Pecaro  walked  back  in  the 
direction  of  the  interrogation  rooms  carrying  the  can  of 
Ninhydrine.  Edan,  Pettit,  Torres,  and  Bressette  ran  for  the 
observation  room  and  pushed  and  shoved  for  position 
behind  the  two-way  mirror. 


Eric  walked  into  the  interrogation  room  and  looked  down 
on  the  scared  young  Marine.  "What  is  your  name,  son?" 

"Capps  Sir,  Private  Capps." 

"No  son,  your  first  name" 

Private  Capps  gave  the  well-dressed  man  a  funny  look. 
Eric  was  in  his  trademark  dark  suit  and  the  young  suspect  was 
not  aware  he  was  addressing  a  Marine  master  sergeant. 
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"Mark  sir,  Mark  Capps" 

"Well  Mark,  my  name  is  Mr.  Pecaro.  I  am  the  chief 
investigator  here  and  I  would  like  to  complete  your  interview, 
since  Mr.  Quinn  had  to  be  called  away.  Before  we  begin,  could 
you  do  me  a  favor  and  hold  out  your  hands,  palms  up?" 

The  young  Marine  gave  Pecaro  a  questioning  look,  but 
complied  with  the  request.  Eric  popped  the  top  off  the 
Ninhydrine  and  sprayed  the  Marine's  hands  and  fingers  with  the 
chemical. 


"Now  Mark,  I  have  to  ask  you  a  few  routine  questions. 
Could  you  start  with  telling  me  your  date  and  place  of  birth?" 

As  Capps  answered  the  series  of  innocuous 
questions,  he  couldn't  help  looking  at  his  hands,  still  damp 
from  the  chemical. 

Pecaro  waited  a  few  minutes  until  the  curiosity  was 
written  all  over  the  suspect's  face.  "Mark,  I'm  sorry,  I  should 
have  said  something  earlier.  That  substance  on  your  hands  is 
THC  Detection  Solution.  What  THC  Detection  Solution  does  is 
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react  with  Tetrahydrocannabinol,  otherwise  known  as  THC,' 
which  is  the  active  ingredient  in  Marihuana. 

Eric  expounded  on  his  deception.  "If  you  have  smoked,  or 
otherwise  handled  Marihuana  in  the  last  twelve  hours,  then  the 
THC  will  react  with  the  solution  and  turn  your  hands  purple. 
Since  the  reaction  usually  takes  about  twenty  minutes,  I  wanted 
to  use  this  time  to  get  to  know  you  a  little  better.  Now  what  did 
you  say  your  address  back  home  in  the  states  was?" 


Over  the  next  fifteen  minutes,  Eric  dove  into  Capps'  job  in 
the  Marine  Corps,  his  mom  back  home,  and  the  girl  Capps 
hoped  to  marry  someday.  He  never  once  asked  Private  Capps 
what  he  and  the  other  Marines  were  doing  in  that  barracks 
room.  Of  course,  the  whole  time,  Private  Capps  was  sneaking 
peeks  at  his  hands,  which  he  was  keeping  palms-down  in  his 
lap.  Finally,  Eric  could  see  the  color  leave  Capps'  face  as  he 
flashed  one  last  peek  and  then  sat  on  his  hands,  hoping  the 
man  in  the  suit  did  not  notice.  The  time  had  come.  Eric  Pecaro 
quite  ceremoniously  placed  his  clipboard  down  on  the  desk 
and  asked,  "Mark,  can  I  look  at  your  hands  now?" 

Tears  were  starting  to  well  in  the  eyes  of  the  young  man 
as  he  slowly  pulled  his  deep  purple  hands  out  from  under  him. 
Pecaro  knew  the  color  would  wash  out  in  a  few  days.  Pecaro 
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also  knew  he  had  just  a  few  seconds  to  seize  the  moment.  He 
moved  closer  and  lowered  his  voice  to  barely  above  a  whisper. 

"Mark,  it  is  obvious  you  handled  that  marihuana.  In  fact 
from  the  deepness  and  tone  of  the  color,  I  am  sure  you  smoked 
some  of  that  marihuana  as  well." 

Capps  was  not  denying,  Pecaro  quickly  continued,  "Mark, 
we  need  to  work  this  out.  I  don't  think  you  supplied  the  pot  (a 
safe  but  not  certain  guess),  but  I  am  afraid  you  got  involved  in 
something  out  of  character  for  you.  I  think  the  only  reason  you 
smoked  that  marihuana  was  because  everyone  else  was  and 
being  a  pretty  new  guy  around  the  unit  (a  very  safe  guess, 
based  on  the  suspect's  age),  you  felt  you  had  to  go  along.'" 


Tears  were  now  falling  down  Capps'  face  in  a  steady 
stream.  Still,  he  remained  quiet.  This  was  a  good  sign. 

Pecaro  moved  in  for  the  kill. 

"Mark,  since  it  is  now  obvious  you  smoked  some  of  that 
marihuana,  the  only  question  left  is  did  you  supply  that 
marihuana,  or  did  you  just  smoke  some  of  it?  You  just  smoked 
it  didn't  you?  You  didn't  supply  it  did  you?" 
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Capps  shook  his  head.  Now  the  moment  of  truth  was 
upon  him. 

"You  just  smoked  it,  didn't  you?" 

Capps  nodded  his  head  and  then  leaned  forward  in  his 
chair.  Pecaro  thought  for  a  moment  that  Capps  was  going  to 
pass  out. 

"Sir,  I  fucked  up."  Capps  sobbed,  "That  was  my  friend's 
room.  I  didn't  even  know  they  were  smoking  dope  until  I 
walked  in." 

"Who  handed  you  the  joint  the  first  time?" 

"Harper  sir,  Lance  Corporal  Harper.  It  was  his  grass." 

"How  much  did  you  smoke?" 

"I  had  maybe  two  hits  before  the  duty  NCO  walked  in." 

"Everybody  in  that  room  smoked  some,  didn't  they?" 

Private  Capps  felt  uneasy,  but  he  trusted  the  man  in  the 
suit.  "Everybody  sir,  we  all  took  turns." 

Eric  typed  the  Marine's  confession  on  a  laptop  computer 
kept  in  the  interrogation  room  for  that  purpose.  He  then  swore 
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the  man  to  the  truthfulness  of  his  statement  and  left  the 
distraught  Private  Capps  in  the  room,  considering  all  he  had 
done  that  day. 

As  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  rounded  the  corner  to  the 
hallway  in  front  of  the  observation  room,  four  very  impressed 
investigators  met  him  and  inquired  as  to  where  he  got  the  idea 
for  the  Ninhydrine  "drug  test."  Eric  seized  this  opportunity  to 
teach  the  younger  investigators. 


"Boys  and  girls,  in  this  business,  you've  got  to  sympathize 
with  the  person  in  the  other  chair.  Most  of  the  time  your  suspect 
is  a  young  man  or  woman  in  trouble  and  is  mostly  looking  for  a 
friend.  You  have  to  project  yourself  as  open  minded  and  willing 
to  give  them  a  chance.  If  you  do,  then  most  people  will  jump  at 
the  chance  to  tell  you  their  side  of  the  story." 


Pettit  interjected,  "But  Top,  you  tricked  him  with  the 
Ninhydrine.  That  stuff  has  nothing  to  do  with  detecting  THC." 

A  small  grin  crossed  Pecaro's  face  as  he  answered  the 
young  sergeant,  "Stu,  Supreme  Court  precedent  allows  us  to 
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use  trickery  during  interrogations,  so  long  as  we  are  not 
coercive.  Do  any  of  you  know  what  the  coercion  test  is?" 
Pecaro  looked  at  the  four  blank  stares.  Even  the  district 
chief  did  not  answer  the  question. 

Pecaro  answered  for  them,  "Would  this  tactic  have 
caused  an  innocent  man  to  confess?  That  is  the  judicial  test.  I 
believe  we  could  articulate  an  innocent  person  would  not  have 
accepted  the  results  of  the  THC  Detection  Solution'  quite  so 
easily  as  Private  Capps.  Now  let's  start  talking  to  the  other 
suspects,  I  don't  want  to  be  here  all  night." 
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CHAPTER  3— "BO-KU-SHI"  (THE  PREACHER) 


The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  looked  up  at  the  hand 
painted  sign  above  the  sliding  glasor  of  his  mission,  "Church 
of  the  Healing  Power  of  Christ. " 

Located  in  a  two-story  former  construction  office,  the 
temporary  structure  was  never  meant  to  remain  standing 
beyond  the  time  needed  to  build  the  rundown  grocery  store 
beside  it.  However,  years  earlier  someone  in  the  congregation 
had  talked  the  construction  company  into  donating  the  sagging 
building  in  Kinville,  about  three  blocks  outside  Camp  Hansen. 


Much  to  his  frustration,  being  a  preacher  was  not 
Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn's  full  time  job.  His  job  Marine  Corps 
job  really  meant  little  to  him,  other  than  to  provide  a  consistent 
source  of  income  while  he  saved  souls  for  the  Lord. 


Theodore  Quinn's  first  and  only  love  was  the  gospel  and 
he  had  shared  it  for  years  with  the  congregation  of  his  church 
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back  home.  His  orders  to  Okinawa  had  forced  him  to  abandon 
his  church  and  one  of  his  greatest  concerns  was  during  his  year 
in  Okinawa,  some  other  preacher  would  move  in  on  his 
Southern  Baptist  congregation  back  in  Beaufort. 

Of  course,  before  he  left  the  states,  his  small  flock,  made 
up  mostly  of  poor  farm  laborers,  assured  him  they  would 
never  allow  another  to  lead  them.  Then,  to  prove  their  love  for 
their  preacher,  they  all  pooled  their  meager  savings,  took  out 
loans,  and  presented  Preacher  Quinn  with  a  late  model 
Cadillac,  which  he  unhappily  left  in  the  care  of  his  wife  during 
his  stay  in  Okinawa.  Theodore  Quinn  knew  these  poor  people 
could  not  afford  such  an  opulent  gift  but  he  never  considered 
declining  their  offering  to  him.  He  was  after  all,  their  spiritual 
leader  and  their  connection  to  God. 


Although  he  had  over  fourteen  years  in  the  Marine  Corps, 
this  was  Quinn's  first  assignment  overseas.  The  calling  he  felt 
to  build  and  grow  a  church  in  rural  South  Carolina  was  the 
singular  most  important  thing  in  his  life.  His  flock  needed  him 
and  he  needed  the  steady  salary  his  Marine  Corps  career 
provided  him.  The  people  he  spiritually  led  did  not  have  the 
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resources  to  keep  their  preacher  in  any  acceptable  quality  of 
life. 

The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  knew  he  was  a  United 
States  Marine  and  was  expected  to  deploy  at  any  time. 
Nevertheless,  his  ministry  called  for  him  to  do  whatever  it 
took  to  stay  in  Beaufort. 


Over  the  years,  Quinn  learned  the  various  ways  to 
maneuver  his  way  out  of  overseas  service.  From  claims  of 
financial  hardship,  to  his  insistence  his  children  needed  special 
educational  resources  unavailable  outside  of  the  U.S.,  Quinn 
worked  virtually  full  time  to  keep  from  leaving  his  home  and  his 
church.  Unfortunately,  this  time  Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn  ran 
out  of  maneuvering  room.  His  turn  to  go  was  long  overdue.  So 
when  the  day  came,  he  drove  his  almost  new  Cadillac  to  the 
small  local  airport,  kissed  his  wife  and  each  of  his  four  children 
good-bye,  and  started  off  for  his  first  and  last  trip  to  Japan. 


Gunny  Quinn  knew  his  pay-grade  entitled  him  to 
supervise  whichever  CID  section  or  district  he  wanted  and  even 
though  he  had  never  been  to  Okinawa,  he  decided  he  wanted 
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the  Black-market  section.  Quinn  had  learned  due  to  the  large 
amount  of  late  night  surveillance  activity  required  of  the 
section,  the  Black-market  team  worked  non-standard  hours. 
Since  he  would  be  able  to  pretty  much  make  up  his  hours  as  he 
went  along,  he  had  hoped  to  link  up  with  any  one  of  the  small 
Christian  missions  outside  the  main  gate  and  possibly  work  his 
way  into  a  part-time  preaching  job. 

Quinn  pulled  the  church  keys  from  his  pocket  and  turned 
the  key  in  the  cheap  lock.  He  was  quite  happy,  for  things  had 
turned  out  better  than  he  could  have  possibly  prayed  for. 

The  Reverend  Quinn  slid  the  church  door  open  and  was 
struck  in  the  face  by  a  hot,  musty  blast  of  heat  as  he  walked 
across  the  squeaky  plywood  floor.  It  was  9:30  a.m.  and  he 
would  have  a  couple  of  hours  to  get  the  donated  air 
conditioner  to  cool  the  building  down  to  a  comfortable  level. 
Quinn  was  expecting  his  usual  twenty-five  to  thirty 
parishioners,  which  would  pretty  much  fill  the  military  surplus 
folding  chairs  in  the  sanctuary. 


The  Reverend  walked  through  the  sanctuary  to  the 
pastor's  office,  and  sat  down  on  the  torn  swivel  chair.  Quinn 
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took  a  moment  to  reflect  on  his  time  in  Okinawa.  It  had  been 
four  months  since  his  arrival,  and  he  had  already  been 
blessed.  Finding  this  small  congregation  in  need  of  a  minister 
was  certainly  the  biggest  blessing  of  all. 

Of  course,  the  missionary  who'd  been  preaching  the  first 
Sunday  Quinn  discovered  the  church,  had  been  doing  the  best 
he  could.  But  it  was  obvious  the  young  missionary  just  did  not 
have  the  knowledge  of  God's  word  or  the  power  of  God's  hand 
in  his  ministry  that  Theodore  Quinn  enjoyed. 


After  a  short  meeting  following  a  Wednesday  night 
service,  the  young  man  quietly  stepped  aside  and 
subsequently  left  the  island.  Now,  guided  by  God's  hand,  the 
Reverend  Quinn  understood  the  awesome  responsibility  of 
leading  his  group  of  sinners  from  the  darkness  and  into  the 
light  of  the  Lord. 


The  congregation  of  the  Church  of  the  Healing  Power  of 
Christ  consisted,  by  and  large  of  servicemen.  Many  were 
recovering  alcoholics  who  had  wandered  into  the  building  on 
the  Friday  and  Saturday  nights.  The  church  would  open  its 
doors  and  beckon  to  the  world  to  send  in  those  in  pain.  Being 
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located  in  the  heart  of  the  Kinville  bar  district,  certainly  helped 
recruitment,  as  did  the  hot  coffee  and  understanding  ears  of  the 
church  members  who  had  been  there  themselves. 

In  the  months  since  Quinn's  arrival,  several  women, 
mostly  the  wives  of  other  servicemen  had  also  come  to  join  the 
congregation.  Most  were  attracted  to  the  church  by  a  desire  to 
minister  to  people  in  need.  Some  were  intensely  lonely  due  to 
the  deployments  of  their  husbands,  and  wanted  to  be  around 
other  people  in  a  safe  place.  Some  were  troubled  in  their  own 
personal  lives  and  wanted  their  spirituality  fed. 


As  the  months  passed,  the  congregation  found 
themselves  drawn  to  the  Reverend  Quinn's  personal  brand  of 
charismatic  leadership,  his  demand  they  do  "what's  right," 
and  his  insistence  that  each  of  them  knew  in  their  heart  what 
"right"  was.  For  many  of  his  flock,  Theodore  Quinn  became 
the  most  important  person  in  their  lives. 


During  sermons,  the  members  of  his  flock  hung  on 
Quinn's  every  word  as  he  lashed  out  at  the  temptations  of  the 
world.  They  hurriedly  scribbled  notes  in  the  margins  of  their 
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well-used  bibles,  as  their  preacher  revealed  Satan's  presence 
in  every  bottle  of  cheap  bar  whisky  and  in  every  well  used 
vagina  of  the  whores  on  Gate  Two  Street. 

Quinn  had  spent  most  of  the  previous  evening  preparing 
the  sermon  of  the  day.  This  one  would  again  be  on  the  evils  of 
temptation.  He  was  planning  to  lecture  at  length  regarding 
Satan's  cunning  in  the  way  he  manipulated  God's  children  into 
the  reckless  consumption  of  alcohol,  extra-marital  sex,  and 
illegal  drugs.  The  last  thought  made  him  wince.  It  had  been 
almost  a  month  since  the  "dope  ring"  fiasco  at  the  office. 


Ted  Quinn  was  confident  the  druggie  he  had  been 
interrogating  was  about  to  confess  when  Pecaro  had  pulled  him 
out  of  the  interrogation  room.  Of  course,  what  made  it  worse 
was  Pecaro's  success  in  copping  out  the  other  seven  suspects 
with  his  Ninhydrine  routine.  Worse  yet,  Pecaro  was  able  to 
identify  the  dealer  who  sold  the  marihuana. 


A  subsequent  raid  by  NCIS  and  the  local  police  at  an 
apartment  in  town,  resulted  in  the  seizure  of  several  pounds  of 
marihuana.  Pure  blind,  dumb,  stupid  luck,  he  winced.  Now,  he 
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had  the  misfortune  of  being  present  for  the  adding  of  another 
chapter  to  the  "Pecaro  Legend. " The  thought  made  him  ill.  He 
was  sure  he  wasn't  jealous  of  Eric  Pecaro.  He  was  just  upset 
because  he  knew  Pecaro  wasn't  as  great  as  everyone  was  so 
convinced  he  was. 

The  reverend  was  lost  in  thought  when  he  heard  the 
sounds  of  Amazing  Grace  on  the  old  piano  in  the  sanctuary. 
Sister  Aguiar  had  arrived  early  and  was  practicing.  Aguiar  had 
been  a  "bar-hook"  in  Kinville  when  Ted  Quinn,  the  CID  Agent 
had  busted  her  for  an  assortment  of  criminal  violations.  He 
promised  he  would  not  pursue  her  criminally,  nor  would  he 
report  her  to  the  Japanese  authorities,  if  she  would  agree  to 
start  coming  to  his  services.  He  had  no  idea  of  her  fine  musical 
skills  until  she  saw  the  piano  on  her  first  visit  to  the  church  and 
asked  if  she  could  play.  Sister  Sophia  Aguiar  had  been  playing 
every  Sunday  since  then  and  had  become  one  of  the 
reverend's  most  faithful  followers. 


Quinn  emerged  from  his  office  wearing  a  floor  length 
white  minister's  robe  with  a  white  cross,  stenciled  in  relief  on 
the  back.  He  walked  over  to  sister  Aguiar,  who  stood  up  and 
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lovingly  embraced  him  before  returning  to  her  practice.  It  was 
about  ten  minutes  prior  to  the  service  and  the  congregation  was 
starting  to  arrive.  Quinn  met  them  all  at  the  front  door.  The 
mission  would  be  full  today  and  Reverend  Quinn  was  filled  with 
pride. 

As  Quinn  took  his  place  at  the  pulpit,  he  looked  down  on 
his  congregation.  Every  seat  was  filled  and  there  were  several 
people  standing  against  the  back  wall.  Directly  in  front  of  him, 
looking  up  in  anticipation  of  the  answers  she  knew  Reverend 
Theodore  Quinn  would  provide  was  Maria  Schull. 


As  Maria  looked  with  rapture  at  the  great  religious  leader 
she  so  admired,  she  thought  of  her  husband.  Maria  had  tried 
several  times  to  get  Terry  to  go  with  her  to  the  services.  She  had 
wanted  him  to  experience  the  wisdom  this  great  man  shared 
with  his  followers.  On  the  other  hand,  she  understood  Terry  was 
deeply  embarrassed  by  the  things  she  had  done  and  further 
ashamed  by  the  fact  Brother  Quinn  used  to  work  for  him.  She 
understood  Terry  now  had  to  struggle  in  humiliation  and 
disgrace  because  of  her  stupidity. 
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Maria  picked  up  a  dog-eared  hymnal  from  the  floor 
beneath  her  metal  chair  and  raised  her  voice  in  harmony  with 
the  other  members  of  the  rag-tag  group  of  winos,  prostitutes, 
and  discarded  souls,  all  looking  for  a  place  to  belong. 


Eric  was  quite  sure  he  was  still  drunk  from  the  night 
before  when  he  got  the  call  from  Brenda.  It  was  Sunday 
morning  and  he  had  not  planned  to  get  up  this  early.  Still,  his 
wife  was  on  the  phone  and  the  urgency  in  her  voice,  caused 
him  to  try  that  much  harder  to  clear  his  head. 


"Eric,  Sarah  is  sick.  I  think  she  has  Pneumonia.  She  is 
coughing,  and  she  is  hot,  really,  really  hot!" 

"Okay  Brenda,  calm  down.  It's  going  to  be  fine.  What  is 
her  temperature  right  now?" 

"You  know  I  don't  know  how  to  do  that.  I  asked  you 
before  you  left  to  get  the  kind  of  thermometer  I  just  have  to  lay 
on  her  forehead.  You  have  always  been  the  one  who  took  her 
temperature.  I  don't  know  how  to  work  that  thing!" 
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Eric  winced.  Brenda  had  never  wanted  to  use  any  kind  of 
thermometer  on  Sarah.  She  insisted  she  could  not  read  the 
mercury.  It  was  a  little  late  to  learn  now. 

"Brenda,  take  her  to  the  emergency  room.  Let  a  doctor 
look  at  her." 

"But  I  don't  know  if  I  should.  I  don't  want  to  look  foolish." 

"Well  Brenda,  seeing  as  it  is  sort  of  difficult  for  me  to 
read  a  thermometer  from  thirteen  thousand  miles  away,  I  don't 
see  where  you  have  a  whole  lot  of  choice." 

"Don't  start  with  me,  you  always  did  these  things!" 
she  screamed. 

"Brenda,  I'm  not  starting  with  you.  I  just  think  that  now 
you  have  to  do  a  few  things  for  your..."  The  phone  went  dead. 

Eric  hung  up  the  telephone;  put  his  hands  over  his 
face,  and  let  his  head  fall  backward  into  the  pillow.  He  had 
never  meant  to  drink  that  much.  The  night  before  was  still 
foggy.  He  remembered  running  into  Sally  and  Ann  at  Speedy's. 
He  also  remembered  going  back  to  their  place  and  spending 
most  of  the  night  talking  about  old  cases  and  knocking  back 
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"Alabama  Slammers,"  a  concoction  of  several  fruit  juices 
and  about  a  zillion  types  of  alcohol. 

The  last  thing  he  recalled  was  a  very  amused  Sally 
Mathis,  walking  him  step  by  step,  up  to  his  third  floor  room, 
putting  him  into  bed,  taking  off  his  shoes  and  socks,  and 
turning  him  on  his  side.  It  seemed  like  the  door  had  just  closed 
behind  her  when  the  phone  rang,  but  that  couldn't  be.  It  had 
been  already  light  when  the  call  came  in  from  Brenda. 


Shit,  she  hung  up  on  me.  God,  I  hope  Sarah  is  okay.  Eric 
dialed  his  home  telephone  number.  He  listened  to  his  own 
voice  telling  him  there  was  no  one  home. 


Lance  Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto  jolted  upright  in  bed.  She 
was  drenched  in  sweat  and  shaking  uncontrollably.  She  bolted 
to  the  bathroom  and  threw  up  for  several  minutes  until 
everything  was  out  of  her  stomach. 


She'd  had  the  dream  again.  Only  this  time  it  was  all  so 
real,  the  images,  the  sounds,  and  the  smells.  The  thought  of  it 
again  sickened  her.  She  lowered  her  head  into  the  toilet  and 
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heaved  painfully,  only  there  was  nothing  left  to  expel.  Lori 
finally  gathered  herself  and  ran  down  the  barracks  hallway  to 
pound  on  the  door  of  the  only  person  who  would  understand. 

Kelly  Bressette  awoke  to  the  sound  of  someone  thumping 
on  the  door  of  her  barracks  room.  She  got  out  of  bed,  shuffled 
to  the  door  and  opened  it  before  it  dawned  on  her  she  had  gone 
to  bed  wearing  just  her  bra  and  panties.  In  her  groggy  state,  she 
did  not  think  to  stop  and  put  anything  else  on. 


The  door  flew  open  and  Kelly  had  to  take  a  step  back  into 
the  room  as  the  hysterical  Lori  tackled  her.  Lori  Hashimoto 
hugged  the  Sergeant,  intending  to  never  let  go. 

Kelly  had  seen  her  like  this  once  before.  She  gently 
stroked  Lori's  hair  and  talked  to  her  in  soothing,  reassuring 
tones,  telling  her  everything  was  going  to  be  "Okay." 

At  that  moment,  Lori's  roommate,  Corporal  Shirley  Morris, 
walked  by  and  glanced  in  the  open  door  at  the  two,  mostly 
naked,  women  who  were  embracing  each  other.  She  stood 
there  with  her  mouth  open  as  she  watched  the  sergeant 
stroking  her  roommate's  hair  and  whispering  in  her  ear. 
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Kelly  looked  out  her  room  door  and  spied  the  shocked 
Morris  staring  in  disbelief  at  she  and  Lori.  "What  the  fuck  are 
you  looking  at!"  Kelly  screamed,  then  kicked  the  door  shut 
in  Morris'  face 


"I  had  the  dream  again!  It  was  horrible."  Lori  wept. 

"I  know  Baby,  I  know.  I  am  so  sorry."  Kelly  continued  to 
stroke  Lori's  jet-black  hair. 

"It  was  so  real.  I  was  about  twelve,  and  in  my  bed,  and..." 

"Shhh,"  Kelly  whispered.  "It's  okay." 

"I  was  so  scared.  I  moved  my  bed  so  it  faced  the  door.  I 
was  under  my  blankets  and  I  saw  him  crack  the  door  open.  I 
pretended  to  be  asleep,  but  it  didn't  work,  it  never  worked." 

Kelly  silently  stroked  Lori's  hair. 

"He  came  in  and  sat  on  the  end  of  my  bed.  It  was  so  real.  I 
could  smell  the  scotch  on  his  breath." 

"Go  on  Baby."  Kelly  encouraged. 

"He  pulled  my  blanket  down  and  started  rubbing  my 
stomach.  He  told  me  he  knew  I  was  awake." 


Page 


160 


Pecaro’s  Year 


"What  did  he  do  then,  Lori?"  Kelly  knew  the  answer  to 
this  question.  There  were  a  hundred  reasons  of  her  own  as  to 
why  she  knew  the  answer  to  this  question. 

Lori  shook  uncontrollably.  "He  did  what  he  always  did. 
He  kissed  me  on  my  mouth  with  his  stinky  breath.  He  took  my 
hand  and  made  me  touch  his  'thing.'  He  reached  under  my 
nightgown  and  started  playing  with  me.  Even  in  the  dream  it 
hurt.  It  hurt  like  it  did  the  first  time." 


Lori  took  a  deep  breath  and  continued.  "He  knew  I  was 
awake  and  he  pulled  off  his  boxer  shorts.  I  knew  what  he 
wanted  to  do,  but  I  was  hoping  he  would  be  soft.  Sometimes, 
he  was  soft  and  then  he  would  just  leave." 


"He  wasn't,  was  he?"  Kelly  asked  gently. 

"No,  he  straddled  me  and  tried  to  put  that  stinking  thing 
in  my  mouth,  but  I  wouldn't  open  up.  God,  I  can  still  see  it,  I 
can  still  smell,  it  but  I  wouldn't  open  my  mouth.  Sergeant,  he 
grabbed  me  by  the  hair,  pulled  my  head  back  and  forced  it  in." 
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Kelly  was  fighting  her  own  tears.  Lori's  sobs  diminished  a 
little  as  she  continued.  "I  woke  up  choking.  I  could  still  taste  it 
in  my  mouth.  I'm  sorry  for  coming  down  here  Sergeant,  but  I 
didn't  know  what  else  to  do." 


Kelly's  own  memories  came  rushing  back.  She  too  had 
been  repeatedly  assaulted.  In  her  case,  the  molestation  started 
at  age  ten  and  the  perpetrator  had  been  one  of  her  mother's 
boyfriends.  Kelly  remembered  how  she  had  revealed  her  own 
painful  past  to  Lance  Corporal  Hashimoto  on  the  very  first  night 
they  met.  Kelly  had  responded  to  a  sexual  abuse  allegation, 
made  by  a  fourteen-year  old  against  her  stepfather.  Hashimoto 
was  the  first  MP  on  the  scene  and  Kelly  had  asked  her  to  stay 
back  and  assist  her  with  the  case. 


After  finishing  the  victim's  rape  exam  protocol  at  the 
hospital,  Bressette  and  Hashimoto  rode  together  back  to  PMO 
to  finish  their  paperwork.  In  the  car,  Kelly  could  sense 
something  was  wrong  with  the  quiet  lance  corporal.  Kelly 
believed  she  knew  what  it  was  and  took  a  chance. 
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"I  was  raped  when  I  was  a  little  girl."  Kelly  announced  to 
the  wide-eyed  Hashimoto.  "The  asshole  who  did  it  to  me  was 
one  of  my  derelict  mother's  piece  of  shit  boyfriends.  I  was 
confused  and  really  scared  for  a  long  time." 


Kelly  knew  she  had  Hashimoto's  attention  and  continued. 
"When  I  finally  gathered  the  nerve  the  tell  my  dad  what  was 
going  on,  me  and  my  step  mom  had  to  physically  restrain  my 
father  from  leaving  the  house  with  his  hunting  rifle.  We  finally 
talked  him  into  calling  the  police  who  arrested  the  ass-hole, 
who  of  course  denied  everything. 


"I  moved  in  with  my  dad.  That  was  the  good  part.  My 
stupid  bitch  mother  totally  believed  the  perverted  piece  of  shit. 
He  later  got  off  due  to  'lack  of  evidence.'  Two  years  later,  dear 
sweet  mom  walked  in  on  the  little  pedophile  fucking  my 
thirteen-year-old  kid  sister." 


"What  happened?"  Lori  asked  quietly. 

"The  scum-bag  did  nine  months  of  a  three-year  sentence 
and  was  released  on  parole.  That  was  six  years  ago.  He  left 
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town  and  hasn't  been  heard  from  since.  He  is  still  out  there 
somewhere,  fucking  little  girls,  I'm  sure." 

"My  father  molested  me."  Hashimoto  whispered. 

"Your  step  dad?" 

"My  dad." 

Kelly  did  not  have  a  chance  to  mask  her  sharp  intake  of 
breath.  Her  stomach  turned.  It  was  her  father,  her  natural 
father!  Kelly's  brain  worked  overtime  to  conceive  this.  Her  own 
father  was  her  'savior,'  her  'hero.'  Kelly  realized  she  was  still  a 
new  investigator  and  admittedly  hadn't  seen  a  lot  yet.  Still,  she 
was  sure,  there  was  no  greater  betrayal,  no  more  horrendous 
crime,  than  what  this  man  had  done  to  his  own  daughter. 


Brenda  Pecaro  called  Eric  back  just  as  he  stepped  out  of 
the  shower.  Brenda  reported  she  and  Sarah  had  returned  from 
the  emergency  room  and  Sarah  was  fine.  "102  degrees,  but  the 
doctor  said  she  was  already  coming  down,"  she  added. 


"Brenda  look,  I  did  not  mean  to  get  on  you,  but  I  am  not 
there.  You  just  have  to  take  care  of  things  yourself  for  awhile." 
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"Eric,  I  can't  do  it."  She  started  to  sob,  "I'm  no  good  at 
this.  I  need  help.  Other  people  have  their  families  around.  I 
can't  do  this  by  myself.  I  have  no  one  to  talk  to.  Nobody 
around  here  will  talk  to  me.  I  know  they  are  talking  behind  my 
back  and  nobody  will  help  me!"  She  was  growing  more 
hysterical. 


"Brenda,  please  calm  down.  We  both  talked  about  this. 
You  know  I  am  here  for  the  next  year  and..." 

"I  NEED  YOU  HERE!" 

"Brenda,  that  is  imposs..." 

"FUCK  YOU!" 

The  line  went  dead.  Eric  sat  of  the  edge  of  his  cheap 
issued  mattress  and  examined  the  receiver  he  held  in  his  hand. 

Brenda  Pecaro  glared  at  the  telephone  lying  in  several 
pieces  on  the  floor  of  her  military  quarters  on  Marine  Corps 
Base,  Quantico,  Virginia.  She  hated  this  whole  thing.  She 
hated  the  Marine  Corps  for  sending  her  husband  away.  She 
hated  Eric  for  not  understanding  how  much  she  needed  him 
and  for  not  refusing  to  go  to  that  "shit  hole." 
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She  hated  him  more  for  never  being  at  his  barracks  when 
she  called.  If  he's  not  at  work,  he  should  be  at  the  barracks. 
Where  else  would  he  have  to  be?  She  wondered.  Most  of  all, 
Brenda  Pecaro  hated  herself  for  not  being  able  to  handle  any  of 
this. 


Brenda  unplugged  the  phone  and  tossed  it  in  the 
overflowing  garbage  can.  She  knew  she  would  have  to  pick  up 
another  phone  at  the  P.X.  Brenda  sat  down  in  front  of  her 
personal  computer  and  double  clicked  the  Internet  icon.  She 
listened  to  the  sounds  of  her  modem  "shaking  hands"  with  the 
Internet  service  provider  and  thought  about  what  a  lifesaver  the 
Internet  with  its  chat  rooms  had  been.  At  least  she  could  talk 
with  other  grown  people. 


Brenda  was  afraid  of  people  in  general,  and  men  in 
particular.  That  was  why  she  had  very  rarely  dated  before  she 
married  Eric.  She  wanted  to  get  married  and  have  children 
some  day,  but  hated  the  whole  dating  process.  Brenda  was 
never  popular  in  high  school.  She  refused  to  be  used  the  way 
other  girls  were  by  the  boys  in  school.  On  the  day  she  got 
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married,  Brenda  was  convinced  she  was  the  only  twenty-eight 
year  old  virgin  on  the  face  of  the  planet. 

When  she  met  Eric  Pecaro,  she  was  immediately  taken  by 
the  respect  he  showed  her.  He  made  her  comfortable.  He  was 
very  handsome,  even  debonair  in  his  short  Marine  Corps 
haircut.  He  also  had  a  great  career  and  most  importantly,  he 
called  her  for  a  second  date,  and  an  unprecedented  third. 
Brenda  knew  in  her  heart  Eric  had  never  actually  been  in  love 
with  her.  That  was  okay,  as  long  as  he  took  care  of  her  and  did 
not  leave  her  by  herself.  Now  she  found  herself  all  alone  and 
very  afraid. 


The  Internet  connection  was  made  and  Brenda's 
computer  started  beeping,  informing  her  she  had  "friends"  on 
line,  waiting  to  chat.  She  clicked  on  the  appropriate  icon  and 
the  split  chat  screen  appeared.  The  top  box  was  dedicated  to 
incoming  text  messages,  and  the  bottom  box  was  reserved  for 
her  responses.  Once  the  program  completely  loaded,  Brenda 
could  see  the  text  of  a  live  message  appearing  magically 
across  the  top  of  her  screen. 

"Lonely  lady,  I'm  so  glad  you  logged  in.  I've  been  missin' 
ya" 
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"Bass  Man,"  she  started  typing,  "I  really  need  to  talk  to 

you." 


"Talk  to  me  Girl,  I'm  here  for  you." 


The  old  air  conditioner  buzzed  loudly  as  it  struggled 
to  cool  the  packed  sanctuary.  The  Reverend  Theodore 
Quinn  was  pounding  his  fist  into  the  lectern,  driving  the 
message  home  to  his  congregation. 


"Brothers  and  Sisters,  Mark  4-15  says,  'Satan  comes  and 
takes  away  the  word.'  But  will  we  allow  him  to  come  and  take 
the  word  from  us?" 

"No,  Brother  Quinn!"  The  congregation  shouted  in 
unison. 

"And  who  delivers  God's  word?" 

"You  do,  Brother  Quinn!" 

"Satan  is  my  enemy  and  he  is  yours!  He  controls 
everything  of  this  world,  but  he  cannot  control  us!" 

"Amen!"  his  disheveled  flock  responded  in  unison. 
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"He  provides  us  the  alcohol  that  sickens  us!" 

"Amen!" 

"His  drugs  take  our  very  lives  from  us!" 

"Amen!" 

"The  dirty  fornication  perpetrated  outside  the  sanctity 
of  marriage,  rip  our  families  apart  and  sends  us  reeling  right 
into  the  very  gates  of  hell!" 

"Amen  brother,  that's  right!"  The  congregation  responded. 

"Are  we  going  to  drink  anymore?" 

"No  Brother  Quinn!" 

"Are  we  taking  drugs  that  destroy  our  bodies?" 

"No  Brother!" 

Are  we  going  to  join  with  prostitutes  as  forbidden  by 
First  Corinthians,  6-15? 

"No  Brother  Quinn.  Never!" 

"Brothers  and  sisters,  are  we  going  to  allow  ourselves  to 
create  demonic  bastards,  unloved  by  God,  just  to  gratify  the  lust 
that  Lucifer  puts  into  our  loins?" 

"No  Brother  Quinn!" 


Page 


169 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Theodore  Quinn  felt  the  power  and  he  knew  he  would 
never  let  the  momentum  go.  "My  faithful  flock,  there  are  those 
among  you  who  would  tell  you  that  Brother  Quinn  is  wrong, 
that  Brother  Quinn  would  lead  you  astray!  Do  you  listen  to 
these  people?" 


"No  Brother  Quinn!" 

"My  faithful  flock,  there  are  people  who  would  say 
that  Brother  Quinn  doesn't  love  you." 

"No  Brother  Quinn!"  Maria  Schull  called  out  from  her 
place  in  the  front  row,  directly  below  this  God-like  figure  in 
the  body  of  a  man. 

Theodore  Quinn  looked  down  from  his  pulpit  and  directly 
in  the  eyes  of  the  dark  and  beautiful  Filipina.  "Some  would  tell 
you  to  turn  from  Brother  Quinn  and  not  do  the  things  he  asks, 
the  things  God  asks.  There  are  some  that  deny  Brother  Quinn 
was  sent  by  God  to  deliver  you  all.  Where  do  you  tell  those 
people  to  go?" 


"To  hell!"  They  all  screamed  in  unison. 
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"Where?" 

"TO  HELL!" 

Maria  never  took  her  eyes  from  him. 


The  Military  Police  Desk  Sergeant  had  been  taking  calls 
from  residents  of  Camp  Lester  family  housing  since  0700;  at 
least  twenty  military  families  reporting  their  quarters  had 
been  broken  into  overnight. 


The  Desk  Sergeant  notified  Sergeant  Miller,  the  duty  CID 
agent,  who  was  on  the  scene  along  with  most  of  the  MP 
midnight  watch.  Unfortunately,  because  of  volume  of  crime 
scenes  needing  security,  none  of  the  responding  MPs  had  been 
allowed  to  get  off  duty. 


Miller  had  not  wanted  to  bother  any  of  the  other 
investigators  on  a  weekend.  Still,  after  responding  to  the  first 
seven  or  eight  burglaries,  and  then  finding  out  about  the 
twelve  or  so  waiting  in  the  same  housing  complex,  he  realized 
he  was  in  over  his  head.  He  knew  whom  he  had  to  call  first. 
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As  he  dialed  the  cellular  phone  he  thought,  Well,  at  least 
the  Top  would  not  use  this  as  a  way  to  make  me  look  stupid, 
the  way  the  "Acting  Chief  Investigator"  Quinn  always  did. 

Eric  answered  the  phone  on  the  first  ring,  "Look 
Brenda,  hanging  up  on  me  is  not  the  way..." 

"Top,  it  is  Sergeant  Miller." 

The  embarrassed  master  sergeant  recovered,  "Yeah 
John,  what's  up?" 

"Top,  I  got  a  real  mess  down  here." 

Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  got  dressed  and  drove  his 
Toyota  Celica  to  the  office  to  pick  up  one  of  the  CID  sedans  to 
take  to  the  crime  scene.  Pecaro  had  made  sure  the  trunk  of 
each  unmarked  car  was  stocked  with  a  major  crime  scene  kit, 
perimeter  tape,  still  and  video  cameras  and  most  of  the  other 
equipment  needed  to  get  the  job  done. 


Pecaro  pulled  into  the  parking  lot  and  looked  around.  All 
six  headquarters  CID  cars  were  gone.  Eric  did  the  math  in  his 
head.  The  duty  agent  had  one  car  on  the  scene,  Joe  Edan,  the 
district  chief  had  already  taken  one  to  the  crime  scene.  Pettit 
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was  also  on  his  way  to  the  crime  scene  with  one  of  the  cars  and 
two  cars  were  being  used  in  a  black  market  operation  in  Naha. 
Where  the  hell  is  the  sixth  car?  Pecaro  started  up  his  Celica  and 
left  for  Camp  Lester. 

The  Chief  Investigator  drove  through  the  gate  of  Camp 
Lester  and  made  a  right  just  past  the  hospital.  The  scene  he 
observed  through  his  windshield  made  Eric  first  believe 
some  sort  of  natural  disaster  had  taken  place. 


There  were  marked  MP  cars  all  over,  most  with  their  blue 
and  red  code  lights  still  running.  Three  OHP  MPs  had  parked 
their  motorcycles  and  were  directing  traffic  through  the  maze 
of  vehicles.  Groups  of  residents  had  gathered  to  gawk  at  the 
scene  and  exchange  stories  about  what  they  believed  was 
going  on.  Eric  saw  one  of  his  CID  vehicles  parked  on  the  side 
of  the  street.  He  parked  behind  it  and  walked  around  the  rear  of 
a  house,  where  he  could  see  several  people  milling  about. 


"Over  here  Top!"  Staff  Sergeant  Edan  was  processing 
evidence  when  he  saw  Pecaro  come  around  the  side  of  the 
quarters. 

"Talk  to  me  Joe.  What  the  hell  happened?" 
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"Well,  it  seems  that  twenty-two  residences,  all  on  this 
street,  got  burglarized  last  night.  So  far  nothing  of  any  great 
value  appears  to  have  been  stolen.  Mostly,  wallets  and  purses 
containing  cash.  I  think  the  largest  amount  so  far  is  somewhere 
in  the  neighborhood  of  three  hundred  dollars.  Talk  about  an 
"M.O"  (Modus  Operandi),  look." 


Staff  Sergeant  Edan  pointed  across  the  connecting  yards. 
Eric  could  see  small  flags  where  his  investigators  had 
discovered  either  a  wallet  or  purse  that  had  been  dropped  just 
outside  the  rear  door  of  the  house  from  which  it  was  stolen. 


"Kids,  we  think."  Edan  explained.  "Each  of  the  houses 
had  been  left  unsecured  last  night.  No  signs  of  forced  entry 
and  nothing  stolen  but  cash  from  the  purses  and  wallets  of  the 
occupants." 

Eric  wasn't  as  sure.  The  theft  from  unsecured  quarters 
and  the  cash  being  singled  out  to  the  exclusion  of  other  more 
expensive  property  in  the  houses  would  generally  signify 
juvenile  involvement.  Nonetheless,  something  was  wrong. 
Something  was  out  of  place.  It  then  dawned  on  the  more 
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experienced  Eric  Pecaro.  It  wasn't  that  something  was  out  of 
place,  it  was  that  something  was  in  place,  perfectly  in  place. 

"It  isn't  kids,"  he  informed  his  subordinate.  "It  is  a 
Japanese  male,  probably  early  20's  and  working  alone.  Check 
with  the  "JPs"  (Japanese  police)  and  see  if  they  have  arrested 
anyone  recently  with  a  similar  M.O.  This  guy  has  done  this 
before.  By  the  way,  why  did  all  these  people  have  their  doors 
unlocked?" 


Joe  Edan  looked  at  Pecaro  dumfounded  and  thought, 
How  could  Top  possibly  know  all  that?  He  hadn't  even  looked 
at  all  the  crime  scenes  yet.  He  answered  his  chief 
investigator's  question.  "Nice  night  last  night.  The  rain  cooled 
everything  down  and  these  folks  thought  they  would  get  some 
fresh  air  through  their  sliding  screen  doors.  That  is  why  we 
believe  the  victim's  property  was  left  strewn  across  the  back 
yards.  We  found  all  the  wallets  and  purses  directly  behind  the 
sliding  back  doors  of  the  quarters  they  came  from.  Most  of  the 
victims  simply  went  to  bed  and  forgot  their  doors  were  still 
open." 

"Joe,"  Eric  announced,  "I'll  be  right  back." 
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Pecaro  walked  in  the  direction  of  a  line  of  hedges  running 
along  the  rear  of  all  the  yards.  After  a  few  minutes,  he  returned 
and  ordered  Edan  to  have  one  of  the  investigators  follow  him 
with  a  casting  kit.  Edan  looked  around  and  saw  Sergeant  Pettit 
had  just  finished  dusting  and  collecting  one  of  the  stolen 
wallets.  He  instructed  Pettit  to  retrieve  a  casting  kit  from  the 
trunk  of  his  CID  sedan  and  follow  the  Top. 


Pecaro  started  to  walk  off  with  Pettit  in  tow.  He  stopped 
and  turned  around.  "Get  Gunny  Quinn  and  a  couple  more 
investigators  down  here.  With  twenty-two  victims  and  counting, 
we  need  more  help." 


Staff  Sergeant  Edan  began  to  mention  that  Gunny  Quinn 
had  ordered  to  never  be  bothered  on  a  Sunday.  He  then 
reminded  himself  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  in  charge  now. 


Services  were  over  and  the  Reverend  Quinn  stood  in 
front  of  his  church  smiling  as  he  shook  the  hand  of  each  and 
every  member  of  his  small  congregation.  It  was  just  after 
twelve  and  the  Okinawa  sun  had  heated  the  pavement  in  front 
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of  the  small  building,  causing  the  remaining  moisture  from 
the  early  morning  rain  to  rise  from  the  street  in  soft  billows  of 
steam. 

Quinn  rushed  inside  and  started  to  pull  his  robe  over 
his  head.  He  became  tangled  in  the  robe  and  was  startled  by 
the  appearance  of  two  small  hands  that  assisted  him  in 
removing  the  heavy  garment. 


Maria  Schull  had  stayed  behind  to  ask  the  reverend  for 
counseling.  She  was  despondent  over  the  condition  of  her 
marriage  and  her  life  in  general.  Maria  trusted  and  admired  her 
pastor.  More  than  that,  since  she  had  discovered  this 
wonderful  church,  Maria  had  come  to  view  this  man  as 
something  much  larger  than  a  man. 


Maria  was  convinced  that  in  Quinn's  eyes  she  saw  the 
wisdom  and  love  the  disciples  must  have  seen  in  the  eyes  of 
Jesus.  This  led  to  her  decision  that  on  this  day,  she  would  tell 
him  everything;  she  needed  to  finally  bare  the  depths  of  the 
pain  in  her  soul  to  somebody. 
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Theodore  Quinn  knew  Maria  was  a  troubled  woman  and 
he  knew  as  her  spiritual  guide  it  was  more  than  just  his 
responsibility  to  ease  her  pain.  It  was  his  calling.  The  reverend 
sat  beside  his  troubled  parishioner  on  the  ratty  office  sofa  and 
looked  into  her  troubled  eyes. 


"Bring  me  your  troubles  Maria  and  I  will  carry  them  for 

you." 


Quinn  listened  intently  as  Maria  Schull  tore  off  the 
psychological  scabs,  one  by  one,  and  allowed  almost  twenty 
years  of  pain  to  ooze  from  her  wounds.  She  sobbed  as  she  told 
of  the  loss  of  her  father  and  of  the  abject  poverty  she'd  lived 
through  in  the  Philippines.  She  lamented  over  her  need  to  have 
children,  and  her  confusion  and  dismay  as  to  why  God  had 
kept  that  gift  from  her.  Maria  talked  of  the  shame  she  had 
brought  her  mother,  her  life  as  a  prostitute,  and  how  her 
husband  had  saved  her  from  that  life. 


Maria's  body  rocked  in  sorrow  as  she  talked  about  all  the 
things  she  had  done  to  violate  her  loving  husband's  trust.  She 
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talked  about  the  bad  checks  she  wrote,  the  money  she  stole, 
the  lovers  she  had  taken,  and  the  crimes  she  had  committed  to 
put  her  in  the  predicament  she  was  in  now. 

Theodore  Quinn  held  his  loyal  parishioner  in  his  arms. 
Maria's  body  heaved  with  twenty  years  of  built  up  emotions 
released  for  the  first  time.  Quinn  turned  her  face  towards  him 
and  as  he  used  a  white  Holy  Communion  cloth  to  wipe  her 
tears,  told  her  gently  that  God  forgave  her  and  that  he  too 
forgave  her.  He  then  held  her  face  gently  in  his  hands  and 
kissed  her  cheeks. 


Maria  felt  something  stir  deep  inside.  She  looked  up  into 
the  eyes  of  her  pastor  and  risking  everything,  returned  his 
kiss,  only  this  time  on  his  lips.  She  held  herself  there,  just  for  a 
moment  and  nervously  opened  her  mouth  for  him.  She  was 
taken  with  excitement  as  Quinn  responded  by  forcibly 
grabbing  her  head  with  both  hands  and  exploring  her  mouth 
with  his  tongue. 


Within  seconds,  Quinn  pushed  Maria  onto  her  back, 
reached  up  inside  her  short  pleated  dress,  and  forcibly  ripped 
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her  panties  from  her,  destroying  them  in  the  process.  With  his 
mouth  still  locked  on  hers,  Quinn  kicked  off  the  uniform  shoes 
he  wore  with  his  black  Sunday  suit  and  struggled  to  get  out  of 
his  cheap  polyester  trousers,  turning  them  inside  out. 

Quinn  feverishly  climbed  on  top  of  the  sweaty  Filipina 
and  plunged  himself  inside.  It  took  less  than  a  minute  for  the 
reverend  to  climax  inside  his  parishioner.  Exhausted,  he  pulled 
out  and  rolled  to  one  side,  gasping  for  breath. 


Maria  Schull  was  exhausted,  and  excited,  and  confused, 
and  nervous,  and  happy,  and  a  whole  list  of  emotions  she  did 
not  understand.  She  knew  she  had  just  committed  a  terrible  sin, 
yet  her  heart  was  filled  with  the  awareness  she  had  just  made 
love  with  a  most  exciting  man,  a  man  whose  words  affected 
many.  A  man  with  whom  she  had  bared  her  soul  and  now  her 
body,  a  man  who  she  was  sure  must  carry  the  very  seed  of  God 
in  his  loins.  No,  she  did  not  in  any  way  regret  what  she  had  just 
done. 
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Lori  Hashimoto  felt  much  better.  She  repeatedly  thanked 
the  sergeant  for  being  there  for  her,  realizing  if  she  did  not  have 
Sergeant  Bressette  to  talk  to,  she  would  probably  have  gone 
crazy.  She  then  returned  to  her  room,  embarrassed  by  it  all. 


As  she  entered  her  barracks  room,  Morris  confronted  her. 
"What  were  you  doing  with  Sergeant  Bressette?" 

Lori  was  confused.  "What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

"You  were  making  out  with  her,  you  disgusting  bitch!  I 
was  wondering  why  you  always  get  on  me  about  my  boyfriend 
sleeping  over  and  now  I  know.  You're  a  fucking  dyke  and  she's 
your  fucking  butch  girlfriend,  and  I  want  you  out  of  this  room!" 


Lori  was  reeling;  she  couldn't  believe  this  was  happening. 
"Corporal  Morris,  first  of  all,  I  am  not  a  lesbian.  Secondly,  you 
are  violating  every  barracks  regulation  in  the  book  by  having 
sex  with  your  boyfriend  in  this  room.  Last  but  not  least,  how  do 
you  think  I  like  it  when  I  can't  sleep,  because  I  can't  block  out 
the  sound  of  you  guys  'doing  it'  in  your  bed  just  a  few  feet 
away?  I  can't  tell  you  how  tired  I  am  of  listening  to  you  guys 
making  animal  noises  all  night!"  Lori  was  sobbing  now.  She 
was  having  the  morning  from  hell. 
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"At  least  what  I  do  is  normal!"  Angry  but  stuck,  Morris 
knew  if  she  reported  her  roommate,  then  her  own  violation  of 
regulations  would  also  be  exposed  and  she  had  no  desire  to  be 
on  the  receiving  end  of  an  "NJP"  (Non-Judicial  Punishment) 
from  the  commanding  officer.  "You  just  keep  yourself  and  your 
dyke  girlfriend  away  from  me!"  Corporal  Morris  stormed  out  of 
the  room. 


Lance  Corporal  Hashimoto  decided  it  would  be  a  good 
idea  to  tell  Bressette  of  what  her  stupid  roommate  had  accused 
them  of.  She  showered  and  dressed,  then  went  down  the  hall  to 
Sergeant  Bressette's  room.  She  knocked  on  the  door  but  there 
was  no  answer.  Hashimoto  did  not  know  Bressette  had  just 
received  a  telephone  call  ordering  her  to  respond  to  Camp 
Lester  to  assist  other  CID  investigators  on  a  major  case. 


Kelly  waited  at  the  front  door  of  the  barracks  until  the 
military  police  unit  picked  her  up.  As  she  rode  out  to  Camp 
Lester,  she  had  a  little  time  to  go  over  the  morning's  events  in 
her  mind.  It  had  been  a  couple  of  months  since  her  first 
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conversation  with  Lori  Hashimoto.  Since  then,  the  two  women 
had  had  several  very  emotional  talks. 

Kelly  had  tried  to  get  the  Lance  Corporal  to  talk  to  the 
Chaplain,  or  the  Family  Services  Center,  or  somebody.  Still, 
Lori  insisted  she  only  trusted  Sergeant  Bressette.  She  refused 
to  talk  to  anybody  else. 

Now  the  poor  girl's  dreams  had  returned.  According  to 
Lori,  they  had  stopped  about  the  time  she  finished  high  school 
and  now  unexplainably  they  had  returned  full  force.  Kelly 
decided  she  would  again  try  to  get  Lori  to  talk  to  someone 
better  equipped  to  handle  this. 


Quinn  was  alone.  Maria  had  picked  up  her  things  and  left 
the  church  just  before  his  government  cellular  telephone  rang. 
The  sound  startled  him.  Gunny  Quinn  answered  it  and  was 
informed  by  the  Desk  Sergeant  he  was  needed  at  Camp  Lester 
immediately.  Quinn  was  a  little  irritated  at  having  to  do  this  on  a 
Sunday.  He  locked  the  front  door  of  his  church  and  walked  out 
to  the  unmarked  white  CID  sedan  parked  in  the  alley. 
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When  he  arrived  in  Okinawa  four  months  earlier,  one  of 
the  first  things  Gunny  Quinn  did  was  permanently  assign  one 
of  the  CID  cars  to  himself.  After  all,  as  the  black-market  chief, 
he  never  knew  when  he  was  going  to  be  called  out.  Quinn  knew 
this  was  in  fact,  a  violation  of  regulations.  However,  since  he 
used  the  car  mostly  in  support  of  his  church  and  was  therefore 
doing  God's  bidding,  he  knew  in  his  heart  that  using  this  car 
was  undoubtedly  the  right  thing  to  do. 


As  Gunny  Quinn  started  for  Camp  Lester,  the  thought 
occurred  to  him  somebody  might  find  out  about  he  and  Maria. 
Suddenly,  he  felt  that  familiar  feeling  in  the  pit  of  his  stomach. 
He  quickly  dismissed  his  concern.  Certainly  she  would  not  say 
anything.  He  thought.  And  besides,  God  will  defend  this 
ministry,  he  always  has.  Quinn  felt  reassured.  I  am  doing  his 
work,  after  all. 


The  rain  had  softened  the  ground  to  a  muddy  consistency 
not  dissimilar  to  modeling  clay.  This  caused  anybody  walking 
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on  it  to  leave  an  almost  perfect  impression  of  his  footwear.  Eric 
Pecaro  and  Sergeant  Stu  Pettit  collected  casts  of  shoe  prints 
from  the  ground  adjacent  to  eight  of  the  twenty-two  victimized 
quarters.  All  eight  were  similar  in  characteristics  to  an 
additional  set  of  shoe  prints  discovered  nearby. 

Eric  was  sure  that  based  on  the  quality  of  these 
impressions,  if  the  suspect  shoes  could  be  found,  there  was  a 
virtual  hundred  percent  chance  of  a  match.  Now,  if  they  could 
only  find  the  shoes;  for  with  the  shoes  would  come  the 
perpetrator. 


Gunny  Quinn  and  Sergeant  Bressette  arrived  almost 
simultaneously.  Eric  watched  them  walk  up  the  sidewalk.  They 
were  walking  together,  but  even  from  a  distance  Eric  could 
sense  friction  between  them. 


Eric  Pecaro  emerged  from  around  the  back  of  one  of  the 
"four-plex"  garden  apartments  hit  by  the  burglar.  He 
approached  the  two  newly  arrived  investigators,  then  got  on  the 
radio  and  ordered  the  other  investigators  on  the  scene  to  meet 
him  at  his  location. 
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"Okay,  here  is  what  he  have  so  far."  Pecaro  looked  at 
each  of  the  investigators  circled  around  him.  "Twenty-two 
quarters,  all  burglarized.  By  our  victim  interviews  so  far,  we 
know  he  have  a  time  frame  of  0100  to  0700.  Since  it  got  light  at 
about  0645  this  morning,  it  is  a  pretty  safe  bet  our  "perp"  was 
finished  by  then.  It  is  also  a  pretty  safe  bet  he  entered  and 
exited  through  the  sliding  glass  door  in  the  rear  of  each 
quarters,  since  these  doors  had  been  left  unsecured  by  each  of 
the  victims." 


Sergeant  Miller  interjected,  "Top,  I  have  one  victim  who 
claims  the  door  was  locked.  That  crime  scene  looks  like  the 
suspect  probably  came  through  the  kitchen  window.  There 
were  several  figurines  that  had  been  kept  by  the  window  that 
were  knocked  over." 


This  revelation  made  Pecaro  a  little  uncomfortable. 
Perpetrators  almost  always  follow  a  M.O.  that  works  for  them. 
In  spite  of  that,  he  continued. 
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"Okay,  we  might  have  a  different  point  of  entry  on  one 
quarters.  We  also  know  nothing  other  than  cash  was  stolen." 
He  looked  around  for  any  other  surprises.  Hearing  none,  he 
continued,  "Not  one  victim  heard  anything.  They  all  apparently 
slept  through  their  homes  getting  burglarized.  We  even  had 
one  quarters  with  a  dog  and  that  dog  never  barked." 


Miller  spoke  up  again,  "That  was  the  same  quarters 
where  the  perpetrator  went  through  the  window." 

The  chief  investigator  continued,  "Like  I  mentioned  to 
Staff  Sergeant  Edan  a  little  while  ago,  I  am  sure  we  are  looking 
for  a  Japanese  male  in  his  late  teens  or  early  twenties.  He  is 
working  alone,  is  in  very  good  physical  condition,  and  has 
probably  been  arrested  for  this  crime  or  something  similar 
before." 


He  addressed  Quinn.  "Gunny,  I  want  you  to  call  in  one  of 
our  Japanese  interpreters  and  talk  to  the  Japanese  Police.  I 
guarantee  they  know  this  guy.  I  want  each  of  the  rest  of  you  to 
finish  processing  these  crime  scenes  as  quickly  as  you  can." 
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He  turned  to  the  tall,  blond,  Sergeant  Bressette.  "Kelly,  I 
want  you  to  start  checking  the  gate  logs  to  see  if  any  suspicious 
looking  vehicles  drove  in  or  out  during  this  time  frame.  I  don't 
think  you  are  going  to  find  any  though.  This  perpetrator  came 
over  the  fence." 


Gunny  Quinn  could  hold  it  in  no  longer,  "Top,  I  don't 
understand.  Why  are  we  not  looking  for  a  group  of  drunken 
American  teenagers  who  drove  in  the  gate  at  0200,  or  even 
more  likely,  already  live  in  this  housing  area?  Most  of  us  have 
been  here  long  enough  to  know  that  burglary  is  not  a  crime 
most  Japanese  commit.  They  are  just  about  the  most  law- 
abiding  people  around." 


All  eyes  were  on  Quinn.  He  looked  at  the  junior 
investigators  in  his  typical  patronizing  way  then  refocused  on 
his  chief  investigator.  "Besides  that  Top,  each  and  every  one  of 
these  burglaries  carries  the  earmarks  of  a  classic  teenager 
crime,  no  forced  entry,  cash  being  the  only  thing  stolen,  and  a 
lot  of  other,  more  expensive  things,  being  left  untouched. 

"In  fact,  one  of  the  M.P's  just  told  me  these  criminals 
disregarded  a  brand  new  laptop  computer  that  had  been  on  a 
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kitchen  table  right  next  to  the  handbag  containing  $25.00  and 
less  than  two  thousand  Yen  he  stole  from  the  house.  Talking 
about  handbags,  all  the  handbags  and  wallets  that  were  stolen 
were  left  nearby  where  we  could  process  them  easily  for  prints. 
Top,  I  am  very  confident  we  are  talking  about  kids  here." 

The  chief  investigator  smiled,  "Ted,  you  make  some  good 
points.  You  are  letting  the  crime  scene  'talk'  to  you.  However, 
you  need  to  'listen'  a  little  closer. 

"First  of  all,  there  is  no  way  anybody  with  any  military 
connection  committed  these  burglaries."  Eric  picked  up  one  of 
the  casts  he  and  his  junior  investigator  processed.  "If  you  look 
at  this  cast,  you  will  see  it  is  identical  to  the  other  casts  we 
collected  today.  What  makes  it  different,  however,  is  that  I  found 
this  impression  behind  those  bushes  over  there,  just  on  this 
side  of  the  perimeter  fence.  Whoever  did  this,  did  not  come 
through  the  gate.  He  came  over  then  fence.  Ted,  ever  try  to  carry 
anything  over  a  twelve-foot  fence?  That  is  one  of  the  reasons  he 
took  nothing  but  cash. 
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"This  piece  of  the  puzzle  most  likely  leaves  out  anybody 
with  American  military  status  who  could  simply  come  through 
the  gate,  or  as  Gunny  Quinn  suggested,  already  lives  in  this 
housing  area.  One  does  not  jump  the  fence  into  their  own  back 
yard.  That's  also  why  I  believe  this  guy  is  in  good  shape.  He 
had  to  quickly  and  quietly  get  over  two  lines  of  twelve-foot 
perimeter  fence  as  well  as  handle  the  razor  wire  across  the  top. 


"Secondly,  a  'group  of  drunken  American  teenagers'  as 
the  gunny  put  it,  would  have  never  got  in  and  out  of  twenty-two 
quarters,  as  quietly  as  was  needed  to  pull  these  crimes  off. 

Hell,  your  typical  American  teenager  can't  get  a  glass  of  milk 
out  of  the  'fridge  without  waking  up  the  whole  house." 


Eric  allowed  a  few  moments  for  the  last  point  sink  in 
and  then  directed  his  investigators  to  follow  him  to  the  rear  of 
the  quarters.  Once  there,  he  pointed  to  the  row  of  flags,  one 
behind  almost  every  quarters  and  going  on  for  almost  two 
hundred  yards. 
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"Look  at  the  positions  each  of  the  purses  and  wallets 
were  left.  Anything  jump  out  at  any  of  you?" 

The  other  investigators  looked  at  each  other.  No  one 
could  come  up  with  an  answer  to  the  chief  investigator's 
question.  Eric  grabbed  Kelly  Bressette  by  her  shirtsleeve  and 
guided  her  to  a  position  directly  in  front  of  him. 


"Kelly,  when's  the  last  time  you  saw  something  that 
looked  like  that?"  He  pointed  again  to  the  row  of  flags. 

The  young  sergeant  thought  hard  for  a  few  moments  and 
then  it  came  to  her,  "Arlington  National  Cemetery.  I  was  there 
once.  These  flags  look  like  all  the  crosses  at  Arlington." 

"That's  right  Kelly.  Look  hard,  each  and  every  wallet  and 
purse  was  left  perfectly  covered  and  aligned." 

The  investigators  all  agreed.  The  flags  were  all  perfectly 
in  line. 

"No  group  of  drunk  American  teenagers  did  that.  Hell,  I 
have  never  run  into  any  American  criminal  who  would  have 
done  that.  However,  the  Japanese  are  nothing,  if  not  the  most 
anal-retentive  group  of  people  I  have  ever  met.  This  is  the 
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calling  card  of  a  Japanese  perpetrator.  Additionally,  look  at  the 
bottom  of  this  cast.  I  am  not  an  expert  on  shoe  impressions, 
but  I  believe  this  one  came  from  a  shoe  manufactured  in 
Japan." 

Gunny  Quinn  decided  Pecaro  had  gone  far  enough,  "How 
could  you  possibly  know  that,  Top?" 

Pecaro  smiled  again.  He  pointed  to  a  mark  in  the  cast.  It 
was  faint,  but  just  barely  readable. 

"MADE  IN  JAPAN" 

"And  just  in  case  any  of  you  were  wondering,"  Pecaro 
summarized,  "Nearly  every  athletic  shoe  currently  sold  in 
America  is  manufactured  in  South  Korea,  or  Thailand,  or  China, 
where  labor  is  cheap.  The  average  Japanese  factory  worker 
makes  as  much  as  his  American  counterpart.  It  would  make  no 
sense  for  American  companies  to  manufacture  shoes  here  so 
they  don't.  It  is  a  virtual  certainty  no  American  wore  this  shoe. 


"Now  let's  get  busy  finishing  up  these  crime  scenes.  It's 
looking  like  it  might  rain  again." 
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As  Eric  started  to  walk  off,  Sergeant  Pettit  stopped  him. 
"Top,  Gunny  Quinn  just  told  me  to  go  out  to  the  JP  station  and 
talk  to  them  as  you  directed.  I  was  just  wondering  how  you  are 
so  sure  this  guy  has  a  record?" 

"Stu,  this  suspect  slipped  in  and  out  of  twenty-two 
quarters,  probably  more.  As  you  know,  victims  don't  always 
report.  He  knew  what  he  was  looking  for  and  how  to  do  it 
without  getting  caught.  The  only  thing  that  teaches  us  that  well 
is  experience.  This  guy  has  been  caught  in  the  past  and  has 
learned  courtesy  of  the  'school  of  hard  knocks'  how  not  to  get 
caught  again.  He  has  been  arrested  before,  trust  me." 


A  thought  suddenly  occurred  to  the  chief  investigator.  He 
called  out  to  Sergeant  Miller.  "Hey  John!" 

"Yeah,  Top."  Miller  walked  back  over. 

"The  victim  who  reported  the  perpetrator  coming 
in  through  the  kitchen  window?" 

"Yes?" 
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"Check  with  the  legal  assistance  office  after  lunch 
tomorrow.  I  bet  he  would  have  already  put  in  some  sort  of 
claim  against  the  government  by  then." 

"You  believe  he  is  making  a  false  report,  don't  you?" 

"John,  I'll  bet  you  a  case  of  the  best  German  beer  at  the 
package  store,  this  guy  is  making  a  false  report." 

"Top,  some  little  voice  inside  tells  me  you  are 
probably  right.  I'll  check  on  it  tomorrow." 

After  Miller  left,  Eric  mentally  checked  off  a  couple  of 
items  he  needed  to  talk  to  Gunny  Quinn  about.  Not  only  did 
Quinn  drive  up  in  the  missing  CID  sedan,  the  gunny  had  sent 
Sergeant  Pettit  to  the  JP  station,  when  he  was  the  one  ordered 
to  make  the  trip. 


It  was  the  middle  of  the  night  and  Brenda  Pecaro  was  still 
on  the  Internet.  She  and  "Bass  Man"  had  been  in  and  out  of 
various  chat  rooms,  and  since  first  connecting,  Brenda  had 
shared  most  everything  about  herself. 
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"Bass  Man"  had  also  talked  a  lot  about  his  personal  life. 
His  first  name  was  Burt  and  he  was,  as  his  "handle"  described, 
an  avid  Bass  fisherman,  having  participated  in  a  number  of 
tournaments  throughout  his  life.  At  forty-six  years  of  age,  Burt 
was  several  years  older  than  Brenda  was.  He  had  been  divorced 
for  almost  ten  years  and  his  three  kids  were  all  grown. 


Brenda  learned  that  Burt  drove  a  cross-country  truck  for 
a  living,  but  was  hoping  to  settle  down  and  work  locally  in  his 
hometown  of  Gadsden,  Alabama.  Burt  loved  northeastern 
Alabama  and  talked  with  great  wit  about  his  life  as  a  "redneck," 
right  down  to  the  pick-up  truck  with  the  gun  rack  in  the  back. 
Burt  also  discussed  unendingly  about  not  wanting  to  move 
around  anymore  and  how  he  longed  to  come  home  to  that 
special  somebody  every  night.  Brenda  liked  that.  She  liked  that 
a  lot. 
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Terry  Schull  was  working  in  the  yard  when  his  wife 
got  home  from  church.  He  stood  up  to  greet  her  as  she 
came  around  the  back  of  their  quarters. 

Maria  ran  to  her  husband  and  put  her  arms  around  him. 
She  was  very  happy,  happier  than  she  had  been  in  all  the  time 
since  the  black-marketing  incident.  She  grabbed  her  husband's 
face  with  both  hands  and  kissed  him  on  the  lips. 


"Terry,  for  you  today,  I  will  make  my  Lumpia!"  She  then 
scurried  into  the  house  to  start  preparing  an  early  dinner. 

"Damn,  I  gotta  send  that  woman  to  church  more  often." 
Terry  smiled  broadly  as  he  returned  to  pulling  weeds  from 
his  wife's  garden. 

As  Terry  dug  in  the  dirt,  he  thought  about  how  much  he 
loved  his  wife's  cooking,  especially  Lumpia,  the  Filipino 
version  of  an  egg  roll.  He  also  thought  about  how  much  his 
wife's  attitude  had  improved  since  she  had  started  attending 
Quinn's  church  in  Kinville. 
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Originally,  Terry  was  quite  opposed  to  Maria  going  there. 
In  the  first  place,  Maria  was  a  devout  Catholic.  Quinn's  brand  of 
fundamentalist  Christianity  did  not  bear  a  very  close 
resemblance  to  anything  in  the  catholic  faith  and  he  just  did  not 
understand  Maria's  attraction  to  that  church. 


From  what  Terry  understood,  Gunny  Quinn  had  first 
mentioned  his  church  to  Maria  while  she  was  undergoing  the 
interviews  required  of  her  by  the  Japanese  Customs  Service 
as  the  result  of  her  arrest.  Maria  agreed  to  go  that  first  Sunday 
and  had  been  attending  faithfully  ever  since.  It  was  obvious  to 
Terry  his  wife  was  now  quite  hooked.  Nonetheless,  he  had  to 
admit  Maria  was  sure  a  hell  of  a  lot  easier  to  live  with  lately 
and  he  had  even  considered  going  with  her  on  one  or  two 
occasions. 


Naw,  I  couldn't  do  that,  he  decided.  Still,  with  the  clear 
improvement  in  Maria's  behavior,  Terry  Schull  decided  he 
would  strongly  encourage  his  wife  to  go  to  church  every 
Sunday  from  now  on. 
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"A  thousand  pounds  of  pure  fun  between  your  legs.  "That 
was  how  the  IIOOcc  Kawasaki  was  first  described  to  Lance 
Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto. 

There  had  been  serious  doubts  the  hundred  and  eight 
pound  woman  Marine  would  be  able  to  handle  a  machine  the 
size  of  the  Kawasaki.  However,  Hashimoto  quickly  proved  she 
had  a  natural  ability  to  coax  the  great  beast  into  doing  her 
bidding  and  in  a  most  graceful  way. 


Her  instructors,  all  experienced  bikers,  were  immediately 
impressed  with  her  natural  talent  and  signed  off  on  her  training 
in  record  time.  She  had  been  the  only  female  member  of  OHP, 
ever  since. 


Lori  fired  up  her  police  motorcycle.  She  tested  the  red 
emergency  lights  and  gave  the  siren  button  a  quick  tap.  She 
then  donned  her  white  helmet  with  gold  "MP"  badges 
embossed  on  each  side,  plugged  her  helmet  mike  into  the  radio, 
and  pulled  the  microphone  down  to  where  it  just  rested  on  her 
lips.  She  then  pulled  her  sunglasses  out  of  the  pocket  of  her 
cammies,  slid  them  on,  and  radioed  into  the  desk  sergeant  she 
was  "10-8". 
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It  was  1530  hours,  the  start  of  the  swing  shift,  and  Lori 
Hashimoto  was  anxious  to  get  out  the  gate  before  the  rush  hour 
traffic  started.  She  was  on  her  way  north,  to  Camp  Schwab  and 
knew  it  would  take  about  forty-five  minutes,  mostly  on  the 
expressway,  to  get  there.  Lori  loved  riding  her  bike  on  the 
Japanese  expressway,  which  was  one  of  the  few  places  on  this 
island  she  could  open  her  throttle,  and  make  all  1100  cc's  sing 
to  her. 


On  her  bike,  Lori  felt  truly  free.  Cruising  at  eighty  KPH, 
she  felt  free  of  the  searing  Okinawa  heat,  free  of  the  daily 
political  grind  present  in  any  military  organization,  and  mostly 
she  felt  free  of  the  ghosts  that  haunted  her.  On  her  bike,  she 
was  awake  and  alive.  The  only  dreams  she  had,  were  dreams 
of  the  future. 


Eric  left  the  last  of  the  burglary  scenes  at  just  after  1700 
hours.  He  had  stayed  with  his  investigators  until  the  last  of  the 
crime  scenes  were  processed.  A  pretty  long  day  for  a  Sunday, 
he  thought. 
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As  he  left  Camp  Lester,  Eric  decided  he  had  no  desire  to 
return  to  his  barracks  room  yet.  He  was  sure  since  almost  ten 
hours  had  passed  since  his  last  conversation  with  Brenda, 
there  would  be  at  least  three  messages  on  his  answering 
machine  from  his  wife,  desperately  reporting  one  catastrophe 
or  another. 


Eric  didn't  have  the  heart  to  deal  with  that  right  at  the 
moment.  He  briefly  considered  going  to  Speedy's,  but 
dismissed  that  plan.  Don't  want  the  bartender  thinking  I  live 
there;  he  smiled. 


Eric  realized  he  had  not  eaten  all  day  and  recalled  a 
particular  Ramen  restaurant  he  had  driven  past  a  few  days 
before.  He  remembered  the  brightly  lit  sign  and  the  huge  round 
soup  bowl  mounted  to  the  top.  From  the  Japanese  Konji 
characters  on  the  sign,  the  restaurant  looked  like  it  was  part  of 
a  mainland  Japan  franchise,  "Osaka  Ramen"  which  he 
remembered  as  having  exceptional  food 
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Eric  parked  his  Toyota  outside  the  restaurant,  walked  in, 
and  sat  in  a  booth  by  the  window.  The  teenage  Japanese 
waitress  came  over  and  in  her  best  English,  asked,  "What 
may  you  have?" 


"Shoyu  ramen,  O-kudasai,"  Eric  answered  in  Japanese  to 
the  obviously  relieved  teenager. 

"Hai!"  She  responded  happily  and  scampered  off  to  place 
the  order. 

Within  a  few  minutes,  the  same  waitress  came  back  with 
Eric's  order. 

"Shoyu-ramen,  Doozo,"  she  said  and  she  carefully  laid 
the  steaming  bowl  in  front  of  the  interesting  American. 

This  looked  like  particularly  good  ramen.  It  had  the 
requisite  base  of  soy  sauce,  vegetables,  and  different  broth's, 
under  a  bed  of  hand  rolled  spaghetti  like  noodles,  thinly 
sliced  roast  pork,  and  more  vegetables. 


Eric  Pecaro  did  not  realize  how  famished  he  was.  As  he 
worked  his  chopsticks  though  his  lunch,  he  looked  around  and 
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realized  he  probably  looked  like  a  starving  depression  era 
vagrant  at  a  Salvation  Army  soup  kitchen. 

The  door  of  the  small  shop  opened  and  Eric  looked  up 
from  his  dinner  to  see  the  provost  marshal's  secretary  walk 
in  with  an  elderly  Japanese  couple.  Midori  Sasaki  smiled  and 
waved. 


Eric  hesitantly  waved  back. 

Midori  ordered  for  her  grandparents  and  as  the  food 
arrived,  stole  a  glance  at  the  tall  Marine  with  the  dark  hair  and 
the  deep  blue  eyes.  He's  a  very  handsome  man,  she  thought. 

Midori's  eighty-five  year  old  grandmother  looked  up  from 
her  ramen  and  peered  across  the  restaurant  at  the  American. 
"Kauqouee,  ne?"  she  suggested  to  her  granddaughter. 

Midori's  face  immediately  flushed,  "Obaachan,  onegai!" 
The  old  woman  giggled  and  went  back  to  slurping  her 

soup. 


Eric  discovered  once  again  he  was  having  a  hard  time  not 
looking  over  at  the  beautiful  Midori.  He  decided  he  appreciated 
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the  tight  sundress  she  was  wearing  and  how  it  complemented 
her  almost  fragile  femininity. 

God,  he  thought.  She  is  absolutely  gorgeous. 

Midori  glanced  in  his  direction.  He  quickly  looked  away. 

Midori  stole  another  look  at  Picaro-San.  Their  eyes  met, 
and  she  looked  down. 

Eric  finished  his  ramen,  paid  the  cashier  and  waived 
again  at  Midori  as  he  left  the  restaurant. 

God,  did  I  look  stupid  in  there,  he  thought  as  he  walked  to 
his  car. 

Midori  watched  Pecaro-San  walk  to  the  parking  lot. 

"Ocusan  imasuka?"  her  grandmother  asked. 

"No  Grandma,  I  don't  know  if  he  has  a  wife,"  she 
answered  in  English. 


"Mike  2-1,  Mike  2-1,  repeat  your  10-20."  The  desk 
sergeant  had  trouble  hearing  Hashimoto's  location  over  the 
wailing  of  her  siren. 
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"North,  this  is  Mike  2-1. 1  am  Southbound  on  Five-two, 
just  outside  of  Camp  Schwab.  I  am  in  pursuit  of  a  Toyota  two 
door,  license  Oki  five-five,  "Y"  two-three-two-three.  Suspected 
DUI,  request  back-up." 


"Copy,  Mike  2-1.  What  is  your  speed?" 

"Be  advised,  the  suspect  just  blew  a  red  light.  He  is  doing 
in  excess  of  a  hundred  clicks." 

"Copy,  Mike  unit  2-1.  Break,  Hotel  2-2,  what  is  your  IQ- 

20?" 


"Northbound  on  five-two.  Be  advised,  I  am  less  than  five 
minutes  out  from  Mike's  10-20." 

"Copy,  Hotel  2-2,  assist  Mike  unit." 

Corporal  Garrett  Stephens  pushed  the  gas  pedal  of  the 
big  V-8  Ford  to  the  floor.  He  was  on  his  way  to  back  up 
Hashimoto  and  was  going  "Code  three,"  passing  Mazdas  and 
Nissans  like  the  animated  cars  of  a  video  arcade  game. 


As  the  glare  of  his  red  and  blue  lights  bounced  back  at 
him  from  the  exteriors  of  the  Japanese  buildings  along  the 
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sides  of  road,  Stephens  could  see  two  small  circulating  red 
dots  ahead  in  the  distance. 

That  would  be  "Ponch,"  he  smiled,  referring  to  the 
old  "Chips"  television  show.  More  accurately  "Ponchella," 
he  thought,  referring  to  the  gender  of  the  MP  on  the 
speeding  motorcycle. 


Racing  downhill  at  almost  100KPH,  Corporal  Stephens 
could  also  see  the  car  being  pursued  and  it  was  coming  at  him 
fast.  Obviously,  the  driver  had  no  intentions  of  pulling  over,  and 
at  that  speed,  was  putting  a  lot  of  innocent  people  at  risk.  He 
radioed  Hashimoto. 


"Mike  2-1,  back  off.  I  got  em!" 

"Copy,  Hotel  2-2."  Hashimoto  slowed  as  she  looked 
ahead  and  saw  the  big  Ford  crest  the  top  of  a  small  rise, 
coming  directly  at  them.  It's  red  and  blue  code  lights  lit  up 
everything  around. 


The  driver  of  the  Toyota  also  saw  the  MP  coming  at  him, 
and  in  a  panic  he  cut  his  wheel  sharp  left,  cut  across  traffic  and 
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jumped  the  curb.  The  small  car  went  airborne  for  a  few 
seconds,  before  plowing  directly  into  an  electrical  junction  box. 

The  police  cruiser  and  the  motorcycle  both  came  to  a 
stop  where  the  suspect  vehicle  had  jumped  the  curb. 
Hashimoto  and  Stephens  ran  the  fifteen  yards  to  the  car's 
resting  point.  There  were  sparks  flying  everywhere  as  the 
high-powered  electric  conduits  made  contact  with  the  metal 
car  body.  The  bloodied  suspect  had  opened  the  door  and  was 
starting  to  get  out. 


"GET  BACK  IN  THE  CAR!"  Lori  screamed. 

The  suspect,  a  young  white  male,  continued  to  stagger 
from  the  automobile. 

"You've  hit  an  electrical  box,  stay  in  your 
vehicle!"  Stephens  ordered. 

"Aw,  it  ain't  nothin',  I  work  with  electricity."  The  drunk 
decided  to  free  his  car  and  reached  out  to  tug  on  his  chrome 
front  bumper,  which  was  buried  in  the  sparking  electrical 
box.  That  was  a  mistake. 
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Neither  of  the  young  MPs  had  ever  seen  a  man 
electrocuted  before.  The  initial  high  voltage  jolt  sounded  like 
the  crack  of  lightning  striking  pavement.  The  young  man  never 
had  a  chance,  as  hundreds  of  volts  of  electricity  shot  through 
his  body  and  made  ground  through  his  legs  against  the  steel 
electrical  box. 


The  body  lurched  and  shook  wildly  for  several  seconds  as 
Hashimoto  desperately  looked  over  to  the  other  MP  to  do 
something  to  break  the  victim's  contact  with  the  box. 

Stephens  pulled  his  PR-24  fiberglass  nightstick  out 
from  it's  holster  and  was  getting  ready  to  try  to  use  it  to  break 
the  circuit,  when  the  body  lurched  one  last  time,  and  fell  to 
the  ground  with  a  distinct  "pop." 


Stephens  used  the  nightstick  to  move  the  victim's  limbs 
a  little  further  from  the  electrical  source  and  then  carefully 
reached  down  to  check  vital  signs  as  Hashimoto  called  for  an 
ambulance. 
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Smoke  was  still  rising  off  the  body  and  the  sickening 
smell  of  burned  hair  was  everywhere  when  Lori  walked  over. 
"They  want  us  to  perform  CPR." 

"You're  kidding  right?"  Stephens  grabbed  the  radio  out  of 
Hashimoto's  hand.  "North,  Hotel  2-2.  Be  advised  we  have  a 
crispy  critter'  here.  He's  smokin'  like  a  burnt  Pop-Tart.  This 
victim  is  deceased!" 


"You  are  not  a  physician  2-2.  Medical  is  10-12  your 
location.  In  the  meantime,  you  are  to  perform  CPR." 

Stephens  looked  over  at  Hashimoto.  "You  got  the 
mouth." 

Stephens  and  Hashimoto  had  been  performing  cardio¬ 
pulmonary  resuscitation  on  the  body  for  over  fifteen  minutes 
by  the  time  the  ambulance  from  Camp  Hansen  arrived. 

An  E-6  Navy  corpsman  walked  over,  took  one  look  at  the 
body  and  sarcastically  inquired  as  to  why  the  two  Marines  were 
performing  CPR  on  a  corpse.  He  was  still  chuckling  as  he  and 
another  corpsman  loaded  the  remains  on  the  ambulance.  The 
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ambulance  had  just  driven  off,  when  the  PMO  Accident 
Investigation  Unit  (AIU)  arrived. 

Hashimoto  finished  briefing  AIU  and  the  MP  watch 
commander.  She  walked  over  to  Garrett  Stephens'  patrol  unit 
to  thank  him  for  his  help  but  he  was  not  in  the  car.  Lori  looked 
around  and  found  her  tall,  brave,  back-up  MP,  on  his  knees  in 
the  woods,  vomiting. 


Lori  got  down  beside  him  and  gently  rubbed  the  big 
Marine's  back,  as  he  threw  up.  When  he  was  done,  Lori  ran 
and  got  a  paper  towel  from  her  saddlebag  and  helped  Garrett 
clean  himself. 


He  looked  up  at  her,  his  eyes  filled  with  embarrassment. 

"Don't  worry  Garrett."  Lori  said  reassuringly,  "I'll 
never  tell." 


Colonel  Kawalski  walked  into  his  office.  The  clock  on  the 
wall  behind  his  desk  depicted  the  exact  time  of  0630.  Already 
in  the  room  for  the  regularly  scheduled  morning  briefing  was 
Major  Mathis,  Lieutenant  Mark  Edwards,  the  North  District  MP 
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Commander,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  and  Gunnery  Sergeant 
Jerry  Hatcher,  the  AIU  Chief. 

Kawalski  sat  down  on  his  high  backed  executive  leather 
chair,  propped  his  trademark  spit  shined  combat  boots  up  on 
the  desk,  and  looked  up  at  the  ceiling. 

"Somebody  tell  me  why  we  have  a  Marine  at  the  morgue." 

Gunny  Hatcher  corrected  him,  "Sir,  what  we  have  is  a 
dead  Marine  who  was  drunk  off  his  ass  sir.  He  ran  from  the 
MPs  and  drove  his  car  into  a  high  voltage  transformer,  where 
he  completed  his  evening  of  extreme  stupidity  by  grabbing  a 
high  power  line  inconveniently  attached  to  his  front  bumper." 


Kawalski  smiled.  He  had  already  known  the  answer  to 
his  last  question.  He  had  been  fully  briefed  the  night  before. 

He  just  wanted  to  hear  it  again.  "Fortunately  this  idiot's  DNA  is 
now  removed  from  the  gene  pool.  Any  of  our  MPs  hurt?" 


Lieutenant  Edwards  answered,  "No  sir,  the  responding 
MPs  were  Lance  Corporal  Stephens  from  my  district  and  Lance 
Corporal  Hashimoto  from  OHP.  They  both  did  an  outstanding 
job  sir." 
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The  colonel  looked  over  at  Hatcher.  As  the  AIU  chief,  he 
also  supervised  the  motorcycle  unit.  "I  hear  she's  a  dyke." 

"Excuse  me  sir?"  was  the  startled  reply. 

"Hashimoto,  I  hear  she  likes  girls." 

Hatcher  looked  at  Mathis,  who  in  turn  looked  at  Pecaro, 
who  returned  her  shocked  expression.  Major  Mathis  addressed 
the  provost  marshal.  "Sir,"  she  began,  "I'm  not  sure  it's 
appropriate  to..." 


Kawalski  interjected,  "Just  wondering  major.  Top,  tell  me 
about  your  burglar." 

As  Eric  briefed  the  case,  Kawalski  leaned  his  wiry  frame 
back  in  the  tall  executive  chair  and  picked  his  nails  with  a 
letter  opener,  a  gift  from  the  Marines  at  his  previous  unit. 

Kawalski  listened  intently  to  the  details  of  the  rash  of 
burglaries.  He  knew  he  was  sure  to  be  questioned  further 
about  both  situations  when  he  attended  the  General's 
morning  meeting  in  about  an  hour.  He  leaned  forward  in  his 
chair  as  Top  Pecaro  ended  the  brief  with  his  theory  about  the 
probable  identity  of  the  perpetrator. 
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"Oh  yeah,  Gunny  Quinn  called  me  this  morning  and  told 
me  about  how  he  directed  one  of  your  Sergeants  to  go  out  and 
meet  with  the  Japanese  Police.  Quinn  tells  me  he  has  worked 
with  the  JPs  to  identify  some  Japanese  psycho  case  as  your 
probable  suspect,  or  didn't  you  know?" 


Eric  Pecaro  sat  in  stunned  silence.  Kawalski  realized  his 
chief  investigator  didn't  know  as  much  as  he  did  about  an 
ongoing  CID  investigation.  He  decided  to  twist  the  knife  a  little 
more. 


"You  know  Top,  you  really  need  to  keep  a  better  handle 
on  your  office." 

Kawalski  then  slowly  and  deliberately  asked  every  other 
Marine  in  the  room  if  anyone  had  anything  further  to  report.  He 
smiled  to  himself  as  he  observed  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro 
waiting  less  than  patiently  to  be  dismissed. 


Eric  Pecaro  once  again  blasted  past  Midori  Sasaki,  who 
had  just  arrived  for  work.  She  found  herself  growing  concerned 
for  the  state  this  man  always  seemed  to  leave  Colonel-San's 
office  in. 
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Something  stopped  Eric  in  his  tracks  just  a  few  feet 
beyond  the  colonel's  door.  He  thought  for  a  moment,  took  a 
deep  breath,  turned  around  and  walked  back  into  the  office.  He 
then  smiled  at  the  beautiful  secretary  and  said,  "Ohayo- 
Gozaimasu,  Midori-San" 


"Good  morning  Pecaro-San."  Midori  smiled  as  she 
returned  his  greeting.  She  felt  honored  he  had  come  back, 
obviously  having  so  much  on  his  mind. 

Eric  burst  through  the  CID  office  door  and  walked  over  to 
the  duty  desk  where  he  found  Sergeant  Miller,  who'd  just 
assumed  island  wide  duties  for  the  day. 

"John,  please  do  me  a  favor  and  find  Gunny  Quinn  for 
me,  ASAP." 

Even  though  the  Top's  voice  was  low  and  measured, 
Miller,  like  his  chief  investigator,  was  a  very  good  evaluator 
of  human  behavior. 

The  Top  is  fucking  pissed,  he  thought  most  assuredly. 
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"Give  me  the  car  keys  Quinn." 

"Top,  I  don't  know  what  you..." 

"Give  me  the  God  damned  CID  duty  car  keys  that  are  in 
your  pocket  right  now."  Pecaro  fought  to  maintain  his  restraint. 

"Top,  I  don't  have  any  car  keys."  Quinn  chose  not  to 
explain  he  had  just  given  the  keys  to  one  of  the  junior 
investigators  to  have  his  car  gassed  up. 

"Quinn!" 

"Look  top,  I  am  the  black-market  chief.  I  never  know 
when  I  am  going  to  be  called  out.  I  NEED  THAT  CAR!" 

Quinn  was  starting  to  panic.  Without  that  car,  he  could  in 
no  way  fulfill  his  responsibilities  to  his  church.  Kinville  was  at 
least  thirty  minutes  away. 

"You  are  relieved  of  duties  as  black-market  chief.  I  need 
someone  in  that  position  I  can  trust  and  that  is  not  you. 
Effective  immediately,  Staff  Sergeant  Edan  is  the  black-market 
chief.  I  am  moving  you  to  central  where  I  can  keep  an  eye  on 
you.  You  will  be  the  central  district  supervisor  until  you  cross 
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me  again.  At  that  time,  I  will  do  everything  in  my  power  to  have 
you  fired.  Do  we  understand  each  other?" 

Quinn  knew  he  had  stepped  over  the  line  but  he  needed 
that  vehicle.  "Top,  I  use  that  car  for  official  business,"  he 
offered  in  his  most  reasonable  professional  voice. 

"Bullshit  Quinn!  I  know  you  have  been  using  that  CID  car 
to  go  to  and  from  church.  Now,  I  have  never  been  one  to  keep  a 
man  from  his  religion,  but  using  that  car  is  a  violation  of  every 
regulation  in  the  book  and  you  know  it."  The  chief  investigator 
fought  to  control  his  anger.  "Ted,  that  isn't  all.  I  am  concerned 
about  a  number  of  things  here.  First  of  all,  you  have  decided 
that  you  can  do  this  job  better  than  I..." 


"Top,  that  isn't  true,"  Quinn  lied. 

"Shut  up  Quinn.  You  have  been  undermining  me  from  the 
beginning.  More  than  one  investigator  has  told  me  in  confidence 
about  that  meeting  you  had  when  you  heard  I  was  coming  here. 
How  you  told  them  I  had  been  with  NCIS  so  long,  I  was  no 
longer  a  competent  Staff  NCO  and  that  I  was  going  to  be 
nothing  more  than  a  figurehead  in  this  office;  that  you  were 
going  to  continue  to  run  everything." 
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Gunny  Quinn  was  at  a  loss  for  words.  Of  course, 
everything  Pecaro  was  saying  was  true.  He  had  to  cover  and 
fast.  "Top,  I  don't  know  who  told  you  that,  but  whoever  did..." 

"Shut  up  Quinn.  You  have  lost  the  car.  You  are  damn 
lucky  not  to  be  in  worse  trouble.  Now  deal  with  it." 

Ted  Quinn  was  losing  and  he  realized  he  had  to  change 
tactics.  He  collapsed  into  the  easy  chair  in  the  corner  of  the 
chief's  office.  "I  minister  at  a  small  church  in  Kinville." 

"I  already  know  that  Ted." 

"I  use  that  car  to  pick  up  and  carry  a  lot  of  very  lost 
souls  to  that  church." 

"I  figured  that  out  too  Ted.  However,  we  both  know  it  is 
against  regulations." 

"Top,  without  that  car,  I  don't  have  a  church!" 

"Gunny,  I  have  already  told  you.  I  can't  allow  that." 

Quinn's  face  was  pale  and  he  looked  like  he  was  going  to 
be  sick.  Although  it  was  against  his  better  judgment,  Eric 
decided  it  was  time  to  hold  out  an  "olive  branch." 
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"Ted,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  would  be  willing  to  do  and  mind 
you  I  am  sticking  my  neck  way  out.  I  would  be  willing  to  fail  to 
notice  the  vehicle  is  not  in  its  assigned  space  for  the  next 
week."  He  looked  in  Quinn's  eyes.  "Buy  yourself  a  car, 
Gunny." 


Thank  God,  Quinn  thought  as  he  relaxed  a  little. 

"Oh,  and  hey  Guns." 

"Yes  Top?"  Quinn  replied. 

"Next  time  I  send  you  out  on  an  assignment,  it  means  you 
and  not  Sergeant  Pettit.  Also,  I  am  about  to  give  you  a  lawful 
order,  so  listen  closely."  He  leaned  across  the  desk  for 
emphasis.  "You  will  never  again,  under  any  circumstances,  talk 
to  Kawalski  without  me  knowing  first.  Do  you  understand?" 


"Yes,  Top." 

"Good!  Now  tell  me  about  our  mystery  suspect." 

"Yes  Top.  The  JPs  have  informed  us  of  a  local  national 
they  questioned,  who  was  recently  released  from  a  Japanese 
psychological  hospital.  This  guy  has  a  record  of  arrests  for 
burglary  in  the  Japanese  community  and  the  M.O.  of  our 
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burglaries,  sounds  like  this  guy.  The  JPs  told  our  investigators 
they  were  going  to  try  and  pick  the  suspect  up  for  questioning 
as  soon  as  possible." 

What  Ted  Quinn  chose  not  to  bring  up,  was  that  he  had 
sent  Pettit  to  the  JP  station,  because  as  a  Gunnery  Sergeant, 
he  was  not  expected  to  go  chase  down  some  minor  lead,  when 
there  were  a  number  of  more  than  capable  junior  sergeants 
standing  around.  As  far  as  Quinn  was  concerned,  Pecaro  was 
proving  once  again,  due  to  all  the  years  he  was  assigned  to 
NCIS,  he  had  been  away  from  the  "real"  Marine  Corps  way  to 
long.  Obviously,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  did  not  understand 
how  things  were  supposed  to  work  in  the  Corps. 


Quinn  also  chose  not  to  share  the  details  of  several 
private  conversations  he  had  with  Colonel  Kawalski,  some  very 
recently,  in  which  Quinn  had  expressed  his  professional 
concerns,  first  about  Master  Gunny  Schull,  and  then  Master 
Sergeant  Pecaro.  Ted  Quinn  was  frustrated  for  he  knew  that  by 
everything  righteous  and  holy,  this  should  have  been  his  CID 
office  from  the  beginning. 
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Eric  Pecaro  was  alone  in  Speedy's  when  Sally  Mathis 
walked  in.  The  bar  tender  was  away  from  her  post,  so  the  major 
simply  reached  across  the  bar  as  she  had  done  on  countless 
previous  occasions  and  removed  the  two  cold  beers  from  the 
cooler. 


Eric  was  deep  in  thought  and  did  not  notice  his  friend 
until  she  sat  down  across  from  him.  He  looked  up  just  as  Sally 
slid  a  cold  beer  across  the  table. 

"Eric,  I  am  concerned  about  you.  It  is  2300  hours  and  you 
are  still  sober." 

"Sally,  this  place  sucks." 

"Keen  observation  Eric.  Have  you  been  an  investigator 
long?" 


"Sally,  I  can't  shake  the  feeling  that  I've  got  to  watch  my 
back  all  the  time." 

"If  you  are  talking  about  Gunny  Quinn,  you're  right."  She 
narrowed  her  eyes.  "Eric,  my  friend.  You  are  in  the  proverbial 
shit  sandwich.'  Above  you  there  is  one  severely  unbalanced 
lieutenant  colonel.  Below  you,  is  a  sneaky  manipulative,  power 
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hungry  bastard  of  a  gunnery  sergeant.  He  wants  your  job,  you 
know.  Want  some  stale  pretzels?" 

"Yeah,  okay.  Got  any  good  news  for  me?" 

"Not  really,  except  I  think  the  PM's  secretary  is  a  little 
sweet  on  you."  She  smiled  at  her  friend. 

"Sure,  whatever  you  say.  What  else  you  got?"  Eric 
brushed  the  subject  off.  He  suddenly  felt  uncomfortable. 

Major  Mathis  was  not  going  to  let  it  die.  "Eric,  I'm  a 
woman  and  I  see  the  way  she  looks  at  you.  If  you  ask  me, 
she's  head  over  heels." 

"Sally,  first  of  all  I'm  married,  secondly,  I  have  at  least  ten 
years  on  her,  thirdly,  I'm  married,  fourthly,  I  think  you're 
fucking  crazy,  fifthly,  I'm  married." 

Sally  Mathis  looked  long  and  hard  at  her  drinking  partner. 
Eric  Pecaro  was  the  most  unhappily  married  man  she  had  seen 
in  a  very  long  time.  He  was  also  the  most  honorable.  Shame 
she  thought.  Eric  and  that  pretty  little  Japanese  secretary 
would  have  made  a  right  handsome  couple. 
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"It  okay  Top-San,  I  kill  the  son  of  bitch." 

Eric  chuckled  at  the  old  secretary's  recently  acquired 
vocabulary,  and  then  closed  his  eyes  for  a  second.  His  bones 
hurt.  He  was  still  tired  from  another  late  night  of  downing  beers 
with  his  deputy  provost  marshal,  and  best  friend.  Once  again 
he'd  had  to  help  Sally  back  to  her  apartment.  "Toshi,  you  can't 
say  those  things.  People  will  believe  you." 


"Top-San,  that  gunny,  he  no  good  bastard.  He  tell  me 
don't  listen  to  you,  he  tell  everybody  don't  listen  to  you. 
Every  report  you  change,  he  change  back.  I  heard  him  call 
you,  "incontinent." 


"Toshi,  I  think  you  mean,  "incompetent." 

"Yes,  Top-San,  incontinent,  that's  what  I  say." 

"Toshi,  I'll  tell  you  what.  How  about  next  time  he  tries  to 
change  back  a  report  I  have  reviewed,  you  let  me  know,  okay?" 

"He  no  good  bastard,  Top-San." 

"I  know  Toshi,  I  know." 
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Eric  felt  suddenly  tired.  "Listen,  I  am  going  to  go 
outside  and  sit  on  the  bench  for  a  few  minutes  and  get  some 
sun.  Please  try  to  not  interrupt  me." 

"Nobody  will  bother  you  Top-San.  You  go  get  nice  red 
sunburn,  okay?" 

"I  will  Toshi,  thanks." 

Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  slipped  his  sport  jacket  on  to 
conceal  his  government  issued  Baretta  semi-automatic  and 
made  his  way  out  to  the  wood  park  bench,  just  downstairs  from 
his  office  door.  He  sat  on  the  bench  and  closed  his  eyes, 
allowing  the  strong  hot  sun  to  cover  him  like  a  heavy  blanket. 
He  was  deep  in  thought  when  a  shadow  crossed  in  front  of  him. 


"Pecaro-San,  you  look  so  sad,  dijobu-deska?" 

Eric  looked  up  at  the  form  blocking  the  bright  sun  and 
allowed  a  smile  to  warm  his  face.  He  welcomed  this 
interruption.  "Yes  Midori,  I'm  okay.  Thanks  for  asking."  He 
had  secretly  hoped  it  was  Midori  he  had  heard  walking  up. 
Now  he  found  himself  wishing  she  would  stop  and  talk.  The 
two  of  them  had  sat  outside  in  the  sun  together  on  several 
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previous  occasions  and  Eric  had  started  to  look  forward  to 
their  long  conversations. 

The  problem  today  was  that  Eric  was  not  "okay."  He  was 
deeply  worried  about  Gunny  Quinn's  unending  attempts  to 
undermine  his  authority.  Eric  was  savvy  enough  to  know 
Quinn's  apologies  were  hollow  and  that  Ted  Quinn  would 
destroy  him  if  he  had  half  an  opportunity. 


Midori  looked  at  Eric  with  concern.  "Pecaro-San,  can  I  do 
something  to  make  you  more  happy?" 

Eric  looked  up  at  the  lovely  Japanese  woman  standing 
directly  in  front  of  him.  Her  eclipsed  form  was  absolutely 
stunning. 

Midori  sat  down  beside  the  chief  investigator.  Her  simple 
skirt  slid  to  just  above  her  knees,  exposing  her  perfect  legs. 
Eric  had  to  force  himself  to  look  away.  He  considered  for  a 
moment  the  number  of  things  Midori  Sasaki  could  do  to  make 
him  "happy."  Unfortunately,  those  things  could  never  come  to 
pass. 
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He  smiled,  "Midori,  could  you  call  me 

"Eric?"  "Okay,  Eric-San,  I  can  do  that." 

"No  Midori,  just  'Eric.'"  The  honorific  of  "San,"  meaning 
"mister"  sort  of  negated  the  whole  reason  for  asking  to  be 
called  by  one's  first  name. 

"Dijobe,  Deshoo."  Midori  related  her  agreement.  Over 
the  last  couple  of  months,  she  had  started  to  like  Eric  very 
much,  very  much  indeed.  "How  do  you  enjoy  Okinawa  so  far, 
Eric?" 


"Midori,  I  have  always  loved  Japan.  I  think  I  will  be  very 
sad  when  I  leave." 

Midori  was  struck  by  a  sudden  feeling  of  loss.  "You  are 
not  leaving  soon  are  you?" 

Eric  laughed,  "Midori,  I  have  many  more  months  here  and 
I  am  sure  I  will  love  every  day  of  it." 

"I  hope  so  Eric.  We  would  miss  you  if  you  were  to  leave 
us."  Midori  watched  as  the  sun  danced  in  his  deep  blue  eyes. 
Yes,  she  thought  to  herself.  I  think  I  would  miss  him  very  much. 
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CHAPTER  4— "KE-I-KAKU"  (THE  PLAN) 


The  nose  of  the  CH-46E  twin  rotor  helicopter  rose  sharply 
into  the  sky.  Eric  Pecaro  peered  out  through  the  open  cargo 
hatch  in  the  rear  of  the  aircraft  and  held  on  to  the  seat  tightly  as 
the  grass  parade  field  fell  away  below  them.  Within  seconds, 
they  had  left  the  airspace  over  Camp  Hansen,  and  were  heading 
north. 


The  call  had  come  in  approximately  twenty  minutes 
earlier  from  one  of  the  Marine  reconnaissance  units  training  at 
Okinawa's  Northern  Training  Area  (NT A)  reporting  the  body  of 
a  Caucasian  male  had  been  found  in  the  woods. 


Strapped  into  their  seats  in  the  back  of  the  chopper  were 
Staff  Sergeant  Phil  Munoz,  the  North  District  CID  chief,  and 
Special  Agent  Ann  Rees,  NCIS  Okinawa's  ASAC  (Assistant 
Special  Agent  in  Charge).  Two  additional  investigators,  the  CID 
and  NCIS  duty  agents,  were  in  route  in  a  four-wheel  drive 
Toyota  Land  Cruiser,  with  the  bulk  of  the  crime  scene 
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processing  equipment.  The  agents  in  the  chopper  would  not  be 
able  to  do  much  until  the  others  arrived  with  the  gear. 

The  Marine  Helicopter  squadron  which  owned  this 
particular  aircraft,  was  in  Okinawa  for  a  regularly  scheduled  six- 
month  "hump"  from  its  home  base  at  Marine  Corps  Air  Station, 
Mirimar,  at  San  Diego,  California.  The  rugged  hills  and  jungles 
of  northern  Okinawa  were  perfect  for  training  combat  helicopter 
pilots  in  troop  insertion  and  evacuation.  Because  of  this,  the 
commander  of  the  CH-46  squadron  had  been  happy  to  loan  his 
chopper  and  pilot  to  NCIS.  He  viewed  the  mission  as  an 
opportunity  for  his  young  pilot  to  practice  a  real  life  insertion 
into  "the  bush." 


The  first  lieutenant  at  the  controls  was  flying  the 
helicopter  full  throttle.  For  the  old  Boeing  chopper,  that  meant  a 
top  cruising  speed  of  about  a  hundred  and  sixty  miles  an  hour. 
The  roar  of  the  twin  General  Electric  engines  made  it  virtually 
impossible  to  communicate  in  the  cabin. 


Ann  Rees  didn't  like  helicopters.  She  liked  old  helicopters 
even  less.  Unfortunately,  all  the  helicopters  in  the  Marine 
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Corps  were  old.  Ann  remembered  hearing  somewhere  that  the 
CH46  had  been  in  continuous  service  since  1964  and  she  was 
convinced  this  particular  shuddering  death  trap  must  have 
been  the  very  first  bird  off  the  assembly  line. 

After  twelve  years  of  service  on  Marine  installations,  Ann 
had  discovered  Marine  chopper  pilots  liked  to  fly  "the  tree 
tops"  and  they  were  in  most  cases,  quite  good  at  it. 
Nevertheless,  she  cringed  as  the  young  man  piloting  this  bird 
skimmed  the  leaves  off  the  trees  with  the  belly  of  the  '46. 


As  the  lieutenant  banked  the  chopper  left  and  right, 
hugging  the  hills  and  valleys  of  the  landscape,  Eric  Pecaro 
watched  a  good-sized  pool  of  hydraulic  fluid  creep  back  and 
forth  across  the  floor.  He  looked  over  at  Munoz  who  was  sitting 
on  the  other  side  of  the  helicopter,  next  to  Ann. 


Munoz  had  also  noticed  the  slowly  collecting  fluid  and  just 
couldn't  resist.  He  tapped  Ann  on  her  shoulder  and  pointed  to 
the  pool  of  hydraulic  fluid.  She  looked  at  him  in  confusion. 

Before  Pecaro  could  stop  him,  Munoz  leaned  over,  put  his 
fingers  in  the  pool  and  rubbed  his  thumb  and  forefinger 
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together,  indicating  a  lubricating  fluid.  He  then  pointed  to  the 
hydraulic  lines  above  their  heads. 

Ann  went  completely  white  and  a  look  of  utter  horror 
washed  over  her  face.  Eric  quickly  undid  his  seat  belt  and 
crossed  over  to  the  now  terrified  Ann.  He  grabbed  her  by  both 
arms,  and  shouted  over  the  din  of  the  engines. 


"IT'S  OKAY!  THAT  FLUID  IS  SUPPOSED  TO  BE 
THERE!  TRUST  ME!  NOTHING  IS  WRONG!" 

Eric  flashed  a  look  of  warning  at  Munoz,  then  returned  to 
his  seat  and  buckled  his  seat  belt.  Munoz  and  the  crew  chief 
were  trading  smiles. 

Once  Ann  appeared  to  have  settled  down,  Eric  went  back 
to  watching  the  tops  of  the  trees  racing  past  the  open  cargo 
door  in  the  rear  of  the  aircraft.  This  led  him  to  recall  his  first 
ride  in  an  old,  beat-up  '46,  almost  eighteen  years  earlier. 


It  was  over  some  of  these  very  same  hills,  the  then 
twenty-year-old  Lance  Corporal  Eric  Pecaro  watched  in  panic 
as  fluid  oozed  from  what  seemed  to  be  every  hydraulic  line  and 
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every  connector  in  the  old  chopper.  Although  this  had  been 
billed  as  a  simple  training  mission,  perfectly  safe,  the  young 
lance  corporal  still  wondered  exactly  how  much  money  his 
family  would  receive  when  this  old  tin  can  crashed  into  the 
ground  in  a  burning  inferno. 

Later,  as  the  young  Eric  was  walking  a  security  perimeter 
around  the  helicopter,  the  crew  chief,  an  old  sergeant,  walked 
over.  The  crusty  Marine  opened  a  can  of  Copenhagen  snuff, 
and  offered  a  pinch  to  the  young  MP.  Eric  declined  and  the 
sergeant  asked,  "Hey  Marine,  you  were  looking  a  little  sick  in 
there.  You  all  right?" 


"I'm  okay  Sergeant,"  the  young  Eric  replied.  "I  just  got  a 
little  nervous  when  I  saw  all  the  fluid  leaking." 

The  sergeant  laughed.  "Hell,  don't  worry  about  that  old 
bird.  I  have  been  flyin'  in  em  since  Nam.'  They're  supposed  to 
leak  like  that.  Boy,  I'll  tell  you  when  you  should  get  nervous." 

"When's  that  Sergeant?" 

"That's  when  you  don't  see  no  hydraulic  fluid." 

"I  don't  understand  Sergeant." 
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"If  you  don't  see  no  hydraulic  fluid,  that  means  there 
ain't  none  left!" 

The  sergeant  walked  away,  chuckling  and  spitting  brown 
tobacco  juice  into  the  tall  weeds. 


The  CH-46E  slowed  and  started  to  hover.  This  brought 
Eric  back  to  the  present.  We  must  be  over  the  "LZ",  he  thought. 
His  suspicions  were  confirmed  as  he  felt  the  pilot  slowly  lower 
the  aircraft.  The  rear  wheels  touched  the  hard  dirt,  followed  by 
the  front  of  the  chopper,  which  fell  to  earth  with  a  bone-jarring 
thud.  The  rotors  immediately  started  to  decelerate  and  the 
engines  wound  down. 


The  crew  chief  stood  up  in  his  olive  drab  flight  suit.  He 
then  pulled  his  helmet  microphone  down  away  from  his  face, 
and  pointed  with  both  hands  to  the  rear  of  the  aircraft,  indicating 
they  were  to  disembark  through  the  open  cargo  hatch. 


Eric  hurried  through  the  gaping  orifice  in  the  rear  of  the 
chopper  and  walked  around  the  outside  until  he  was  standing 
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just  outside  the  cockpit.  He  then  pounded  on  the  Plexiglas 
window  until  he  got  the  pilot's  attention. 

"WE  APPRECIATE  THE  RIDE!"  He  yelled  over  the 
scream  of  the  rotors,  "TELL  YOUR  C.O.,  'THANKS!'" 

The  young  lieutenant  gave  the  master  sergeant  a  thumbs- 
up,  revved  up  the  engines,  and  nudged  the  elderly  machine 
back  into  the  sky. 

There  was  a  Hummer  and  driver  waiting  for  the 
investigators  at  the  Landing  Zone  (LZ),  courtesy  of  the  unit  that 
had  made  the  discovery. 

"It's  about  three  clicks  to  the  site."  The  private  first  class 
explained  as  he  drove  down  a  narrow  dirt  road  from  the  LZ. 

Eric  could  see  the  jungle  growth  was  so  thick  on  both 
sides  of  the  path;  it  was  impossible  to  see  more  than  a  foot  into 
the  underbrush. 

"I  was  one  of  the  first  ones  to  find  the  body,"  the  private 
added  proudly.  "Don't  ask  me  how  he  did  it,  but  the  guy  who 
killed  himself  got  his  car  over  some  pretty  rough  terrain." 
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This  was  the  first  the  team  had  heard  anything  regarding 
the  manner  of  death.  Until  now,  all  they  knew  was  that  a  body 
had  been  found. 

"How  do  you  know  he  killed  himself?"  Ann  Rees  asked 
the  young  Marine. 

Before  the  driver  could  answer,  he  had  to  negotiate  the 
unwieldy  off  road  vehicle  around  a  particularly  large  boulder. 
This  caused  him  to  have  to  drive  partly  into  a  ditch  on  the  side 
of  the  road.  The  Hummer  pitched  severely  to  one  side  and  he 
strong-armed  the  vehicle  back  onto  the  path. 


"Well  ma'am,  I'm  no  detective,  but  it  is  pretty  clear  the  old 
boy  hung  himself.  Yep,  it  looked  like  he  just  got  up  on  the  trunk 
of  his  car,  put  a  Marine  Corps  issued  web  belt  around  his  neck, 
and  stepped  off  into  never-never  land." 


Just  then,  the  front  left  wheel  struck  a  deep  pothole 
requiring  all  aboard  to  hold  on,  to  keep  from  being  thrown 
from  the  vehicle. 
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The  crime  scene  was  a  small  clearing  just  off  the  path. 
Parked  off  to  one  side,  was  a  rusted  out  four-door  Nissan 
Bluebird  (the  domestic  version  of  the  Maxima  sold  in  the 
states).  As  they  pulled  up,  Eric  could  see  the  front  license 
plate.  It  was  a  "Yankee"  plate,  which  signified  somebody 
connected  to  the  American  military  owned  the  vehicle. 


The  unit  standing  by  at  the  site  was  a  platoon  sized 
reconnaissance  outfit  that  had  just  returned  to  Okinawa  from  a 
series  of  peacekeeping  operations.  The  sight  of  death  clearly 
did  not  seem  to  bother  the  men  in  the  unit,  since  most  were 
sitting  in  small  circles  near  the  dangling  body  as  it  swung 
gently  in  the  breeze.  The  troops  were  eating  their  MRE's  (Meals 
Ready  to  Eat),  and  exchanging  theories  about  what  caused  the 
"dead  guy"  to  "check  himself  out." 


The  Platoon  Sergeant  was  a  battle  hardened  gunny  with 
a  ruddy  complexion  and  faded  tattoos  covering  both  arms.  He 
walked  over  just  as  the  Hummer  pulled  up.  The  gunny  shoved 
the  remains  of  a  saltine  cracker  in  his  mouth,  wiped  peanut 


Page 


233 


Pecaro’s  Year 


butter  on  his  camouflage  trousers,  and  held  his  hand  out  to 
the  CID  Chief  Investigator. 

"Mornin',  I'm  Gunny  Slade.  These  are  my  Marines.  PFC 
Gibbons  over  there  was  walking  point  and  found  the  body.  I 
have  already  told  him  to  cooperate  fully.  If  there  is  anything  I 
can  do  for  you,  let  me  know.  We  are  on  a  tight  schedule  here, 
so  let  me  know  when  we  can  pull  out." 


Ann  jumped  out  of  the  Hummer.  Her  black  patent  leather 
shoes  smacked  the  dirt  road  causing  a  cloud  of  dust  to  rise. 
When  am  I  going  to  learn  to  wear  sneakers  to  these  things?  She 
asked  herself  as  she  walked  over  to  introduce  herself.  "Good 
morning  'Guns,'  I'm  Ann  Rees  from  NCIS.  Listen,  we  are  going 
to  be  taking  some  pictures  here  and  I  am  not  sure  if  you  would 
want  any  of  your  guys  in  them." 


Eric  was  impressed.  This  was  a  diplomatic  and 
apparently  very  effective  way  of  getting  the  gunny  to  disperse 
his  troops  from  around  the  body.  No  decent  Marine  Staff  NCO 
wants  his  troops  photographed  "grab  assing"  around  a 
corpse,  unless  of  course  it's  the  enemy. 
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The  gunny  hollered  over  his  shoulder.  "Gather  your  gear 
and  move  back  one  hundred  feet,  now!" 

The  old  Marine  had  barely  exhaled  the  last  syllable  of  his 
command  before  his  men  had  their  packs  off  the  deck  and  were 
moving  down  the  road.  He  then  did  an  abrupt  about-face  and 
left  to  join  his  Marines. 


Munoz  started  his  witness  interview  of  the  Marine  who'd 
found  the  body.  Eric  and  Ann  walked  over  to  the  victim's  car, 
which  was  parked  just  off  the  path.  The  car  had  apparently 
been  driven  as  far  off  the  road  as  the  dense  vegetation  would 
allow.  The  old  gray  sedan  was  unlocked  and  as  Eric  opened 
the  door,  he  could  see  trash  strewn  throughout  the  vehicle. 


There  were  about  dozen  empty  beer  cans  on  the 
passenger  side  floorboard  and  several  empty  cigarette  packs 
across  the  dashboard.  The  back  seat  contained  numerous 
articles  of  soiled  clothing,  empty  cassette  cases,  a  couple  of 
dog-eared  playboy  magazines,  brass  knuckles,  and  other 
assorted  bits  and  pieces  of  things.  Eric  avoided  rummaging  too 
much  through  the  mess,  as  he  wanted  to  get  the  interior 
completely  photographed  first. 
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Ann  walked  around  the  rear  of  the  car  and  started  to 
examine  the  hanging  corpse.  He  appeared  to  be  a  white  male  in 
his  early  twenties.  The  body  was  dressed  in  blue  jeans,  with  a 
black  tee  shirt,  the  kind  one  would  purchase  at  a  heavy  metal 
concert.  The  victim  was  also  wearing  white  running  shoes 
without  socks.  The  shoes  were  untied.  Ann  wondered  about 
this. 


Top  Pecaro  walked  over,  grabbed  Munoz's  walkie-talkie, 
and  radioed  the  Camp  Hansen  MP  Desk  Sergeant. 

"North,  this  is  India  One-Zero." 

"Go,  One-Zero."  The  response  crackled  weakly.  The 
reception  was  terrible  from  this  far  out. 

"Ten-four.  I  need  you  to  run  a  plate  for  me." 

"Copy  One-Zero,  proceed." 

Pecaro  read  the  tag  on  the  rear  of  the  car.  "The  plate  is  a 
Yankee  plate;  "Oki  five  four  'Y',  five  six  zero  niner."' 

"Copy  Oki  five  four  'Y',  five  six  zero  niner?"  The  desk 
sergeant  was  unsure  he  had  heard  correctly. 
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"Ten-four,"  Pecaro  replied. 

"Stand  by." 

Pecaro  was  still  waiting  for  the  ID  on  the  license  plate, 
when  the  other  investigators  drove  up  in  the  CID  Land  Cruiser. 
Sergeant  Tony  Torres  was  the  CID  duty  man  and  he  was 
behind  the  wheel.  Special  Agent  Ken  White  was  in  the 
passenger  seat.  White  was  the  NCIS  duty  agent  and  was  also 
an  active  duty  Marine,  a  Chief  Warrant  Officer. 


Years  of  training  and  experience  showed  as  the  two 
sprang  into  action.  Torres  popped  the  back  hatch  and  started 
removing  the  contents  of  the  post-mortem  kit  and  as  White 
assembled  and  loaded  the  35mm  camera,  Eric  walked  over  and 
peeked  into  the  camera  bag. 


"Hey  Ken,  do  you  think  you  have  enough  film?" 

"I  hope  so,  Eric.  I  brought  along  twelve  rolls  of  high 
speed  color." 

"Well  if  you  run  out,  don't  worry,"  the  chief  investigator 
smiled.  "You  can  always  run  by  the  local  Wal-Mart  store." 
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"Oh,  you  mean  the  one  conveniently  located  in  Mililani, 
Hawaii,  just  six  thousand  miles  due  east  of  here?"  Ken 
laughed,  "and  later,  how  about  you  and  I  go  check  out  the  new 
power  tools  at  Sears." 

Ken  attached  the  high-powered  flashgun  to  the  camera 
and  walked  over  to  the  dangling  cadaver.  He  cleared  the  scene 
and  began  to  photograph  the  body.  It  was  quite  obvious  there 
would  be  no  need  to  contact  medical  personnel,  as  the 
condition  of  the  corpse  was  clearly  evident  of  death.  Though  not 
an  expert,  Ken  figured  the  victim  was  probably  dead  twenty-four 
to  forty-eight  hours. 


Ann  carefully  reached  into  the  right-rear  pocket  of  the 
victim's  jeans  and  removed  a  wallet.  In  the  wallet  was  four 
dollars  in  cash,  credit  cards,  a  driver's  license,  a  military  ID 
card,  and  something  that  caused  her  to  immediately  stop  what 
she  was  doing. 


Eric  finished  talking  to  the  desk  sergeant  and  had  just 
handed  the  radio  back  to  Munoz,  as  Ann  approached. 
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"Eric,  I  found  something  you  should  know  about." 

"I  know  Ann,"  Eric  leaned  back  against  a  tree.  "The  victim 
is  an  MP." 

Ann  handed  Eric  the  Military  Police  ID  card  she  was 
holding.  Eric  looked  carefully  at  the  photo.  "I  know  this  guy.  I 
just  don’t  know  where  I  know  him  from, "  he  thought  out  loud. 
Eric  and  Ann  walked  back  to  where  the  body  was  still  swaying. 
The  victim's  feet  were  only  about  a  foot  off  the  ground.  From 
this  angle,  Eric  could  clearly  see  that  as  was  typical  in 
hangings,  the  weight  of  the  body  had  caused  the  neck  to 
stretch,  probably  at  least  two  inches  in  this  case. 


Eric  looked  at  the  khaki  Marine  Corps  issue  web  belt  tied 
around  the  victim's  neck.  The  other  end  was  tied  around  a  tree 
limb  over  the  rear  of  the  old  car.  Eric  retrieved  a  step  stool  from 
the  rear  of  the  Land  Cruiser,  stepped  up  and  looked  into  the 
face  of  the  corpse.  Then  it  dawned  on  him. 


"Shit,  this  is  the  PM's  driver!"  Eric  announced  to  the  other 
investigators  working  around  the  body.  "He  picked  me  up  from 
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the  Air  Base  when  I  got  here.  What  the  fuck  was  his  name?  I 
can't  remember." 

Ann  offered,  "According  to  his  ID,  his  name  was  PFC 
McCarren.  Private  First  Class  Dennis  McCarren,  mean 
anything?" 

"No,  come  to  think  of  it,  he  never  introduced  himself.  He 
was  pretty  quiet  when  he  picked  me  up  that  afternoon.  Tell  the 
truth,  I  was  pretty  tired  and  didn't  much  feel  like  talking  at  the 
time."  Feelings  of  guilt  suddenly  flashed  through  him.  Maybe  I 
should  have  talked  to  him. 


Eric  stepped  down  off  the  stool  and  walked  backwards 
away  from  the  body.  He  looked  around.  Something  was 
wrong.  "How  soon  can  we  cut  him  down?"  He  asked  the  other 
investigators. 


Ken  White  answered,  "I  will  be  done  with  photos  in  a  few 
minutes.  Then  we  can  bag  the  hands  and  feet,  get  a  sheet  out 
of  the  back  of  the  truck  and  cut  the  branch  down.  Why  Eric, 
what  are  you  thinking?" 
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"I'm  not  sure  yet." 

Eric  looked  again  in  the  car.  Something  was  definitely 
missing.  He  called  over  to  Ann,  who  was  busy  triangulating  the 
body  and  sketching  the  scene.  "Ann,  did  you  go  through  his 
pockets?" 


"Yep." 

"All  his  pockets?" 

"Yeah  Eric,  why,  what's  wrong?" 

Eric  continued  his  question.  "What  did  you  find  in 
the  pockets?" 

"Not  much,  his  wallet,  some  change  and  a  little  Yen.  Why 
the  'twenty  questions?'" 

"I'm  not  sure  yet.  I  will  be  when  the  body  comes  down." 

It  was  not  much  longer  before  Munoz  and  Torres  were 
hanging  precariously  in  the  tree,  cutting  the  four-inch  thick 
branch  with  a  wood  saw.  Ken  White  waited  below  with  a  clean 
white  sheet  spread  on  the  ground  to  wrap  the  body  in  to  protect 
any  fungible  evidence  that  might  have  been  present.  After  a 
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few  minutes  of  cutting,  the  branch  broke  free  with  a  snap  and 
White  gently  lowered  the  body  to  the  ground. 

A  now  very  curious  Ann  walked  over  and  started 
inspecting  the  body.  She  looked  hard  at  Private  McCarren's 
face  and  her  eyes  worked  down  the  length  of  his  body  to  the 
soles  of  his  shoes.  She  then  slowly  returned  her  gaze  to  the 
victim's  face  and  had  to  stare  for  several  seconds  before  it 
struck  her.  She  started  searching  her  pockets  furiously  and 
called  out,  "Anybody  got  a  pen?" 


"What?"  Torres  answered.  "What  do  you  want  a  pen  for?" 

"Just  give  me  a  God  damned  pen!" 

Eric  walked  over  and  handed  the  ASAC  an  issued  black 
plastic  U.S.  government  ballpoint  pen.  He  knew  exactly  what 
she  was  going  to  do  next 

Ann  kneeled  at  the  right  shoulder  of  the  victim.  Eric  got 
down  on  one  knee  at  the  left  shoulder,  across  from  Ann  as  she 
rested  the  ballpoint  pen  on  the  right  eyelid  of  the  dead  Marine. 
She  then  used  the  pen  to  roll  the  eyelid  inside  out,  much  like 
one  would  twist  spaghetti  around  a  fork.  Ann  looked  over  at 
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Eric  and  didn't  say  anything.  It  wasn't  necessary.  Eric  understood 
and  his  own  look  immediately  signified  agreement.  Ann 
informed  the  others.  "This  Marine  was  murdered." 


"Midori-Chan,  Taberu?"  Tomoko  Sasaki,  Midori's  mother 
was  concerned.  Her  daughter  had  not  eaten  very  much  for 
several  days.  Midori  looked  so  sad,  but  would  not  talk  about  it. 

"Tabu-nai  Ocaasan."  Midori  called  to  her  mother  through 
the  closed  door  of  her  room.  She  did  not  feel  like  eating.  Her 
thoughts  were  focused  on  Eric  Pecaro.  She  knew  it  was  wrong 
for  her  to  feel  betrayed.  It  was  not  like  he  had  ever  expressed 
any  feelings  for  her.  They  had  never  dated;  he'd  never  even 
asked  to  take  her  anywhere.  She  had  only  seen  him  at  work, 
except  for  that  one  time  in  the  Ramen  shop.  They  hadn't 
spoken  even  then. 


It  had  been  almost  four  months  since  Pecaro-San  had 
arrived  in  Okinawa.  They  sat  and  talked  together  almost  every 
day.  He  always  seemed  to  look  for  opportunities  to  talk  with 
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her,  and  together  they  had  talked  about  everything.  Well, 
obviously  not  everything,  she  thought. 

Midori  thought  about  how  funny  he  was  when  she  brought 
him  the  Tempura  she  had  cooked  for  him  on  her  mother's  stove. 
He  ate  the  tempura  then  used  his  hashi,  the  Americans  called 
them  chopsticks,  to  catch  imaginary  flies  out  of  the  air.  She  had 
laughed  so  much  it  hurt.  He  always  made  her  laugh. 


He  simply  never  got  around  to  mentioning  he  was 
married.  Their  conversations  never  went  in  that  direction.  Still, 
he  did  not  seem  married  and  there  was  something  so  special 
about  his  deep  blue  eyes.  The  way  he  looked  at  her  stirred 
wonderful  feelings  deep  inside  her  heart. 


Then  a  few  days  ago,  his  wife  called.  Mrs.  Pecaro 
sounded  so  angry  on  the  telephone.  She  had  needed  him  to 
call  her  back  right  away  because  she  had  problems  with  the 
people  at  the  bank.  She  had  called  them  "assholes."  Midori 
was  familiar  with  this  American  expression,  but  was 
bewildered  as  to  why  she  was  being  asked  to  write  it  down  in  a 
telephone  message. 
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He  is  married.  Midori  felt  so  foolish,  so  stupid,  and  so 
alone  in  her  room.  She  was  struggling,  trying  to  understand. 
Why  does  my  life  always  go  like  this?  She  thought  about  her 
previous  relationships.  She  recalled  her  first  real  boyfriend. 
The  Japanese  boy  had  convinced  Midori,  then  nineteen  years 
old,  he  really  loved  her.  Then  he  took  her  virginity. 


Midori  remembered  the  pain  of  the  physical  act  itself;  how 
she  was  sure  he  was  tearing  her  insides  out.  Midori  also 
remembered  how  he  had  hurt  her  heart  by  boasting  to  their 
friends  of  what  they  had  done  in  that  cheap  hotel  room. 


Midori  had  confronted  him  with  his  betrayal  of  her  trust. 
He  responded  by  stopping  his  car  on  a  deserted  street  and 
ordering  her  out.  It  was  past  midnight  and  she  had  no  money 
to  get  home.  She  walked  half  the  night  before  she  finally  found 
her  way.  The  boy  she  thought  she  loved  drove  away  into  the 
fog  that  night  and  she  did  not  see  him  again  until  three  years 
later  when  she  saw  him  in  a  park,  pushing  a  little  baby  on  a 
swing. 

Midori's  thoughts  drifted  to  her  only  other  boyfriend.  It 
was  two  years  earlier  when  she  met  the  American  Air  Force 
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sergeant.  She  had  been  nervous  about  getting  into  a 
relationship,  but  he  told  her  how  much  he  cared  for  her  and 
how  much  he  wanted  to  marry  her.  He  told  her  of  his  first 
marriage  and  talked  about  his  two  children  living  in  the  states 
with  his  ex-wife.  Midori  felt  terrible  about  all  the  money  his  ex- 
wife  was  taking  from  him  and  she  ultimately  paid  most  of  the 
expenses  for  the  small  apartment  they  shared  for  almost  a  year 
in  Okinawa  City. 

He  finally  transferred  off  the  island  and  promised  he 
would  send  a  fiancee  visa  back  for  her.  He  stopped  calling 
almost  immediately  and  of  course,  the  visa  never  came.  Midori 
grew  worried  that  something  terrible  had  happened  to  him  and 
asked  several  of  his  friends  to  try  and  find  him. 


In  the  end,  one  of  his  friends  sat  her  down  and  told  Midori 
her  fiance  was  not  divorced.  He  was  in  fact  married  and  living 
with  his  wife  and  children  at  an  Air  Force  Base  in  California. 

The  very  place  they  had  so  frequently  talked  about  buying  a 
house  and  raising  a  family. 


I  must  stop  these  thoughts,  she  reminded  herself.  I 
cannot  allow  myself  to  feel  like  that  for  anyone,  especially  him. 
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Midori  wandered  over  to  her  window,  opened  it  and  breathed 
deeply  as  she  silently  prayed  for  the  answers  to  come. 
Unfortunately,  the  night  air  would  hold  no  revelations  for  her. 
Worse,  she  realized  sleep  would  not  be  her  ally  this  night.  For 
in  order  to  sleep,  she  must  close  her  eyes  and  Midori  now 
feared  the  darkness,  for  in  the  darkness  she  could  plainly  see 
his  deep  blue  eyes,  the  eyes  that  burned  through  to  her  soul. 

"There  is  a  complete  lack  of  petechial  hemorrhaging." 
Special  Agent  Rees  explained  to  the  other  investigators 
gathered  around  her.  "In  any  case  of  asphyxiation,  especially 
hanging  deaths,  petechial  or  pinpoint  hemorrhages  occur. 
They  are  apparent  in  the  red  face  of  the  hanging  victim  and  the 
area  around  the  ligature.  Notice  the  face  of  this  victim  is  pale 
and  there  are  no  petechial  spots  around  the  belt." 


Ann  rolled  the  eyelid  back  again.  "These  hemorrhages 
are  typically  evident  on  the  underside  of  the  eyelid.  As  you  all 
can  see,  there  is  no  indication  of  this  occurring." 

Eric  added,  "I  am  concerned  with  what  is  not  here,  the 
negative  evidence.'  For  example,  where  are  McCarren's  car 
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keys?  They  are  not  in  the  ignition  and  they  were  not  on  the 
victim.  It  is  possible  he  could  have  thrown  them  into  the  woods, 
but  why?  Why  aren't  his  shoes  tied?  Where  is  the  note?  Now, 
the  lack  of  a  note  does  not  necessarily  mean  it's  not  a  suicide, 
but  that  is  another  indicator. 

"I  am  also  concerned  why  he  did  this  way  the  hell  out 
here.  PFC  McCarren  was  a  garrison  Marine  stationed  over 
forty  miles  south  of  here.  In  fact,  I  am  willing  to  bet  he  would 
have  never  had  the  opportunity  to  learn  of  this  place.  Some  of 
you  heard  what  the  driver  said,  McCarren  would  have  nearly 
destroyed  his  car  getting  out  here,  not  that  it  would  have 
matter..." 


"Shit!" 

The  chief  investigator  suddenly  realized  there  was 
something  he  needed  to  find  and  he  prayed  that  it  was  not 
already  gone.  Eric  turned  and  walked  about  ten  yards  down 
the  path.  He  stopped,  looked  around,  and  then  walked  out 
another  twenty  yards.  He  squatted  down  and  looked  in  the 
direction  of  the  rear  of  McCarren's  car,  then  right,  then  left.  He 
then  he  got  up,  walked  another  ten  yards  and  repeated  the 
procedure. 


Page 


248 


Pecaro’s  Year 


"Come  this  way,"  Eric  called  to  the  other  investigators. 
"But  walk  on  that  side  of  the  road!"  He  pointed  to  the  opposite 
side  of  the  path  from  where  McCarren's  car  was  parked. 

The  group  followed  the  order  and  slowly  approached 
Eric's  position.  As  they  did,  Eric  pointed  to  a  series  of  tracks  in 
the  narrow  path.  Beside  the  telltale  deep  ruts  caused  by  the 
numerous  tactical  vehicles  that  had  been  down  this  road  since 
the  last  rain,  were  clearly  two  sets  of  commercial  tire  tracks, 
one  of  which  were  probably  McCarren's.  The  other  tracks  were 
obviously  from  another  small  vehicle. 


"Anybody  care  to  dare  a  guess  as  to  how  these  other 
tracks  got  here?"  Eric  looked  at  the  others  with  a  knowing 
smile. 


"All  right  Major  Mathis,  tell  me  something  I  don't  already 
know."  Kawalski  asked  as  he  burst  through  his  office  door  and 
past  the  tall,  athletic  major  sitting  in  her  usual  place  on  the 
office  sofa.  Kawalski  had  just  returned  from  headquarters  where 
he  had  the  unpleasant  task  of  informing  the  commanding 
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general  that  one  of  his  Marines  was  swinging  from  a  tree  in  the 
Northern  Training  Area. 

"Sir,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  just  called  in  from  the  NTA. 
The  body  apparently  is  PFC  McCarren's.  I  didn't  even  know  he 
was  U.A." 

Kawalski  had  just  had  the  misfortune  of  having  to  make 
that  same  embarrassing  statement  to  the  commanding  general. 
A  leader  is  not  expected  to  know  the  exact  whereabouts  of 
every  man  under  his  command,  but  he  is  supposed  to  know  if 
one  of  his  troops  is  an  Unauthorized  Absence,  or  "U.A."  status. 


Sally  Mathis  continued,  "Sir,  I  was  just  told  by  the  MP 
Operations  Officer  that  when  McCarren  did  not  show  up  for 
work  this  morning,  they  immediately  started  looking  for  him. 
They  were  about  an  hour  into  the  search  when  the  call  came  in 
that  his  body  had  been  found.  Sir,  technically  he  wasn't  U.A. 
for  more  than  a  couple  of  hours."  The  deputy  provost  marshal 
looked  at  her  boss.  "But  sir,  that  is  no  longer  our  biggest 
problem." 
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"Enlighten  me,  Major." 

"Sir,  Top  Pecaro  thinks  McCarren  was  murdered." 

The  provost  marshal  was  not  ready  for  this  revelation 
and  was  clearly  caught  off  guard.  "Bullshit,  Major.  I  got  a  dead 
PFC  swinging  in  a  tree.  Last  time  I  checked,  that  means 
suicide.  Where  the  hell  does  Pecaro  get  off  making  a 
statement  like  that?" 


The  deputy  provost  marshal  slowly  and  deliberately 
spelled  out  the  information  related  to  her  from  the  chief 
investigator.  In  the  months  since  she  had  met  Eric  Pecaro, 
Sally  had  come  to  trust  his  professional  judgment  completely. 
They  had  had  a  deep  mutual  respect  for  each  other  and  had 
also  become  close  friends. 


Kawalski  backed  off.  "I  guess  I  have  to  call  the  God 
damned  general,  back.  Well,  at  least  it  is  good  to  know  the 
investigators  have  some  adult  leadership  out  there.  Pecaro's  a 
good  man." 
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Sally  could  barely  conceal  her  surprise.  "Sir,  I  thought 
you  didn't  like  Top  Pecaro." 

Kawalski  leaned  back  and  propped  his  boots  on  the 
desktop.  "Sally,  I  believe  Eric  Pecaro  is  one  of  the  most 
competent  investigators  I  have  ever  met.  I  just  get  a  hell  of  a 
kick  out  of  pitting  him  against  that  weasel  of  a  gunny  he  has 
working  for  him." 


Kawalski's  eyes  then  narrowed,  "I  also  know  that  you  and 
Pecaro  are  close,  a  little  to  damned  close  for  my  comfort.  Now,  I 
don't  know  if  you're  fucking  him  and  frankly  I  don't  care,  but  if 
you  are,  don't  ever  let  it  get  out.  As  you  are  well  aware,  that's 
fraternization  and  if  I  find  out,  there  is  absolutely  nothing  I  can 
do  for  you." 


Sally  couldn't  help  but  smile.  "Sir,  first  of  all,  I  am  not 
fucking'  the  Top  as  you  so  eloquently  articulated.  Secondly, 
you  are  absolutely  the  last  human  being  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
I  would  ever  tell." 
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Crazy  Kawalski  laughed,  "Major  Mathis,  you  are  one  God 
damned  intelligent  woman.  Now  make  sure  that  the  operations 
folks  make  available  all  information  they  have  on  McCarren.  I 
expect  NCIS  any  minute.  Now,  what  the  hell  else  is  going  on 
around  here?" 


"Livor  Mortis  Eric,  all  over  his  back.  We  have  our 
confirmation." 

Ann  was  excited.  She  had  rolled  the  body  on  its  side  and 
pulled  the  shirt  up  on  a  hunch  the  victim  had  been  dead  in 
another  position  long  enough  to  cause  the  telltale  red 
discoloration  caused  by  blood  settling  in  the  lowest  part  of  the 
body. 


Eric  walked  over  from  where  he  was  assisting  in  the 
casting  of  tire  tracks  from  the  dirt  path.  He  looked  down  at  Ann 
as  she  held  up  the  victim's  tee  shirt.  "You're  right,  Ann.  In  fact, 
look  at  the  blanching  on  the  shoulder  blades.  This  guy  was 
dead  and  on  his  back  for  several  hours  before  he  was  strung 
up.  Now  I  wonder  exactly  what  killed  him." 
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Ann  lowered  the  tee  shirt  and  looked  at  her  friend.  "I'm 
more  interested  in  knowing  who." 


Crystal  McCarren  hastily  packed  her  things.  This  would 
not  take  long  since  she  and  Dennis  had  not  acquired  a  whole  lot 
during  their  year  in  Okinawa.  Because  he  was  only  a  Lance 
Corporal  when  they  arrived,  they  did  not  rate  base  housing.  He 
did  not  even  rate  "command  sponsorship."  That  meant  Crystal, 
and  their  two-year-old  daughter,  Beverly,  flew  to  Japan  on  their 
credit  card,  since  the  government  would  not  pay  for  their  travel. 


Because  of  their  status,  Dennis  had  no  right  to  ask  for 
any  base  services.  They  could  not  get  medical  or  dental  care 
and  could  even  be  kept  out  of  the  PX  and  commissary  if  the 
demand  for  those  services  ever  got  too  great. 

Even  before  they  arrived,  their  financial  situation  had 
been  hopeless.  After  they  got  to  Okinawa,  their  situation 
worsened.  Crystal  tried  to  get  a  job,  but  all  the  on-base  jobs 
went  to  the  command  sponsored  wives.  The  childcare  facility 
would  not  accept  Beverly  for  the  same  reason.  They  never  had 
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any  money  and  Crystal  started  to  deeply  resent  having  to  stay 
home  while  all  her  friends  went  on  shopping  trips  to  places  like 
South  Korea,  The  Philippines,  and  Thailand. 

The  worst  thing  was  the  boredom.  Most  of  the  time,  all 
she  had  for  company  was  the  four  walls  of  her  cheap 
apartment.  She  was  stuck  with  no  money  and  few  friends.  She 
couldn't  go  anywhere.  There  was  only  one  AFRTS  television 
station.  Everything  else  was  in  Japanese.  It  did  not  take  long 
before  the  tiny  Okinawan  apartment  started  closing  in  on 
Crystal  and  it  also  did  not  take  very  long  before  she  started 
looking  for  a  way  out. 


Crystal's  "way  out"  presented  himself  one  Saturday  night 
when  she  was  out  with  her  friends  at  the  "Club  Chesty"  Enlisted 
Club  on  Camp  Butler.  His  name  was  Alfonzo  Johnson.  He  told 
her  he  was  a  Navy  Veterinary  Technician  on  Camp  Lester. 


She  and  Dennis  had  just  had  another  huge  fight  about 
money  and  Crystal  decided  that  she  would  rather  go  out  that 
hang  around  "the  loser."  Crystal  had  stormed  into  their 
bedroom,  pulled  her  stained  yellow  tank  top  over  her  frizzy 
blond  hair,  and  put  on  a  bra  and  her  favorite  black  sequined 
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shirt.  It  was  the  one  that  just  covered  the  "tatts"  on  her  upper 
arms,  but  the  wide  neck  failed  to  cover  the  tattoo  on  her  left 
shoulder  blade.  That  was  fine;  the  large  blue  unicorn  was  her 
favorite  anyway. 

She  was  in  the  process  of  aggressively  consuming 
several  Seven  &  Sevens  at  the  club,  when  Alfonzo  walked  over 
and  asked  her  to  dance.  Crystal  looked  up  at  the  tall  skinny 
sailor  with  the  shaved  head.  He  looked  to  be  a  couple  years 
younger  than  she  and  wasn't  bad  looking.  Crystal  had  never 
danced  with  a  black  man  before  and  decided  she  would  "get  a 
little  wild." 


From  that  point  on,  she  danced  to  every  song  with 
Alfonzo.  He  was  a  great  dancer,  a  classy  dresser,  and  she 
could  tell  that  he  was  wearing  very  expensive  jewelry.  Alfonzo 
told  her  that  his  family  owned  a  string  of  successful  jewelry 
stores  in  Los  Angeles  and  that  his  father  had  wanted  him  to 
spend  a  few  years  in  the  military  before  passing  the  business 
on  to  him. 
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Crystal  was  very  impressed  with  Alfonzo  Johnson  and  by 
the  end  of  the  night  she  and  Alfonzo  were  making  out  in  the 
back  seat  of  her  friend's  car.  He,  of  course,  wanted  to  go  a 
whole  lot  further,  but  Crystal  wasn't  ready  just  yet. 


In  his  barracks  room,  Petty  Officer  Alfonzo  Johnson  was 
also  packing.  He  had  orders  in  his  pocket  transferring  him  off 
"the  rock"  and  had  spent  the  afternoon  clearing  out  a  year's 
worth  of  trash  from  his  wall  locker.  The  next  morning  he  was 
getting  on  a  plane  at  the  Naha  Airport  and  he  knew  that  he 
would  not  relax  until  the  wheels  left  the  ground  of,  "this  fucked 
up  shit  hole.  ” 


Alfonzo  had  never  in  his  life  been  this  afraid.  He  was  not 
this  scared  when  a  store  detective  had  caught  him  with  the  gold 
necklace  he  stole.  He  wasn't  even  this  afraid  when  his  crack 
head  father  came  after  him  with  a  gun.  Though  that  had  been 
the  last  straw.  Alfonzo  joined  the  service  to  get  out  of  that 
ghetto  and  keep  out  of  prison.  Now  his  association  with  Crystal 
McCarren  ran  the  risk  of  putting  him  right  where  he  never 
wanted  to  be. 
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Alfonzo  shoved  his  belongings  into  the  green  sea  bag 
propped  on  the  floor.  He  momentarily  stopped  and  walked  over 
to  his  roommate's  open  wall  locker,  where  he  grabbed  his 
roommate's  camcorder  and  placed  it  into  the  sea  bag  as  well. 
The  hospital  pharmacy  technician,  who  roomed  with  Alfonzo, 
would  be  on  shift  until  Alfonzo  left  the  island,  forever. 


His  frustration  was  mounting  as  Alfonzo  continued 
stuffing  his  belongings  into  the  bag.  He  thought  back  to  the 
night  he  met  Crystal  and  grumbled  to  the  walls  of  the  empty 
room.  "That  fuckin'  ho!  I  should  have  kept  talkin'  shit  to  the 
other  bitch,  but  FUCK  NO,  I  had  to  go  charging  after  some  fresh 
shit.  Fuck  me!" 


Alfonzo  Johnson  pushed  the  sea  bag  to  one  side  and 
started  filling  a  large  suitcase.  "I  had  to  tell  her  some  shit  about 
me  ownin'  a  jewelry  store,  a  fuckin'  jewelry  store!  Fuck,  all  I 
wanted  was  a  whiff  of  that  pussy  and  now  I'm  FUCKED!  That 
bitch  IS  NOT  gonna  keep  me  from  leaving  this  fuckin'  island!" 
Alfonzo  continued  berating  himself  as  he  shoved  his 
roommate's  new  leather  jacket  into  his  suitcase. 
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"Colonel,  we  still  haven't  worked  out  the  Camp  Fuji 
problem." 

Major  Mathis  hoped  Kawalski  had  not  yet  made  up  his 
mind  as  to  who  was  going  to  deploy  to  Camp  Fuji  as  the 
Provost  Marshal  of  the  small  Marine  Corps  camp  at  the  base  of 
Japan's  highest  mountain. 


Marine  Corps  Base  Camp  Butler  had  been  saddled  with 
the  responsibility  of  providing  MPs  and  a  provost  marshal  to 
Camp  Fuji  years  earlier,  even  though  there  were  Marine  Bases 
much  closer  and  better  able  to  man  the  small  training  camp. 


The  captain  that  had  filled  the  position  for  the  last  year 
was  gone.  He  flew  out  on  the  "Freedom  Bird"  the  Friday 
before.  The  only  relief  was  that  the  regulations  allowed  for  the 
position  to  be  filled  by  either  an  officer  or  a  senior  Staff  NCO. 
To  this  end,  Sally  Mathis  had  an  idea.  If  only  she  could  get 
Crazy  Kawalski  to  go  along. 


"Major,  if  you  are  trying  to  go,  forget  it.  I  need  you  here." 
"I  wasn't  thinking  about  me,  Colonel." 
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"Major  Mathis,  there  is  nobody  left.  Every  officer  I  have  is 
filling  a  critical  billet  and  the  only  senior  Staff  NCO  I  have  with 
enough  time  left  on  this  island  is  Pecaro.  Are  you  suggesting  I 
send  him?" 


"No,  Sir." 

"There  is  nobody  left,  Major." 

"Yes,  there  is,  Sir." 

Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski  lifted  his  boots  from  the 
desktop,  swiveled  his  leather  executive  chair  to  the  front,  rested 
his  elbows  on  the  desk,  and  placed  his  hands  under  his  chin. 

"You  hiding  a  Marine  from  me,  Major?" 


McCarren's  body  was  wrapped  in  the  white  sheet  and 
carefully  loaded  into  the  back  of  a  six-ton  truck.  As  the  senior 
NCIS  agent  on  the  scene,  Ann  Rees  decided  that  she  and  Tony 
Torres  would  accompany  the  body  to  the  morgue  at  Camp 
Lester.  The  others  could  take  the  Land  Cruiser  back  to  Camp 
Butler  where  they  would  join  other  NCIS  and  CID  agents  who 
were  already  following  up  on  leads  throughout  the  island. 
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As  the  huge  flat  bed  truck  slowly  made  its  way  down  the 
road  marked  "Tactical  Vehicles  Only,"  Ann  Rees  found  herself 
holding  onto  the  body  of  the  dead  Marine  to  keep  it  from 
rolling,  or  worse,  bouncing  right  off  the  bed  of  the  truck.  The 
road  was  virtually  impassable  in  places. 


Ann  looked  up  on  several  occasions  and  caught  Tony 
Torres  looking  at  her  as  he  sat  on  the  wooden  bench  along  the 
side  of  the  truck  bed.  "WHAT'S  WRONG  TONY?  WHAT  ARE 
YOU  LOOKING  AT?"  She  hollered  over  the  racket  of  the  diesel 
engine. 


"You  know  Ann,  you  are  really  a  "fox,"  the  sergeant 
replied. 

"WHAT?  I  CAN'T  HEAR  YOU!"  Ann  yelled  at  her 
traveling  companion. 

"ANN,  I  THINK  YOU'RE  REALLY  BEAUTIFUL!"  Tony 
Torres  yelled  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

"GET  A  LIFE  TONY!"  Ann  yelled  back.  Actually,  she  had 
heard  him  the  first  time  but  decided  that  she  would  make  him 
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really  embarrass  himself.  Arm  had  been  warned  about  this  guy 
Torres  trying  to  bed  down  every  woman  on  the  island  of 
Okinawa  and  she  had  no  intention  of  being  his  next  mark. 

Aw,  she's  probably  a  dyke  anyway.  Torres  thought  as  he 
turned  away.  Torres  didn't  enjoy  being  embarrassed, 
especially  by  a  woman. 

Ann  smiled  to  herself  and  then  had  to  grab  the  edge  of 
the  bench  beside  her  to  keep  from  being  thrown  from  the  truck. 
It's  going  to  be  a  rough  ride  for  all  three  of  us,  she  thought  as 
she  second-guessed  her  decision  to  take  Torres  along  for  the 
trip. 


The  baby  was  crying  and  Crystal  was  trying  her  very  best 
to  console  her.  She  had  used  the  last  of  her  money  to  take  a 
taxi  to  this  small  nondescript  hotel  just  a  few  blocks  from  the 
Naha  Airport.  There  was  no  milk  in  the  room  and  just  a  little  bit 
of  food.  Alfonzo  was  supposed  to  be  bringing  groceries  to  the 
hotel  as  soon  as  he  finished  packing.  Then  they  were  going  to 
spend  the  night  there  and  take  a  cab  to  the  Naha  Airport  in  the 
morning. 
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Crystal  angrily  stared  out  the  window.  "Where  the  fuck  is 
he?”  Her  daughter  started  crying  louder.  "It's  okay,  Bev,"  she 
consoled  the  child.  "Soon  this  will  all  be  over." 

Crystal  recalled  how  she  had  given  her  telephone  number 
to  Alfonzo  the  night  they  met.  She  really  didn't  know  why  she 
did  that.  She  had  even  told  him  that  she  was  married,  thinking 
that  fact  would  probably  dissuade  him,  but  he  had  started 
calling  her  anyway. 


The  first  few  times  he  called,  it  was  okay,  because  Dennis 
was  at  work.  Then,  Alfonzo  called  one  morning  when  Dennis 
was  at  home.  Dennis  had  worked  the  night  shift  at  PMO  central 
and  the  phone  rang  just  as  he  came  in  the  door.  Crystal 
recalled  that  Dennis  answered  the  phone  before  she  could  grab 
it  and  that  Alfonzo,  the  dumb  shit,  had  asked  for  her. 


God,  how  Dennis  freaked  the  fuck  out,  Crystal  recalled. 
She  also  remembered  that  she  and  Dennis  screamed  back  and 
forth.  He  accused  her  of  being  a  whore  and  she  told  him  she 
was  fed  up  with  this  shit  and  wanted  a  divorce. 
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Then  without  warning,  Dennis  started  crying  and  begged 
her  not  to  go.  She  remembered  that  she  had  called  him  a  pussy 
for  slobbering  like  some  little  kid  and  started  slapping  his  face 
over  and  over  as  hard  as  she  could.  Finally,  he  reeled  back  and 
slapped  her  back,  knocking  her  across  the  room  and 
immediately  swelling  her  left  eye  shut. 


Dennis  looked  shocked  at  what  he  had  done  and  begged 
her  to  forgive  him.  Instead,  she  called  the  MPs  who  came  and 
apprehended  Dennis.  After  they  took  him  away,  she  called 
Alfonzo  and  told  him  to  come  over. 


That  was  the  first  night  she  and  Alfonzo  had  sex.  He 
wasn't  very  good  in  bed,  not  even  as  good  as  Dennis,  but 
Crystal  didn't  care.  It  was  the  thought  of  Dennis,  the  loser, 
sitting  in  jail  as  she  put  her  lips  around  Alfonzo's  big  black  cock 
that  excited  Crystal  so  intensely.  The  thought  that  she  was 
doing  it  in  her  husband's  apartment  and  in  her  husband's  bed 
aroused  Crystal  to  a  fever  she  had  never  before  experienced.  It 
felt  good,  so  good  that  she  knew  she  would  do  it  again. 
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"Top,  this  is  Sergeant  James  Avery."  Major  Mathis 
introduced  Eric  to  McCarren's  NCOIC.  Eric  shook  the 
outstretched  hand  of  the  dead  man's  supervisor. 

"Have  a  seat  Jim."  Eric  motioned  to  the  easy  chair  in  front 
of  his  desk.  "I  know  it  is  after  nineteen-thirty  and  you  must  be 
tired." 


The  chief  investigator  waited  for  Sergeant  Avery  to  settle 
nervously  into  the  chair  before  asking  the  question  of  the  day. 
"So  Jim,  can  you  tell  me  why  PFC  McCarren  is  dead?" 

"Beats  the  shit  outta  me  Top,  and  that's  the  truth."  Avery 
was  clearly  perplexed.  "McCarren  was  not  my  best  troop,  not 
by  a  long  shot,  but  I  never  figured  him  to  kill  himself." 

The  investigators  had  not  yet  released  that  McCarren's 
death  wasn't  a  suicide.  "Jim,  fill  me  in  on  this  Marine.  You  can 
start  by  telling  me  how  he  got  busted."  Eric  had  remembered 
the  tell  tale  missing  chevron  the  day  he  was  picked  up  at  the 
airport  by  PFC  McCarren. 
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Sergeant  Avery  looked  over  at  Major  Mathis  and  then 
back  to  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro.  "It  was  his  wife  Top,"  he 
began.  "She  has  been  nothing  but  trouble  since  the  day  they 
arrived.  The  first  six  months  or  so  everything  seemed  to  be 
okay.  I  mean,  I  know  they  didn't  have  any  money,  but  who 
does?  Then  we  got  a  call  from  her  one  day.  I  guess  they  had 
been  fighting  and  he  hauled  off  and  hit  her." 


Sergeant  Avery  looked  over  at  the  deputy  provost 
marshal  before  continuing.  "Well,  you  know  the  colonel's  rules. 
If  a  Marine  hits  his  wife,  he  goes  to  NJP,  no  questions  asked." 

Sally  interrupted,  "That's  right,  Top.  I  have  McCarren's 
file  here.  He  went  up  for  Non-Judicial  Punishment  five  months 
ago  for  spousal  abuse.  He  lost  a  stripe  and  was  taken  off  the 
watch.  That's  when  he  was  made  the  PM's  driver. 


"McCarren  took  it  pretty  hard  but  at  least  he  wasn't  fined. 
The  colonel  figured  he  didn't  want  to  punish  the  wife  by  taking 
more  of  the  Marine's  money.  He  thought  the  loss  of  the  stripe 
was  enough.  The  colonel  also  warned  McCarren  to  make  sure 
it  didn't  happen  again.  Unfortunately  for  PFC  McCarren,  it  did." 
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"Yes  Ma'am,"  Avery  interjected.  "Three  more  times.  The 
last  time  was  just  over  a  week  ago.  She  called  us  and  said  he 
was  beating  on  her.  When  we  got  there,  she  was  yelling  and 
screaming  and  calling  him  names.  We  asked  her  where  she 
was  hit,  and  she  showed  us  a  red  mark  on  her  upper  arm. 

Didn't  look  like  much  to  me  ma'am,  but  I  ain't  no  Corpsman.  We 
apprehended  McCarren  and  took  him  out  of  the  apartment.  He 
was  pretty  cooperative,  always  was.  Said  she  hit  him  first." 


Sergeant  Avery  looked  at  the  chief  investigator.  "Frankly 
Top,  I  believed  him." 

Eric  Pecaro  addressed  the  deputy  provost  marshal. 
"Major  Mathis,  may  I  ask  why  the  colonel  didn't  just  order  the 
wife  home?  Since  McCarren  got  here  as  a  lance  corporal,  I  am 
sure  she  wasn't  command  sponsored." 


"Well  Top,  two  problems,"  Mathis  explained.  "First,  since 
she  wasn't  command  sponsored,  we  did  not  have  any  control 
over  her.  As  long  as  she  had  a  valid  visa,  Crystal  McCarren 
could  stay  in  Japan.  The  other  problem  was  it  was  our 
understanding;  she  had  no  family  back  in  the  states.  She  and 
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her  baby  apparently  had  nowhere  to  go.  We  did  issue  a  Military 
Protection  Order  against  PFC  McCarren.  The  MPO  directed 
McCarren  out  of  the  apartment  and  back  into  the  barracks.  I 
understand  he  immediately  violated  that  order." 

"They  have  a  child?"  Eric  had  not  known  this. 

Sergeant  Avery  answered,  "More  accurately  Top,  she  has 
a  child.  PFC  McCarren  had  told  me  once  that  she  got  pregnant 
while  he  was  on  deployment.  He  loved  that  kid  though. 
McCarren  carried  pictures  of  that  little  girl  everywhere  he  went. 
That's  part  of  the  reason  I  am  sure  he  would  not  have  killed 
himself." 


This  caught  Eric's  attention.  "Explain  that  to  me  Jim,  I 
don't  think  I  understand." 

"PFC  McCarren  had  finally  decided  to  divorce  Crystal.  He 
said  that  he  was  going  to  get  custody,  because  she  was  an 
unfit  mother.  There  is  no  way  he'd  kill  himself.  Getting  custody 
of  that  little  girl  was  too  important  to  him." 


"How  was  he  so  sure  he  was  going  to  get  custody?" 
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"Well,  Top,  that  sorta  involves  why  he  and  Crystal  got  into 
their  last  fight." 

"Jim,  I'm  afraid  you  have  lost  me  here." 

Sergeant  Avery  had  been  fairly  relaxed  up  to  this  point. 
Unfortunately,  this  latest  inquiry  from  the  chief  investigator 
tightened  him  back  up  again.  He  looked  over  at  Major  Mathis 
and  then  shifted  his  nervous  eyes  back  to  Pecaro. 


"Top,  I  know  I  should  have  probably  went  to  somebody 
with  this.  PFC  McCarren  told  me  that  he  came  home  early  that 
afternoon  and  found  his  two-year-old  daughter  playing  in  the 
street,  two  floors  below  his  apartment.  He  picked  up  his  little 
girl  and  took  her  upstairs.  After  he  put  her  on  the  kitchen  floor, 
he  walked  into  the  bedroom."  Avery's  eyes  darted  nervously  in 
the  major's  direction. 


"What  is  it  Sergeant  Avery?"  Major  Mathis  asked. 

"Well  Ma'am,  he  walked  in  the  bedroom  and  caught  his 
wife  in  bed  with  some  black  guy.  From  what  McCarren  told  me, 
Crystal  and  this  guy  were  going  at  it  so  hot  and  heavy,  they 
never  even  saw  him  come  in." 
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"What  happened  next  Jim?"  Eric  Pecaro  had  already 
figured  out  where  this  was  going. 

"Well  Top,  McCarren  told  me  that  he  jumped  the  guy  and 
hit  him  a  couple  of  times.  The  guy  grabbed  his  clothes  and  ran 
out  of  the  apartment.  The  next  thing  we  know,  we  get  the  call 
from  Mrs.  McCarren  reporting  that  he  is  beating  the  shit  out  of 
her  again.  Like  I  said  before,  all  I  saw  was  a  small  red  mark  on 
her  arm.  McCarren  told  us  that  he  was  trying  to  talk  to  her  and 
she  started  slapping  him,  so  he  grabbed  her  arm  to  make  her 
stop." 


Sergeant  Avery  looked  over  at  the  deputy  provost 
marshal  and  back  at  the  chief  investigator.  "With  all  due 
respect  Ma'am,  if  it  was  my  wife,  I  would  have  beaten  the  living 
crap  out  of  her." 


"Alfonzo,  where  the  hell  have  you  been?"  Crystal  was 
livid.  "Bev  is  hungry  and  you  said  you  were  going  to  be  here  by 
five-thirty.  It's  almost  nine  p.m.  for  Christ's  sake." 
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"I  had  to  get  checked  out  of  the  unit,  that  took 
time."  Alfonzo  dropped  his  six  foot,  two  inch  frame  onto 
the  tiny  Japanese  hotel  bed. 

"Where's  the  milk  you  said  you  were  gonna 

bring?"  "Oh  Fuck!  Sorry  baby,  I  forgot." 

"Fuckin'  sorry?  That  don't  cut  it,  Alfonzo.  Now  get  your 
ass  down  to  the  store  and  get  us  some  food!" 

"Fuck  it,  you  go.  I'm  tired." 

All  five  feet,  seven  inches  of  the  enraged  Crystal 
McCarren  stood  over  the  exhausted  Navy  petty  officer.  Her 
wild  blonde  hair  fell  just  passed  the  shoulders  of  her  dirty 
white  tee  shirt. 


"Alfonzo,  I  ain't  gonna  play  charades  with  some  fuckin' 
squinty  eyed  gooner  at  some  Jap  grocery  store  on  my  last 
day  on  this  fuckin'  island.  Now  go  get  us  some  food  and  don't 
forget  the  damn  milk!" 


It  took  some  effort  for  Petty  Officer  Alfonzo  Johnson  to  lift 
his  skinny,  tired  body  off  the  bed.  He  cussed  to  himself  as  he 
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walked  out  of  the  hotel  and  onto  the  narrow  street.  As  Alfonzo 
walked  along,  he  went  over  the  circumstances  that  got  him  to 
this  point.  He  had  killed  a  man;  not  that  it  really  bothered  him 
all  that  much.  Back  on  the  block,  Alfonzo  had  been  involved  in 
five  or  six  drive-by  shootings.  He  had  even  pulled  the  trigger  in 
a  couple  of  them.  What  bothered  him  was  that  this  one  was 
close  and  personal.  He  had  sat  right  there  and  watched  the 
man  die. 

Shit,  I  didn't  even  know  the  "Mutha  fucka, "  he  thought. 
What  bothered  Alfonzo  Johnson  more  than  anything  was  that 
he  had  let  a  woman  talk  him  into  it.  A  woman  had  been  in 
control;  a  woman  had  decided  it  would  happen.  This  disturbed 
his  ego,  his  self-respect. 


But  damn,  that  bitch  is  fine!  Alfonzo  thought  of  her  tight 
ass  and  how  her  belly  stuck  out  just  a  little  over  the  top  of  her 
tight  denim  shorts.  He  also  thought  back  to  all  the  times  Crystal 
McCarren  had  called  him  and  asked  him  to  come  to  her 
apartment  and  give  her  some  of  that  "big  cock."  Alfonzo  knew 
that  the  thought  of  them  fucking  right  in  her  husband's  bed  was 
a  real  turn  on  for  Crystal  and  Alfonzo  had  always  been  more 
than  happy  to  oblige. 


Page 


272 


Pecaro’s  Year 


In  the  beginning,  Petty  Officer  Johnson  had  been  worried 
about  getting  caught  with  the  Marine's  young  wife.  He  recalled 
what  happened  when  the  finally  were. 

I  was  buried  so  deep  in  that  pussy,  he  recalled  as  he 
walked  along.  And  the  mutha  fucka  comes  walkin’  in  the  fuckin’ 
room.  He  cringed  a  little  at  the  memory.  The  bitch  TOLD  ME  he 
wasn't  cornin'  home.  It  was  not  a  scene  that  Alfonzo  Johnson 
desired  to  ever  repeat. 


By  the  time  Alfonzo  opened  the  glass  door  of  the  grocery 
store  his  smile  had  faded.  When  the  whole  thing  began,  he  had 
no  way  of  knowing  just  how  involved  he  was  going  to  get  with 
Crystal  McCarren. 


She  is  one  smart  bitch,  he  admitted  to  himself.  The  bitch 
uses  her  little  fuckin'  blonde  snatch  to  get  me  to  do  tricks.  I  was 
like  a  N'  fuckin'  puppy,  sniffin'  around  that  pussy,  like  I  ain’t 
never  seen  no  pussy  before. 


Alfonzo  carried  his  purchases  up  to  the  old  wrinkled 
Okinawan  woman  at  the  cash  register.  She  smiled  at  the 
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young  Gai-Jin.  Alfonzo  Johnson  looked  at  the  old  woman  and 
his  situation  with  total  disgust. 


Eric  Pecaro  looked  around  the  room.  A  dozen  tired, 
sweaty  faces  looked  back.  It  was  close  to  midnight  and  they 
had  been  looking  for  Crystal  McCarren  for  hours.  Her 
apartment  was  abandoned.  She  and  the  baby  were  gone.  Eric 
was  starting  to  wonder  if  her  body  wasn't  somewhere  out 
there  in  the  jungle  as  well.  Maybe  his  prime  suspect  was 
actually  a  victim? 


Ann  Rees  popped  the  top  on  the  cold  tin  can  of  Japanese 
iced  coffee,  took  a  sip,  then  rammed  the  can  heavily  onto  the 
desk,  causing  some  of  the  cream  colored  drink  to  splash  out 
the  top.  Like  Eric  and  the  other  investigators  in  the  room,  she 
felt  buried  in  frustration.  She  couldn't  shake  the  feeling  that 
whoever  did  this  was  slipping  away  and  there  was  nothing  any 
of  them  could  do  about  it. 


"Okay  folks,"  Eric  began.  "Let's  go  over  it  again."  He 
pointed  to  Sergeant  Bressette.  "Kelly,  what  is  the  status  of  her 
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friends?  Who  do  we  have  identified  and  who  still  needs  to  be 
interviewed?" 

"Top,  I  still  haven't  been  able  to  find  anybody  other  than 
the  two  dependent  wives  Sergeant  Avery  told  us  about.  Neither 
one  will  admit  to  having  any  idea  where  she  is  or  who  she  is 
with.  They  did  say  that  they  remembered  her  sucking  face  with 
an  African-American  male  a  few  months  ago  at  the  club,  but 
both  claimed  that  they  didn't  remember  his  name.  One  of  the 
girls  said  it  sounded  Italian." 


Ann  smiled.  "Hey  Eric,  you  got  any  African-ltalian 
relatives  we  should  know  about?" 

"Not  that  I  know  of  'Munchkin;  Eric  replied  with  a  tired 
grin  of  his  own. 

Self  conscious  of  her  five-foot  two-inch  frame,  Ann 
hated  that  nickname. 

Eric  turned  his  attention  back  to  Sergeant  Bressette, 
"Kelly,  I  thought  I  heard  you  say  earlier  that  Crystal  had  another 
friend.  Some  woman  she  hung  out  with  regularly." 
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"That's  right  Top.  There  is  a  DoDDS  teacher  named  Irene 
Mann.  Unfortunately  she  is  back  in  Cincinnati  on  leave.  Ms. 
Mann  lives  in  the  same  apartment  building  and  went  clubbing 
with  Crystal  several  times.  I  called  there  and  spoke  to  her 
sister  who  said  that  Irene  was  out  shopping  with  her  mom.  I 
left  a  message  to  have  her  call  me  here  as  soon  as  she  gets 


A  very  tired  Ann  Rees  asked  the  group,  "Who  is  in 
charge  of  checking  hotels?" 

Larry  Miles,  a  young  civilian  NCIS  agent  answered,  "Ann, 
Sergeant  Pettit  and  I  have  been  doing  that  all  night.  The  bad 
news  is  that  we  have  checked  every  hotel  we  could  find  and 
there  is  no  record  of  a  Crystal  McCarren  checking  in.  The  really 
bad  news  is  that  there  are  several  hundred  hotels  we  couldn't 
find.  Unlike  the  states,  they  are  not  all  in  the  phone  book  and 
there  is  a  good  chance  that  if  she  is  in  a  hotel,  she  is  checked 
in  under  an  assumed  name." 
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"Gunner,"  Ann  used  the  old  Marine  Corps  moniker  to 
address  the  Chief  Warrant  Officer  who  worked  for  her.  "Any 
word  from  medical  yet  on  what  killed  McCarren?" 

"Nothing  yet  Ann,"  Ken  White  replied.  "The  autopsy  is 
tomorrow  and  even  then,  it  will  be  several  days,  maybe  longer, 
until  the  toxicology  is  done." 

Eric  asked  Gunny  Quinn.  "Ted,  any  luck  with  the 
airlines?" 

"Top,  the  commercial  carriers  are  refusing  to  release  their 
manifests.  The  Air  Force  faxed  us  the  passenger  list  of  the 
freedom  bird'  that  leaves  from  Kadena  in  three  days.  Crystal  is 
not  on  their  list." 


Eric  rubbed  his  eyes.  "She's  not  going  to  wait  that  long. 
She  may  already  be  gone.  If  not,  then  she  will  leave  tomorrow 
morning  from  Naha  International.  Ted,  find  out  what  time  the 
flights  start  tomorrow  and  let's  have  some  guys  waiting  at  the 
airport." 
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Crystal  McCarren  lay  on  her  back  and  stared  at  the 
nicotine  covered  ceiling  over  her  cheap  hotel  bed.  The  room 
was  not  quite  dark.  The  lights  of  the  Naha  bar  district  streamed 
through  the  cracked  window  shade,  causing  shadows  of  the  life 
outside  to  dance  on  the  wall  opposite  her  bed. 


In  the  quiet,  she  could  hear  the  sounds  of  her  baby 
sleeping  on  a  futon  on  the  floor.  It  had  taken  some  time  to  get 
Bev  to  sleep.  She  whispered  under  her  breath,  "I  thought  the 
little  shit  would  never  crash. " 


Crystal  looked  over  at  her  lover,  dozing  next  to  her.  My 
"lover?”  she  thought.  What  a  fucking  joke.  None  of  this  was 
about  love.  The  truth  was  that  the  concept  of  love  was  as 
foreign  to  Crystal  as  the  enchanting  ancient  land  she  was  about 
to  leave.  Crystal  McCarren  couldn't  love,  for  she  completely 
lacked  the  ability  to  bond,  to  feel  understanding,  or  sympathy 
for  another. 


For  reasons  she  didn't  comprehend,  Crystal  could  not 
feel  anybody  else's  pain,  nor  would  she  ever  understand  the 
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emptiness  within  herself.  Crystal  McCarren  would  live  and  die 
as  just  a  shell  of  a  human  being  without  even  knowing  how 
misfortunate  she  truly  was.  Crystal  was  a  profoundly 
dangerous  individual. 

She  rolled  onto  her  side,  her  back  now  to  Alfonzo,  and 
stared  at  the  halos  of  light  through  the  greasy  film  on  the 
window.  I've  been  sucking  that  nigger's  dick  for  months  and 
what  do  I  have  to  show  for  it?  She  asked  herself,  then 
remembered  and  smiled  in  the  darkness.  Two  hundred 
thousand  dollars  for  starters. 


The  telephone  rang,  waking  Eric  who  had  been  asleep  at 
the  duty  desk  in  the  CID  bullpen.  He  grabbed  the  receiver  and 
tried  to  focus  on  his  watch,  0630.  Teams  of  CID  investigators 
and  NCIS  special  agents  had  been  combing  the  island  all  night. 
He  crossed  his  fingers  as  he  answered  the  phone.  Maybe  they 
found  Crystal?  He  hoped. 


"This  is  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro."  Eric  shook  his  head  in 
an  attempt  to  shake  the  sleep  out. 
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"Sir?  I'm  sorry,  is  this  CID? 

"Yes  Ma'am,  can  I  help  you?" 

"My  name  is  Irene  Mann." 

Eric  snapped  awake  and  immediately  started  throwing 
questions  at  the  DoDDS  teacher.  He  grew  more  excited  as  the 
teacher  did  her  best  to  answer. 

As  he  talked  with  Mann  on  the  telephone,  Eric  rolled  up  a 
sheet  of  typing  paper  into  a  ball  and  threw  it  across  the  room, 
striking  the  sleeping  Ann  in  the  forehead.  She  awoke,  lifted  her 
head  off  the  gray  metal  desk,  and  before  she  could  voice  her 
displeasure  at  being  woken  up  in  this  fashion,  Eric  put  his 
forefinger  to  his  lips.  Ann  instantly  gained  her  composure  and 
waited.  She  sensed  this  was  important. 


"Yes  Ma'am,  I  understand.  Thank  you  very  much.  Yes, 
please  stay  near  the  phone.  Good-bye." 

Eric  looked  over  at  his  friend  who  was  rubbing  her  face 
with  both  hands.  Whatever  make-up  Ann  had  on  almost 
twenty-four  hours  earlier  was  long  gone.  Eric  hung  up  the 
phone  and  announced,  "The  boyfriend's  name  is  Alfonzo.'  He 
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is  in  the  Navy  and  works  at  the  Camp  Lester  Veterinary  clinic. 
Ann,  I  believe  that  in  police  work,  they  call  that  a  lead." 

Ann  could  barely  contain  her  excitement.  She  sprang  up 
and  ran  from  the  office,  then  down  the  stairs,  taking  some  steps 
two  at  a  time.  She  got  to  the  bottom  of  the  stairwell  and  made  a 
sharp  right  turn  into  the  Military  Police  Operations  Center. 

Agent  Rees  then  signaled  through  the  bulletproof  glass  for  the 
desk  sergeant  to  buzz  her  into  his  controlled  area.  Once  inside, 
she  grabbed  the  microphone  and  ordered  all  the  NCIS  and  CID 
units,  with  the  exception  of  the  team  stationed  at  Naha 
International  Airport,  back  to  the  Camp  Butler  PMO,  "ASAP." 


Daylight  poured  through  the  dirty  window  of  the  cheap 
Naha  hotel  as  little  Beverly  McCarren  jumped  up  and  down  on 
her  mother's  bed. 

"Mama,  Beverly's  hungry,  Beverly's  hungry,  Beverly's 
hungry!" 

Beverly  often  referred  to  herself  in  the  third  person.  This 
particular  morning,  her  mother  did  not  find  it  amusing.  "Get  off 
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the  bed,  you  little  shit!"  Crystal  screamed  at  her  daughter  as 
she  pulled  herself  up  to  the  sitting  position.  She  then  slapped 
the  back  of  the  man  sleeping  beside  her.  "Alfonzo,  get  your 
sorry  ass  up,  we  got  a  plane  to  catch." 

"Aw,  come  on  baby,"  the  sleepy  petty  officer  groaned. 
"Can't  I  get  a  little  pussy  first?" 

"Can't  you  see  that  my  little  girl  is  watching?"  Crystal 
admonished  the  groggy  sailor.  She  then  reconsidered,  "Okay, 
what  the  fuck,  she's  gonna  see  it  sooner  or  later." 

Crystal  got  up  on  her  knees  and  removed  the  tee  shirt  she 
slept  in.  She  then  lay  on  her  back  and  allowed  Alfonzo  to  slide 
her  panties  and  pad  down  past  her  ankles.  Alfonzo  pulled  his 
issued  white  Navy  briefs  to  one  side,  which  freed  his  erection. 
He  then  got  on  top  of  Crystal  and  started  to  thrust  himself  in 
and  out  of  her.  Crystal  lay  on  her  back  with  her  head  turned  to 
one  side,  so  she  could  keep  an  eye  on  her  daughter. 


Beverly  McCarren  stood  at  the  side  of  the  bed  and 
watched  in  bewilderment  as  the  scene  unfolded  in  front  of  her. 
Her  confusion  turned  to  terror  as  she  watched  the  big  man 
climb  on  top  of  her  mother,  who  then  starting  making  terribly 
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bad  sounds.  Her  little  two-year-old  head  was  sure  the  man  was 
hurting  her  mother  in  some  horrible  way. 

Finally,  not  being  able  to  stand  it  any  longer,  Beverly 
screamed  and  hid  in  the  corner  of  the  small  room,  covering  her 
eyes  with  her  little  hands.  Crystal  saw  her  daughter's  panic  and 
spoke  softly  to  her,  to  softly  for  the  sweaty,  groaning  man  on 
top  of  her  to  hear. 


"That's  okay  Bev,  don't  cry.  This  is  how  a  girl  makes  her 
way  in  the  world." 


Ann  was  barking  orders  like  a  Marine  Drill  Instructor,  as 
the  investigators  in  the  room  looked  at  each  other  with 
bewildered  amusement.  This  was  quite  unlike  the  Ann  Rees 
they  knew,  whose  reputation  was  more  of  a  pensive  introvert. 


"We  will  have  four  teams  at  the  airport,"  she  instructed. 
"Team  one  is  already  in  place,  Agent  Miles  and  Sergeant  Miller. 
Team  two  will  be  Agent  White  and  Sergeant  Pettit.  Team  three 
is  Gunny  Quinn  and  Sergeant  Bressette.  Finally,  team  four  will 
be  Top  Pecaro  and  myself.  We  will  have  the  Japanese 
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interpreter  with  us.  Eric,  can  you  brief  everybody  on  what  we 
know?" 

Eric  arose  slowly,  his  exhaustion  apparent.  "Folks,  we 
received  a  call  this  morning  from  Ms.  Irene  Mann.  As  you  have 
already  been  told,  she  is  a  friend  and  neighbor  of  Crystal 
McCarren.  Irene  identified  Crystal's  boyfriend  as  a  Navy 
veterinary  technician  named  Alfonzo..." 


Pecaro  motioned  to  Kelly  Bressette  to  wake  Sergeant 
Pettit  who  was  dozing  at  the  desk  beside  her.  Kelly  smiled  and 
slapped  Pettit  hard  in  the  back  of  his  head.  Pettit  immediately 
sat  up. 


"Glad  you  could  join  us  Stu."  Eric  continued.  "Early  this 
morning  Stu  here,  woke  up  the  veterinarian,  an  Air  Force 
Captain  Joan  Campbell.  Captain  Campbell  in  turn,  identified 
Alfonzo'  as  Petty  Officer  Third  Class  Alfonzo  Johnson, 

United  States  Navy." 


Eric  put  the  file  down  and  looked  around  the  room. 
"Johnson  is  coincidentally  leaving  our  little  island  paradise  this 
morning.  Stu  called  Johnson's  unit  and  found  out  that  our 
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young  friend  is  scheduled  to  catch  the  ten  o'clock  ANA  flight  to 
Osaka.  From  there,  he  is  on  a  Northwest  flight  to  Los  Angeles, 
where  he  will  be  on  terminal  leave  awaiting  discharge  from  the 
Navy.  Now,  before  we  all  get  on  our  white  horses  and  gallop  to 
the  airport,  Stu  has  dug  up  some  additional  information  on 
Alfonzo  that  I  believe  you  all  should  know." 

Stuart  Pettit  stood  up  and  checked  his  watch.  This  was 
going  to  have  to  be  a  fast  brief.  It  was  already  after  eight  a.m. 
and  in  rush  hour  traffic  it  was  going  to  be  a  least  an  hour  ride 
to  the  airport. 


He  began,  "Alfonzo  Johnson  should  have  never  got  into 
the  Navy.  We  brought  him  up  on  the  computer  this  morning 
and  found  three  arrests  prior  to  his  enlistment.  One  was  for 
drug  trafficking  and  the  other  two  for  assault  with  a  deadly 
weapon.  In  all  cases,  charges  were  dropped  for  some 
unknown  reason.  I  don't  know  who  his  recruiter  was,  but  I 
would  like  to  personally  kick  his  ass." 


Stu  reached  down  and  picked  up  a  statement  from  the 
desk.  "I  interviewed  his  roommate  this  morning.  Petty  Officer 
Third  Class  Harry  Ginsberg,  a  Pharmacy  Technician  assigned 
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to  the  Naval  Hospital  at  Camp  Lester.  He  has  roomed  with 
Alfonzo  Johnson  almost  the  entire  year  since  Alfonzo  has  been 
here. 

"To  make  a  long  story  short,  Ginsberg  is  scared  to  death 
of  Alfonzo.  He  told  me  that  Alfonzo  bragged  of  being  a 
Gangster  from  South  Central  LA.  This  does  happen  to  match 
his  official  home  of  record  statement  in  his  service  records. 

"Ginsberg  also  told  me  that  Alfonzo  Johnson  has 
claimed  that  when  he  was  back  in  LA,  he  was,  and  I  quote,  'a 
major  crack  dealer',  and  bragged  to  have  killed  several  people 
from  opposing  gangs."  Stu  added,  "By  the  way,  Ginsberg  says 
that  he  totally  believes  every  word  of  what  Alfonzo  says." 


Eric  interrupted.  "Stu,  tell  Ms.  Rees  here  what  you  told 
me  about  Alfonzo's  interest  in  the  pharmacy." 

"Oh  yeah,  about  a  week  ago,  Alfonzo  asked  Ginsberg 
what  kind  of  drugs  he  could  give  someone  that  would  kill 
the  person  very  quickly." 

The  room  was  still.  All  eyes  were  now  on  Sergeant  Pettit. 
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"Ginsberg  told  me  that  he  had  been  very  uncomfortable 
answering  the  question,  but  that  he  suggested  to  Alfonzo  that 
a  massive  overdose  of  barbiturates  would  do  the  job.  Alfonzo 
then  allegedly  asked  Ginsberg  to  get  him  barbiturates  from  the 
pharmacy,  to  which  Ginsberg  insists  he  refused.  He  claims  to 
have  told  Alfonzo  that  barbiturates  were  a  controlled 
substance  and  therefore  kept  in  a  secured  container  to  which 
only  the  pharmacists  had  the  key." 


"Did  that  satisfy  Alfonzo?"  Ann  inquired. 

"Well,  according  to  Ginsberg,  Alfonzo  didn't  ask  for  drugs 
again.  However,  he  did  allegedly  let  Ginsberg  know  that  if  he 
was  lying,  he  would  'wake  up  one  morning  with  his  throat  cut.'" 

Eric  Pecaro  took  the  floor.  "Okay,  three  more  things 
before  we  take  off.  First,  the  Japanese  Police  have  been 
notified  and  they  are  going  to  assist  us  at  the  airport.  However, 
they  are  not  going  to  make  any  moves  until  we  get  there. 
Second,  I  don't  know  if  Crystal  is  going  to  be  with  Alfonzo,  but 
my  gut  tells  me  she  is.  Third,  we  are  not  going  to  take  him 
down  until  he  is  waiting  at  the  gate." 
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"Why  not  before?"  Quinn  asked.  Throughout  the  entire 
ordeal,  Gunny  Quinn  felt  he  was  being  tasked  like  a  junior 
investigator  and  now  he  believed  he  should  have  some  say  so 
in  how  this  thing  was  going  to  happen.  "I  mean,  the  sooner  the 
better,  Top.  Let's  pick  him  up  as  soon  as  we  see  him.  It  makes 
no  sense  to  wait  and  maybe  lose  him." 


Eric  was  too  weary  for  a  long  discussion  on  one  course 
of  action  verses  another.  "Ted,  we  are  taking  him  down  at  the 
gate,  period.  If  you  want  to  know  why,  I'll  tell  you.  The  gate  is 
a  secured  area.  It  is  harder  for  him  to  get  away.  More 
importantly,  if  he  is  already  at  the  gate,  we  can  be  reasonably 
sure  that  he's  been  patted  down  for  weapons." 


Comprehension  of  the  chief  investigator's  statement 
immediately  swept  over  each  of  the  investigators.  Gunny  Quinn 
articulated  the  common  thought  before  he  could  stop  himself. 

"The  metal  detector,"  he  whispered. 

Eric  heard  him  and  showed  his  tired  smile.  "That's  right 
Ted,  the  metal  detector." 
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As  the  NCIS  and  CID  investigators  filed  out  of  the  room,  a 
troubled  Sergeant  Bressette  approached  her  chief  investigator. 

"Top,  can  I  speak  with  you?" 

"Of  course  Kelly.  What's  on  your  mind?" 

"Can  I  be  teamed  up  with  someone  else?" 

Eric  remembered  the  file  he  had  read  all  those  months 
earlier.  There  was  definitely  a  problem  between  Quinn  and 
Bressette.  "Kelly,  can  you  tell  me  why?" 

"Not  now  Top,"  she  pleaded.  "Please  let  me  talk  to  you 
about  this  another  time," 

Eric  looked  into  her  eyes  hoping  for  an  answer.  None 
came.  As  the  teams  geared  up  and  headed  for  the  door,  he 
announced,  "Before  you  all  leave,  there  has  been  a  change  of 
assignments.  Bressette  is  with  Gunner  White  and  Sergeant 
Pettit  is  with  Gunny  Quinn.  Now  get  on  the  road,  we  are 
running  out  of  time." 


Kelly  Bressette  looked  up  into  the  concerned  eyes  of  her 
chief  investigator.  "Thank  you  Top,  I  owe  you."  She  then  ran  to 
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catch  up  with  Special  Agent  White  as  he  walked  out  the  rear 
entrance  and  down  the  steps  to  the  parking  lot. 

Eric  was  still  pondering  the  conversation  with  Kelly 
when  Ann  tossed  him  the  keys  to  her  NCIS  sedan.  "Here  Eric, 
you  drive,  I  can  barely  see  straight.  Mind  telling  me  why  you 
changed  my  assignments?" 


'Til  tell  you  on  the  way,  Ann." 

Ann  Rees  motioned  to  Hiroshi  Kamata  to  follow  her  and 
the  CID  Chief  downstairs  to  the  car.  At  almost  sixty  years  of 
age,  Kamata-San  was  her  oldest  and  most  experienced 
interpreter.  She  was  going  to  need  him  today.  There  would  be 
no  time  for  miscommunication. 


The  taxi  pulled  up  in  front  of  the  All  Nippon  Airways  (ANA) 
terminal  at  Naha  International  Airport.  Alfonzo  Johnson  got  out 
and  looked  at  his  watch,  9:00  a.m.  He  unloaded  their  bags  as 
Crystal  McCarren  tried  her  best  to  control  her  curious  two-year- 
old.  They  were  already  late  and  ran  to  the  ticket  counter  where  a 
young  Japanese  clerk  checked  their  passports  and 
identification  and  directed  them  to  the  gate. 
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It  took  over  ninety  minutes  for  the  three  unmarked  patrol 
cars  to  get  from  Camp  Butler  to  Naha  International.  They  had 
been  going  "code  three"  the  entire  way,  weaving  through 
traffic  with  their  sirens  screaming  and  their  magnetic  red 
teardrop  lights  spinning  wildly. 


The  investigators  all  knew  through  prior  experience  that 
Japanese  drivers  are  not  particularly  accommodating  when  it 
comes  to  pulling  over  for  emergency  vehicles  of  any  kind.  This 
morning  was  no  exception.  It  was  almost  1000  hours  before  the 
group  of  police  vehicles  finally  screeched  to  a  halt  in  front  of  the 
terminal.  Larry  Miles  and  John  Miller  met  the  investigators  at  the 
terminal  doors.  They  had  been  standing  by  since  0700. 


Hiroshi  Kamata  spoke  hurriedly  in  Japanese  with  the  four 
Naha  police  detectives  who  were  also  waiting  for  them.  The 
multinational  group  of  police  officials  then  burst  through  the 
doors  of  the  terminal  and  ran  for  the  gates. 


As  they  approached  the  metal  detectors,  a  Japanese 
detective  showed  the  patrolmen  standing  nearby,  a  small  black 


Page 


291 


Recaro’s  Year 


billfold  with  a  tiny  gold  emblem  embossed  in  the  leather.  The 
patrolmen  instantly  stood  at  attention  and  saluted  as  the 
group  ran  through  the  ringing  detectors. 


Crystal  had  been  able  to  talk  the  flight  attendant  into 
assigning  her  three  adjoining  seats.  She  put  Beverly  next  to  the 
window  and  sat  down  beside  Alfonzo,  who  was  already  trying 
to  get  the  harried  flight  attendant  to  sell  him  a  cocktail.  The 
door  of  the  aircraft  closed  and  the  flight  attendant  announced 
first  in  Japanese  and  then  in  English  that  they  were  getting 
ready  to  push  off  from  the  gate.  Alfonzo  closed  his  eyes  and 
relaxed.  It  was  finally  over. 


The  heavily  armed  agents  knew  they  were  out  of  time  and 
sprinted  through  the  gate  area  at  a  dead  heat.  They  blasted  past 
the  wide-eyed  passenger  service  clerk  at  the  top  of  the  jet  way, 
which  shook  under  the  pounding  of  their  feet  as  they  raced  for 
the  airplane. 


Ann  Rees  and  Eric  Pecaro  were  the  first  to  reach  the 
aircraft.  Ann  pounded  on  the  secured  hatch,  to  the  surprise  of 
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the  young  Japanese  stewardess  who  frantically  waved  her  off. 
At  that  point,  a  Japanese  detective  lieutenant  pushed  to  the 
front  of  the  group  and  smashed  his  fist  against  the  small 
window.  The  same  stewardess  started  to  wave  him  off  as  well 
until  she  saw  the  gold  Japanese  police  star  held  against  the 
window  of  her  aircraft. 

The  hatch  swung  open.  Ann  was  the  first  in,  followed  by 
Eric,  then  the  Japanese  lieutenant  and  the  others.  Ann  didn't 
have  photos  of  either  Crystal  or  Alfonzo,  but  didn't  believe  that 
she  would  need  any.  She  was  right. 


Crystal  McCarren  looked  up  from  her  in-flight 
shopper's  magazine  and  saw  the  ominous  group  of  people 
making  their  way  down  the  isle  in  her  direction.  She 
instinctively  reached  out  and  grabbed  Alfonzo's  hand.  This 
was  all  Ann  Rees  needed  to  see.  She  had  a  feeling  this  was 
the  right  couple.  Alfonzo  also  saw  the  group  approaching 
them  and  jerked  his  hand  out  of  Crystal's,  but  it  was  too  late. 


Ann  looked  down  upon  the  petrified  sailor, 
"Alfonzo  Johnson?" 
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Alfonzo  leapt  from  his  seat  and  shoved  the  startled  Ann 
Rees  to  the  deck.  She  went  down  hard,  striking  her  head 
fiercely  on  a  metal  armrest.  Alfonzo  jumped  across  several 
seats,  literately  running  across  the  laps  of  several  surprised 
passengers. 


Alfonzo  reached  the  port  side  emergency  wing  exit  and 
had  just  got  his  hand  on  the  release  latch  when  he  felt  a 
crushing  pain  in  the  small  of  his  back,  knocking  him  down,  and 
then  the  cold  steel  of  a  nine-millimeter  Baretta  automatic  behind 
his  left  ear. 


Eric  Pecaro  whispered  in  Alfonzo's  ear.  "Please  remain 
seated  until  the  Captain  has  turned  off  the  seat  belt  sign." 

Eric  settled  his  full  weight  between  his  prisoner's  shoulder 
blades  and  forced  Alfonzo's  hands  behind  his  back.  The 
prisoner  cried  out  in  pain  as  his  arms  were  pulled  into  the  most 
unnatural  of  positions  and  wailed  in  anguish  as  he  felt  the  cold, 
black  steel  being  ratcheted  around  his  wrists. 
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Kelly  Bressette  handcuffed  Crystal  behind  her  back  and 
passed  her  off  to  Larry  Miles.  She  then  picked  up  the 
whimpering  baby  Beverly  and  carried  her  off  the  aircraft  past 
the  stares  of  the  baffled  passengers. 

Two  other  investigators  helped  the  dazed  and  bloody  Ann 
Rees  to  her  feet.  They  assisted  her  out  of  the  plane  and  into  the 
terminal  area,  where  a  passenger  service  representative  gave 
her  a  towel  to  hold  to  her  head.  The  towel  was  almost 
completely  saturated  in  blood  when  Eric  walked  past  her  with 
Alfonzo  Johnson. 


"Hey  Munch,  you  better  get  that  looked  at,"  he  said 
worriedly. 

Ann  decided  that  if  her  head  weren't  killing  her,  she  would 
have  slapped  the  shit  out  of  the  CID  chief  investigator. 


Alfonzo  Johnson  sat  quietly  in  the  back  of  the 
unmarked  Mitsubishi  sedan.  Eric  Pecaro  took  the  seat  next  to 
him  as  Sergeant  Miller  drove  the  car  back  to  PMO. 
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As  Eric  rode  next  to  his  silent  suspect,  he  was  already 
planning  the  interrogation  in  his  mind.  He  casually  looked  over 
at  the  prisoner.  Alfonzo  was  perspiring  profusely  and  his  hands 
were  trembling,  although  he  was  working  diligently  to  hide  this 
from  the  investigators.  Eric  smiled. 


Murder  is  NCIS  jurisdiction  and  not  a  CID  case.  Therefore, 
as  Eric  entered  the  interrogation  room  holding  Petty  Officer 
Alfonzo  Johnson,  he  was  aware  that  officially,  he  was  only 
"assisting"  Larry  Miles,  the  NCIS  agent  who  had  been  selected 
to  conduct  the  interrogation.  In  actuality,  Eric  was  told  that  the 
interrogation  was  his  to  conduct  and  that  Larry  had  been 
discretely  pulled  aside  and  informed  as  to  whom  would  be 
doing  the  talking. 


Larry  had  been  only  too  happy  to  comply.  He  knew  that 
with  less  than  three  years  as  an  agent  and  having  spent  most 
of  that  time  as  a  contract  fraud  investigator,  he  would  not  have 
the  experience  to  go  against  a  suspected  gang-banger  like 
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Alfonzo  Johnson.  Besides  he  was  looking  forward  to  watching 
the  "legend"  at  work. 

Petty  Officer  Johnson  looked  up  from  his  metal  folding 
chair  as  Eric  Pecaro  and  Larry  Miles  wheeled  two  high-back 
executive  chairs  into  the  small  interrogation  room.  Larry  sat 
down.  Eric  remained  standing  as  he  held  a  thick  manila  folder 
in  his  left  hand.  It  was  stuffed  with  nearly  three  inches  of 
papers,  forms,  and  documents.  Most  of  the  material  was 
"stuffing"  designed  to  imply  the  existence  of  more  evidence 
than  what  actually  existed. 


Eric  stood  directly  over  the  suspect,  still  holding  the 
folder.  He  was  going  to  have  to  take  some  chances  in  this 
interrogation.  The  first  one  would  be  right  now. 

"Alfonzo,  we  know  how  Dennis  McCarren  died." 

Alfonzo  swallowed  hard.  He  crossed  his  arms  and  turned 
his  body  to  one  side.  "Man,  I  don't  know  what  the  fuck..." 

Eric  Pecaro  raised  his  right  hand  in  the  universal  sign 
for  "stop." 
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"Alfonzo,  we  know  how  this  happened,  the  only 
question  now  is  how  much  of  this  was  your  idea." 

Eric  sat  down.  His  chair  was  deliberately  set  several 
inches  higher  than  his  suspect's.  "I  believe  that  Crystal  talked 
you  into  some  things  that  you  would  have  never  done 
otherwise.  Now  she  is  in  the  other  room  being  interviewed  as 
we  speak  and  the  question  you  have  to  ask  yourself  is  how 
much  time  it  is  going  to  take  her  to  decide  to  blame  you  for  this 
whole  thing." 


Alfonzo's  eyes  dropped.  He  knew  Crystal  would  give  him 
up  in  a  minute  to  save  herself.  What  Alfonzo  Johnson  did  not 
know  was  that  Crystal  was  not  being  interviewed  at  that  time.  In 
fact,  she  was  not  going  to  be  interviewed  at  all,  for  almost  as 
soon  as  Crystal  had  been  taken  into  custody,  she  demanded  an 
attorney  and  made  it  known  in  no  uncertain  terms  that  she 
would  not  cooperate  in  any  attempt  at  questioning. 


Eric  knew  he  had  to  get  the  whole  story  from  Johnson. 
"Alfonzo,  listen  to  me.  I  do  not  believe  you  would  ever  allow  a 
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woman  to  manipulate  you.  But  man,  this  time  was  different.  You 
are  here  all  by  yourself,  your  homies  are  nowhere  around,  your 
women  are  no  where  around,  and  this  bitch  started  waving  that 
pussy  in  your  face." 

The  suspect  was  listening;  Eric  picked  up  the  pace. 
"Alfonzo,  unless  you  are  a  homosexual,  I'm  sorry,  you're  not  a 
homosexual,  are  you?" 

"I  ain't  no  fuckin'  queer." 

"I  didn't  think  so,  but  I  had  to  ask.  Anyway,  unless  you're 
queer,  it  is  biologically  impossible  for  a  normal  heterosexual 
man  to  turn  down  some  fine  looking  pussy  and  that  Crystal 
bitch  is  damn  fine  looking.  Don't  you  see  Alfonzo?  It  wasn't 
your  fault." 


Eric  continued,  he  could  "smell  the  blood  in  the  water." 

"Alfonzo,  I  believe  she  was  responsible  for  the  whole 
thing.  I  mean  hell  man,  if  you  had  planned  this,  you  would  not 
be  here  right  now.  You  are  smarter  than  that,  aren't  you?" 

Alfonzo  nodded  hesitantly. 
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"Now  did  you  plan  it  out,  or  did  you  just  go  along  with 
the  bitch?  You  just  went  along,  didn't  you?" 

Alfonzo  was  staring  at  the  dirty  carpet.  Eric  moved  in  for 
the  kill.  He  also  took  a  chance,  his  biggest  chance  thus  far. 

"Alfonzo,  we  got  the  lab  results  back.  You  know  what  that 
means?  It  means  that  we  know  what  you  did." 

Of  course  this  was  not  true.  In  fact,  the  autopsy  was  not 
scheduled  to  begin  for  another  three  hours.  Nevertheless,  Eric 
had  been  able  to  deduce  from  the  evidence  that  the  probability 
was  extremely  high  that  Dennis  McCarren  had  been  poisoned 
in  some  way. 


The  expression  on  Alfonzo's  face  was  not  unlike 
someone  that  just  had  the  wind  knocked  out  of  him.  Eric 
Pecaro  moved  in  closer.  "Now  I  am  just  about  certain  you  did 
not  plan  this  out.  If  that  is  the  case,  then  things  are  not  as  bad 
as  you  believe.  But  you  have  to  tell  me;  did  you  plan  it  out,  or 
did  you  just  go  along  with  the  bitch?  You  just  went  along  with 
the  her,  didn't  you?" 

Eric  could  clearly  see  Alfonzo's  lower  lip  start  to  shake. 
He  was  trying  desperately  to  hold  back  his  tears.  Eric  lowered 
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his  voice  to  barely  above  a  whisper  and  moved  in  very 
close.  "You  just  went  along  with  her  plan,  didn't  you?" 

Alfonzo  nodded,  then  his  head  dropped.  His  hands 
shaking,  he  looked  up  at  the  man  in  the  double-breasted  suite 
and  asked,  "If  I  tell  you  what  I  did,  can  I  still  go  home?" 

"Alfonzo,  that  is  not  for  me  to  decide,  but  it's  my 
guess  that  you  will  get  to  go  home  in  time.  But  now  we 
have  to  resolve  this,  don't  we?" 

It  took  about  forty  minutes  for  Eric  to  extract  the  entire 
confession  from  Alfonzo  Johnson.  It  took  he  and  Larry  Miles 
another  hour  to  emerge  with  the  signed  statement. 

The  two  investigators  walked  the  sworn  confession  down 
the  hall  to  the  PM's  office  where  they  knew  Lieutenant  Colonel 
Kawalski  and  Major  Mathis  were  waiting,  along  with  Lyle 
Watson,  the  NCIS  supervisor.  Lyle  had  just  returned  from  the 
hospital.  He  was  happy  to  report  that  Ann  Rees  was  doing  fine 
for  a  woman  who  had  just  received  twelve  stitches  in  her  scalp. 


"All  right  Top,"  Kawalski  began.  "Tell  us  what  you  know." 
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The  briefing  started  and  all  eyes  were  on  the  thirty-eight 
year  old  master  sergeant.  For  the  next  twenty  minutes,  Eric 
Pecaro  was  the  only  one  who  spoke. 

"Sir,  it  was  the  money,  and  the  kid,  and  the  overall 
dullness  of  Crystal  McCarren's  life.  Three  reasons  to  kill  her 
loving  twenty-three  year  old  husband." 

Eric  expounded,  "This  is  what  we  have  been  told  by 
Alfonzo  Johnson,  and  a  friend  of  Crystal  McCarren's,  named 
Irene  Mann.  It  seems  that  Crystal  was  married  to  another  Marine 
when  she  met  Dennis  McCarren  at  Camp  Lejeune  three  years 
ago.  Apparently,  her  first  husband  arrived  home  one  day  and 
found  Crystal  in  the  living  room,  kneeling  between  Dennis'  legs. 
According  to  Johnson,  the  two  weren't  having  a  prayer 
meeting.  Husband  number  one  threw  her  out,  lucky  for  him. 


"Dennis,  young  and  dumb  as  he  was,  decided  that  he  was 
truly  in  love  and  married  Crystal  as  soon  as  her  divorce  from 
hubby  number  one  was  final.  Unfortunately,  it  didn't  take  long 
before  she  started  sleeping  with  virtually  every  one  of 
McCarren's  friends. 


Page 


302 


Pecaro’s  Year 


"Both  Alfonzo  and  Irene  Mann  confirm  that  Beverly  is 
not  Dennis'  daughter.  Crystal  has  apparently  admitted  that  the 
baby  was  conceived  as  the  result  of  a  sperm  deposit  made  by 
Dennis  McCarren's  then  MP  operations  officer. 


"It  seems  his  captain  deployed  young  PFC  McCarren  to  a 
field  operation,  so  he  could  go  to  McCarren's  apartment  and 
spend  some  time  between  the  legs  of  his  subordinate's  wife. 

"About  a  year  ago,  Lance  Corporal  McCarren  received 
unaccompanied  orders  over  here  and  brought  Crystal  with 
him,  mostly  so  he  could  keep  an  eye  on  her.  She  eventually 
met  Petty  Officer  Alfonzo  Johnson  at  the  Club  Chesty  and  they 
developed  a  relationship. 


"One  day,  Johnson  telephoned  Crystal  and  her  husband 
answered  the  phone.  This  led  to  a  major  altercation  and 
Crystal's  first  call  to  the  MPs.  They  responded  and  promptly 
locked  up  her  husband. 


"As  soon  as  McCarren  was  taken  away,  Crystal  called 
Alfonzo  and  invited  him  over  to  console  her  in  her  sorrow.  In  an 
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apparent  effort  to  do  his  civic  duty,  Alfonzo  went  to  the 
apartment  and  climbed  in  bed  with  the  poor  innocent  victim 
of  spousal  abuse." 

Eric  looked  around  the  room.  "This  is  where  it  starts 
getting  weird.  It  turns  out  that  Crystal  gets  off  on  the  thought  of 
screwing  her  boyfriend  while  her  loving  husband  sits  in  jail.  So 
over  the  next  four  months  or  so,  she  picks  a  series  of  fights 
with  her  husband  for  the  specific  purpose  of  getting  him  locked 
up,  so  she  can  call  her  boyfriend  over  and  fuck  his  brains  out. 


"Things  would  have  gone  on  just  fine  and  dandy  for 
Crystal,  except  for  two  problems.  First  of  all,  Crystal  didn't 
figure  that  all  the  domestic  violence  arrests  would  cause  her 
husband  to  lose  rank.  Between  that  and  the  fines  he  was 
forced  to  pay,  their  financial  situation  basically  went  to  hell. 


"Crystal  also  didn't  figure  that  when  her  husband  finally 
got  pissed  off  enough  to  leave,  he  would  threaten  to  take  the 
baby  with  him.  Crystal  wasn't  smart  enough  to  figure  out  that 
with  her  being  the  natural  mother,  and  Lance  Corporal 
McCarren  not  being  the  father,  his  chances  of  actually 
getting  the  baby  were  slim  to  none. 
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"Crystal  might  have  been  a  psychopath,  but  she  was  not 
ready  to  give  her  baby  up  to  anyone.  Seems  she  has  a  hard 
time  parting  with  her  "possessions."  Now,  this  whole  situation 
would  have  been  nothing  more  than  a  short-lived  custody 
fight,  except  for  a  conversation  Crystal  had  with  Ms.  Mann. 
Mann  used  to  be  married  to  a  soldier  and  happened  to  mention 
to  Crystal  that  all  active  military  personnel  have  two  hundred 
thousand  dollars  in  life  insurance  automatically  assigned  to 
them." 


Nobody  in  the  room  moved.  Eric  continued.  "This  is 
where  Alfonzo  Johnson  gets  involved  a  little  more  deeply. 
Crystal  decides  her  spouse  is  worth  exactly  two  hundred 
thousand  dollars  more  dead  than  alive  and  contracts  with  her 
wanna-be  gangbanger  boyfriend  to  complete  the  'hit.'  In  return 
he  is  to  get  twenty-five  thousand  in  cash  and  basically  all  he 
wants  of  what  he  called  'that  fine  blonde  pussy.' 


"Crystal  even  promised  to  be  his  'bitch'  in  LA  until  the 
money  came  through.  The  agreement  called  for  them  to  then 
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part  company  forever.  Somewhere  along  the  way,  they 
decided  that  it  had  to  look  like  an  accident.  They  feared  that 
otherwise,  the  insurance  would  not  pay.  Alfonzo  tried  to  get  a 
lethal  dose  of  drugs  from  his  roommate,  but  the  roommate 
would  not  cooperate. 

"Then  one  day  old  Petty  Officer  Alfonzo  Johnson  was 
working  at  his  job  at  the  veterinary  clinic  and  was  watching  the 
veterinarian  euthanize  a  stray  dog.  Alfonzo  decides  to  take  a 
real  interest  in  his  work  for  the  first  time  in  his  entire  illustrious 
naval  career  and  observes  that  the  vet  uses  the  contents  of  one 
of  'them  little  glass  bottles'  to  kill  a  forty  pound  dog  in  about  five 
minutes." 


Sally  Mathis  interrupted.  "Don't  even  tell  me  that  he 
euthanized  Lance  Corporal  McCarren?" 

Eric  looked  at  her.  "Yes  Major,  that  is  exactly  what  he 
did.  First,  the  'highly  educated'  petty  officer  had  to  do  some 
simple  math  to  decide  how  much  euthanasia  solution  to  steal. 
He  figured  that  if  one  bottle  would  kill  a  forty-pound  dog,  then 
it  should  take  a  complete  box  of  ten  bottles  to  kill  a  hundred 
and  sixty-pound  Marine. 
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"Alfonzo  broke  into  the  secured  drug  cabinet  one 
afternoon  after  work  and  stole  ten  bottles  of  solution  and  a  large 
syringe,  the  kind  used  for  medicating  horses.  Of  course,  since 
the  average  person  is  not  going  to  stand  still  long  enough  to  be 
stabbed  in  the  butt  with  a  horse  syringe,  Crystal  and  Alfonzo 
decide  they  had  to  first  knock  Lance  Corporal  McCarren  out.  As 
luck  would  have  it,  Alfonzo  had  a  stash  of  Rohypnol  in  his 
locker." 


Lyle  Watson  asked,  "Do  you  mean  Rohypnol,  as  in 
Roofies?'  Son  of  a  bitch!  He  gave  Dennis  McCarren, 
Roofies?" 

"What  the  fuck  is  a  Roofie?'"  Lieutenant  Colonel 
Kawalski  had  gotten  lost  in  the  exchange  between  the 
investigators. 

"Chuck,"  Lyle  began.  "Before  I  was  transferred  here,  I 
was  involved  in  a  number  of  Date  Rape  investigations. 
Rohypnol  is  a  trade  name  for  Flunitrazepam.  Rohypnol  or 
Roofies'  as  it  is  called  on  the  street  is  a  drug  used  to  spike 
someone's  drink.  It  gets  them  so  intoxicated  that  when  they 
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ultimately  wake  up  they  cannot  remember  what  occurred  after 
they  were  slipped  the  drug.  That  makes  it  an  excellent  drug  for 
a  rapist." 

"Or  a  murderer,"  Eric  continued.  "Alfonzo  always  kept  a 
few  Roofies  around  for  that  'really  hot  date.'  Actually,  it  was 
Crystal  who  slipped  several  tabs  of  Alfonzo's  Rohypnol  into  her 
husband's  beer.  She  then  made  sure  he  drank  several  more 
beers,  to  amplify  the  affect. 


"Apparently  Crystal's  doped  up  husband  was  able  to 
make  his  way  into  the  bedroom  where  he  passed  out  on  their 
bed.  We  know  this,  because  Alfonzo  says  that  is  where  he 
found  him  after  Crystal  called  and  told  him  to  come  over. 
According  to  Alfonzo,  after  arriving  at  the  apartment  with  the 
euthanasia  solution,  he  made  sure  that  Dennis  was  out  cold. 
He  then  sucked  almost  five  full  bottles  of  the  solution  into  the 
stolen  syringe  and  promptly  shot  the  drug  into  the  Dennis 
Mccarren's  buttocks,  through  his  jeans. 


"Alfonzo  told  us  that  he  saw  Dennis  McCarren's  eyes 
open  for  a  moment  and  he  heard  McCarren  groan  a  little  as  he 
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was  getting  shot  up.  Ask  me,  I  would  say  Dennis  knew  he  was 
in  the  process  of  being  murdered  and  there  was  not  a  damn 
thing  he  could  do  about  it.  In  the  meantime,  our  Navy  hero  sat 
on  the  bed  and  patiently  waited  for  his  victim  to  die. 

"After  about  fifteen  minutes  or  so,  Alfonzo  observed 
that  although  McCarren's  breathing  was  becoming  more  and 
more  labored,  he  was  not  yet  dead.  This  was  of  some  concern 
for  our  young  friend.  So,  he  loaded  the  syringe  with  the  other 
five  bottles  of  euthanasia  solution  and  shot  McCarren  in  the 
ass  again.  This  time  it  took  only  about  a  minute  or  two  before 
McCarren  choked  on  his  final  breath  and  released  his  bladder 
and  bowels  into  his  jeans." 


Eric  Pecaro  looked  around  the  room  at  the  disgusted 
faces  before  he  went  on.  "After  McCarren  died,  Crystal  slipped 
Dennis'  shoes  back  on,  without  bothering  to  tie  them  first. 
Crystal  and  Alfonzo  then  loaded  Dennis'  corpse  into  the  trunk  of 
his  Nissan  and  she  followed  Alfonzo  out  to  the  dirt  road  that 
McCarren  was  ultimately  found  on.  Turns  out  that  Petty  Officer 
Johnson  had  gone  to  the  NTA  for  field  training  a  couple  of  times 
during  his  tour  and  was  familiar  with  the  area. 
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"After  they  decided  they'd  found  just  the  right  spot,  they 
used  one  of  Dennis'  belts  to  hang  him  up  and  make  it  look  like 
he  took  his  own  life.  They  both  believed  it  would  be  a  couple  of 
weeks  before  the  body  would  be  found  and  when  it  was  it 
would  simply  be  written  off  as  a  suicide.  Crystal  would  get  the 
two  hundred  grand,  Alfonzo  would  get  his  cut,  and  they  would 
each  live  happily  ever  after." 


Eric  tossed  a  set  of  car  keys  on  the  coffee  table  in  front  of 
the  colonel's  desk.  "She  still  had  her  husband's  car  keys  in  her 
bag  when  we  arrested  her.  I  guess  with  so  much  to  do,  she 
forgot  all  about  them." 


Kawalski  still  wasn't  sure  he  understood.  "Didn't  they 
know  that  toxicology  would  identify  the  drugs  in  McCarren's 
system?" 

Eric  answered,  "Sir,  they  figured  it  would  simply 
be  handled  as  a  suicide.  They  just  weren't  as  smart  as 
they  thought  they  were." 
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There  was  something  that  Larry  Miles  wished  to 
share.  "Do  you  all  want  to  know  the  really  sick  part?" 

Sally  Mathis  asked,  "What  do  you  mean,  the  'really  sick 
part?'" 


"Go  ahead  Larry."  Eric  scolded,  "You  brought  it  up." 

Larry  couldn't  wait;  investigating  contract  fraud  was 
never  like  this.  "Back  at  the  apartment,  right  after  they  figured 
Dennis  was  dead,  Crystal  rolled  the  body  off  the  bed  and  onto 
the  floor,  face  up.  She  then  made  sure  the  eyes  were  open,  so 
the  recently  deceased  could  'watch.' 


"Crystal  got  naked  and  demanded  that  Alfonzo  do  the 
same.  She  then  got  'on  top'  and  stared  over  the  edge  of  the 
bed,  and  into  her  dead  husband's  eyes,  while  she  had  sex  with 
her  boyfriend.  Alfonzo  said  that  Crystal  was  so  turned  on,  that 
they  went  at  it  for  a  couple  of  hours  with  the  corpse  staring  at 
them  the  whole  time." 
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CHAPTER  5— "DANSU"  (THE  DANCE) 


"Hey  Eric,  I  want  it  burned!"  Sally  Mathis  yelled  over  the 
blaring  country  music  coming  from  the  portable  CD  player  in 
the  tiny  backyard  of  her  apartment  complex.  Shrouded  in 
smoke,  Eric  Pecaro  held  up  a  greasy  spatula  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  order  and  went  back  to  flipping 
preformed  commissary  hamburgers  on  the  large  Hibachi  grill. 
Ann  Rees  was  busy  refilling  a  large  plastic  cooler  with  beer. 
The  left  side  of  her  head  still  bandaged  from  her  confrontation 
with  Alfonzo  Johnson. 


Terry  and  Maria  Schull  were  sitting  at  Sally's  white  plastic 
umbrella  table.  Terry  was  sipping  a  cold  Orion,  while  his  wife 
cut  vegetables  for  a  salad. 

"Hey  Master  Guns,  you  doing  all  right?  Looks  like  you 
need  another  beer."  Sally  walked  over  and  set  a  cold  can  in 
front  of  Terry. 
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"Thanks  Major,"  Terry  replied.  "Actually  I  am  more 
worried  about  your  recent  command  decision  to  issue  a  sharp 
knife  to  a  Filipina  with  PMS." 

Maria  put  down  the  knife  and  playfully  tossed  an  ice  cube 
at  her  husband.  "It's  Okay  Terry,"  she  scolded.  "You  are  safe, 
so  long  as  I  am  in  a  good  mood,"  she  giggled  and  went  back  to 
her  vegetables. 


The  party  had  been  Sally's  idea.  She  wanted  to 
congratulate  her  two  best  friends  on  their  success  with  the 
McCarren  murder  investigation.  Alfonzo  Johnson  was  in  the 
brig  at  Camp  Hansen  awaiting  courts  martial  and  Crystal 
McCarren  was  in  Japanese  prison  waiting  for  a  trial  of  her  own. 
It  was  a  total  shock  to  everyone  when  the  Japanese  agreed  to 
assume  prosecutorial  jurisdiction  against  Crystal  McCarren. 


In  virtually  every  previous  case,  where  it  was  an  American 
on  American  crime,  the  Japanese  refused  to  get  involved.  It  was 
rumored  that  this  time,  a  personal  request  went  to  the  Japanese 
government  from  certain  highly  placed  U.S.  officials.  Regardless 
of  how  it  happened,  the  look  on  Crystal  McCarren's 
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face,  when  the  Japanese  police  escorted  her  out  of  the  Camp 
Butler  PMO  and  put  her  into  the  back  of  a  Japanese  prisoner 
van  had  been  priceless. 

The  McCarren  baby,  Beverly,  had  been  a  whole  different 
problem.  Crystal  McCarren  had  no  family  and  it  took  some  time 
to  locate  the  mother  of  her  dead  husband.  Mrs.  Sheila  McCarren 
had  been  given  two  tasks  she  had  never  expected.  The  first  was 
to  claim  the  body  of  her  murdered  son  and  the  second  was  to 
take  in  and  raise  a  granddaughter  she  had  never  seen. 
Overcome  with  emotion,  she  had  nearly  fainted  at  the  airport 
when  the  flight  attendant  handed  her  the  very  confused  two- 
year-old. 


Sally  Mathis  had  invited  Terry  Schull  to  the  party  for  a 
whole  other  reason.  She  needed  to  talk  to  him  about  an 
important  decision  she  had  made.  She  looked  at  Terry's  wife 
and  wondered  if  she  had  made  the  best  decision  for  everyone 
involved. 
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Brenda  Pecaro  slammed  the  phone  down.  She  was  sick 
of  talking  into  her  husband's  answering  machine.  Even  when 
she  was  able  to  reach  Eric,  their  conversations  always 
deteriorated  into  an  argument.  For  the  first  few  months  he  was 
in  Okinawa,  she  really  missed  him.  What  she  mostly  missed 
was  the  fact  that  Eric  always  took  care  of  everything.  He  paid 
the  bills  and  he  dealt  with  all  the  day  to  day  business,  which 
freed  Brenda  up  to  take  care  for  the  baby  and  relax  when  she 
felt  tired  or  had  a  headache.  Eric  had  tried  to  get  her  to 
assume  more  responsibility  and  maybe  even  take  a  job  outside 
the  home,  but  she'd  refused.  Now  that  she  was  a  married 
woman,  she  should  not  have  been  expected  to  work.  That  was 
partly  why  she  got  married  in  the  first  place. 


Now,  her  husband  was  thousands  of  miles  away  and 
virtually  impossible  to  reach.  Sure,  he  had  most  of  his  pay 
direct  deposited  into  their  joint  account,  so  money  wasn't  a 
problem.  That  is,  until  Brenda  failed  to  balance  the  checkbook 
and  started  bouncing  checks  all  over  the  place.  Luckily,  she 
took  care  of  it  before  the  bank  called  Eric's  commander. 
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"But  the  damn  checkbook  should  have  never  been  MY 
problem!"  She  lamented  as  she  turned  on  her  computer  and 
connected  to  the  Internet.  Brenda  was  hoping  her  friend  Burt 
was  on  line.  He  always  made  her  feel  really  good  about  herself 
and  she  always  looked  forward  to  their  chats. 


Burt  had  given  Brenda  his  phone  number  in  Alabama  and 
had  repeatedly  asked  her  to  call.  She  did  call  him  once.  His 
voice  was  warm  and  friendly  and  he  had  a  slow  southern  drawl 
that  she  found  very  attractive.  In  spite  of  this,  Brenda  never 
called  him  again.  She  still  felt  funny  about  calling,  as  if  she  had 
done  something  "wrong."  Brenda  decided  that  the  anonymity  of 
the  Internet  made  things  a  little  safer  and  made  Brenda  feel  a 
little  better  about  what  she  was  doing. 


Kelly  Bressette  sat  on  Lori  Hashimoto's  bed  and  held  her 
hand  as  she  listened  to  her  friend  joyfully  describe  the  details 
of  Lori's  very  first  real  relationship.  The  young  lance  corporal 
was  positively  giddy;  the  happiest  Kelly  had  ever  seen  her, 
except  when  she  was  on  that  "damn  motorcycle." 


Page 


316 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Kelly  listened  intently  as  Lori  talked  about  how  she  met 
Corporal  Garrett  Stephens  the  night  they  handled  the  fatality 
accident  north  of  Camp  Hansen.  Garrett  called  Lori  several 
times  after  that  night  and  she  finally  agreed  to  go  out  with  him. 


Mostly,  Lori  talked  about  how  patient  and  gentle  Garrett 
was.  She  even  allowed  him  kiss  her  after  almost  a  half  dozen 
dates  and  the  best  part  was  that  she  had  really  wanted  him  to. 
That  first  kiss  stirred  feelings  inside  of  Lori  Hashimoto  that 
she  didn't  know  she  had.  She  was  clearly  overwhelmed  with 
her  newly  discovered  feelings  and  was  on  her  way  to  feeling 
truly  "normal"  for  the  first  time  in  her  life.  Kelly  Bressette  was 
ecstatic  for  her  young  friend. 


Kelly  and  Lori  were  still  holding  hands  and  talking  when 
Lori's  roommate,  Corporal  Morris  walked  into  the  room.  She 
had  been  at  the  Saturday  matinee  at  the  MWR  Movie  Theater 
with  one  of  her  boyfriends  and  had  brought  him  back  to  the 
room  obviously  thinking  it  would  be  vacant  when  they  arrived. 
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As  Shirley  Morris  and  her  Saturday  afternoon  sex  partner 
walked  into  the  barracks  room,  Morris  saw  Bressette  and 
Hashimoto  sitting  on  the  bed  and  it  was  quite  clear  to  her  that 
they  were  "together."  Morris  immediately  grabbed  her  date, 
pulled  him  out  of  the  room,  and  slammed  the  door  shut.  She 
was  furious.  This  was  her  room  too.  Corporal  Shirley  Morris 
made  a  decision.  This  lesbian  shit  had  to  stop. 


The  late  afternoon  sun  had  started  to  set  over  the  rice 
patties  behind  Sally  and  Ann's  apartment  complex.  The  last  of 
the  charcoal  was  slowly  burning  out  and  the  participants  of 
the  cookout  were  sitting  on  white  plastic  chairs  and  sipping 
warm  sake  out  of  tiny  ceramic  cups.  Sally  Mathis  looked 
across  the  table  at  the  Schulls. 


"Master  Guns,  there  is  something  I  would  like  to  ask 
you  to  do  for  me." 

Terry  returned  her  look.  "Major,  you've  always  treated  me 
right.  Whatever  you  want,  you  got  it." 
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"It  is  not  that  easy  Terry.  I  need  to  send  you  somewhere, 
for  several  months,"  she  looked  at  Maria,  "alone." 

Terry  looked  at  his  wife.  Maria's  body  stiffened  for  a 
moment,  but  she  did  not  say  anything. 

Sally  continued,  "The  Provost  Marshal  position  at  Camp 
Fuji  is  open.  We  need  an  experienced  cop  to  put  in  there. 
Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski  and  I  have  discussed  this  at  length 
and  we  have  decided  that  you  are  the  best  man  for  the  job." 

Terry  was  speechless.  A  few  seconds  earlier,  he  was  a 
disgraced  Marine,  fired  from  his  job  and  relegated  to  issuing 
jock  straps  at  the  base  gym.  Now  he  was  being  asked  to  head 
an  operational  military  police  unit.  This  assignment  would 
require  him  to  leave  Okinawa  and  go  to  mainland  Japan  for  an 
extended  period,  the  exact  length  of  which,  he  was  yet  to  be 
told.  He  looked  at  his  wife  again.  "Maria,  I  don't  know..." 


Maria  took  her  husband's  hand.  "Go  Terry.  I'll  be  here 
when  you  come  home." 
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"We'll  cut  your  orders  on  Monday."  Sally  didn't  need  to 
hear  anymore.  Her  only  worry  had  been  Mrs.  Schull. 

Terry  had  one  more  concern.  "Major,  the  Marine  Corps 
ball  is  in  two  weeks."  Terry  especially  wanted  to  go  this  year. 
He  and  Maria  were  getting  along  better  than  they  had  in  years 
and  he  had  already  purchased  her  an  expensive  new  gown. 


"No  problem,  the  ball  is  on  a  Friday.  You  will  leave  the 
following  Monday." 

Eric  Pecaro  got  up  from  his  seat  and  held  his  hand  out  to 
his  friend,  "Congratulations  you  old  Jarhead;  looks  like  you're 
in  charge  again." 

Terry  hugged  his  oldest  comrade.  "You  knew  the  whole 
time,  didn't  you?" 

"Yep,"  Eric  looked  over  at  Sally  Mathis.  They  exchanged 
smiles.  Sally  had  told  him  earlier  of  her  plans  to  offer  Terry  the 
assignment.  It  had  been  virtually  impossible  not  to  let  it  slip  out. 
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Midori  Sasaki  pulled  her  little  car  into  the  parking  lot  of  the 
apartment  complex.  She  opened  the  rear  hatch  and  struggled  to 
remove  the  large  round  sushi  platter.  She  carefully  made  her 
way  to  the  rear  gate  of  the  apartment  unit  and  managed  to  free 
one  hand  just  enough  to  unlatch  the  gate. 


As  Midori  started  to  walk  through  the  gate,  Ann  Rees 
looked  over  and  saw  her  struggling  with  the  three-foot  platter. 
Ann  jumped  up  and  held  the  gate  as  Terry  ran  over  and  took 
the  food  from  the  petite  Midori,  who  then  turned  to  see  Eric  as 
he  rose  from  his  seat.  They  both  froze  in  place  as  neither  one 
had  any  idea  the  other  was  going  to  be  there. 


As  if  on  cue,  they  both  looked  at  Sally  who  was  trying 
unsuccessfully  to  hide  her  delight.  They  returned  their  gaze  to 
each  other  and  their  eyes  locked  for  a  very  long  and  awkward 
minute. 


Eric  watched  as  beams  of  warm  sunshine  fell  around 
Midori  as  if  she  was  an  angel  revealing  herself  to  him  for  the 
very  first  time.  He  tried  to  speak  and  discovered  to  his  dismay 
that  her  radiance  had  taken  his  words  from  him. 
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To  Eric,  Midori  was  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the 
world.  For  months,  he  had  seen  her,  spent  time  with  her,  and 
had  spoken  with  her  every  day.  Yet,  each  time  he  looked  upon 
her,  it  was  like  the  first  time.  It  was  not  just  her  beauty.  It  was 
the  way  that  she  walked  and  how  the  grace  of  her  every 
movement  was  like  the  workings  of  a  fine  watch.  Eric  stood 
there  and  stared,  unable  to  speak. 


Midori  felt  the  blood  rush  from  her  head.  Her  knees 
started  to  buckle  and  she  had  to  fight  to  remain  standing.  Since 
she  received  that  terrible  telephone  call  from  his  wife,  Midori 
had  done  her  best  to  avoid  him.  Whenever  he  came  to  the 
colonel's  office,  she  made  sure  to  act  very  busy,  even  to  the 
extent  of  picking  up  the  telephone  and  pretending  to  be 
involved  in  a  very  important  conversation. 


Midori  had  finally  realized  that  she  could  not  hide  her 
feelings  from  herself,  but  she  could  at  least  hide  them  from 
him.  Now,  she  was  standing  a  few  feet  from  the  man  whose 
deep  blue  eyes  fed  the  raging  inferno  inside  her  soul.  Only  now 
she  had  nowhere  to  hide.  She  had  to  get  out  of  there,  fast. 
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"l-l  m-must  go!  My  grandfather  is  sick,  so  I  cannot  stay. 
I'm  sorry."  Midori  ran  back  out  the  gate  and  to  her  car.  She 
was  gone  by  the  time  the  group  had  followed  her  to  the  street. 

"Good  going  Casanova."  Sally  punched  Eric  in  the  arm. 
"You  have  this  same  affect  on  all  the  girls?"  Disgusted,  she 
turned  and  walked  away.  Eric  Pecaro  stood  alone  at  the  end  of 
the  sidewalk. 


"Hey  Bren,  I'm  a  gonna  be  in  your  neck  of  the  woods  at 
the  end  of  the  week.  Got  a  load  to  drop  just  south  of  Alexandria. 
That  means  I'll  be  drivin'  right  past  your  place.  You  think  you 
might  wanna  get  together?" 


Brenda  Pecaro  had  finally  relented  and  gave  Burt  her 
home  telephone  number.  She  knew  this  was  wrong,  but  he 
was  always  there  whenever  she  had  needed  someone  to  talk 
to.  Still,  she  never  thought  they  would  ever  come  close  to  a 
face-to-face  meeting.  Brenda  felt  a  fear  growing  in  the  pit  of 
her  stomach  that  bordered  on  hysteria. 

Her  voice  shook.  "I  don't  know  Burt.  After  all,  I  am 
married  and  I  just  don't  know  if  it  would  be  right." 
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"Hey  Baby,  I'm  sorry.  I  guess  I  shouldn't  have  suggested 
it.  It's  just  that  you  always  sound  so  purty,  and  nice,  and  all.  I 
figured  we  could  talk  in  person  for  a  little  bit.  I'm  sorry,  forget  I 
said  it." 


"Burt,  I  just  don't  know.  I've  got  to  think  about  it.  Give  me 
a  little  time." 

Brenda  hung  up  the  telephone  and  looked  over  to  the 
kitchen  table  where  her  little  girl  was  eating  breakfast.  Sarah 
was  her  whole  world  and  Brenda  would  never  want  anything  to 
disrupt  her  stability.  Nevertheless,  Brenda  Pecaro  was  so 
awfully  lonely  and  Burt's  slow  southern  drawl  was  so  damned 
sexy.  Stop!  Brenda  scolded  herself.  You  are  a  happily  married 
woman.  Now  just  call  him  back  and  tell  him  that  nothing  is 
going  to  happen! 


Midori  cut  her  wheel  hard  left  and  stood  on  her  brake  pedal 
with  both  feet.  She  had  not  seen  that  dump  truck  stop  short  in 
front  of  her  and  had  finally  got  her  car  stopped  with  only 
centimeters  to  spare.  The  traffic  light  changed  and  she  pulled 
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off  the  main  road,  finally  stopping  her  Toyota  Starlet  at  the 
entrance  to  the  sea  wall.  She  turned  the  motor  off  and  laid  her 
forehead  against  the  wheel.  As  the  tears  streamed  down  her 
face,  Midori  prayed  with  everything  she  had. 

Midori  Sasaki  had  converted  to  Christianity  as  a  child  and 
called  upon  her  faith  to  give  her  comfort.  She  was  ashamed  of 
the  way  she  had  acted  and  prayed  for  the  strength  to  face  her 
friends  again.  Ultimately,  all  the  beautiful  woman  could  do  was 
sit  in  her  little  car  and  stare  at  what  was  left  of  the  orange  sun 
as  it  disappeared  slowly  into  the  pacific.  Midori's  soul  was  filled 
with  questions  for  which  there  were  no  answers. 


Eric  was  the  only  guest  left  at  Sally  and  Ann's  apartment. 
Ann  was  in  the  kitchen  cleaning  up  the  last  of  the  dishes  while 
Eric  and  Sally  were  doing  their  Marine  Corps  best  to  kill  off  the 
last  of  the  beer.  Eric  had  forgiven  his  old  friend  for  causing  the 
uncomfortable  situation  earlier,  but  was  frustrated  in  his 
attempts  to  explain  why  nothing  could  ever  happen  between  he 
and  Midori. 

Sally  Mathis  was  equally  frustrated.  As  a  Marine  officer, 
she  should  in  no  way  have  been  encouraging  a  married  Marine 
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to  get  involved  with  another  woman.  Still,  there  was  a  powerful 
chemistry  between  Eric  and  Midori  that  was  obvious  whenever 
those  two  were  in  the  same  space. 

What  Eric  chose  not  to  reveal  to  his  friend,  was  that  he 
could  not  get  the  stunning  Japanese  secretary  out  of  his  head. 
Best  as  he  could  figure,  it  started  the  very  first  time  he  saw  her. 
From  that  day  forward,  Eric  Pecaro  woke  up  each  morning  with 
her  face  in  his  mind  and  went  to  sleep  each  night  dreaming  of 
her  pretty  little  head  lying  on  the  pillow  next  to  his. 


Nonetheless,  he  had  a  wife  and  child  back  in  the  states. 
They  needed  him  and  he  owed  them  his  loyalty.  At  this 
moment,  Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  came  to  the  realization 
that  he  had  a  unique  personal  affiliation  with  the  Marine 
Corps  motto,  "Semper  Fidelas"  or  "Always  Faithful." 


It  was  after  two  a.m.  when  Ann  drove  Eric  back  to  his 
barracks.  She  dropped  him  off  at  the  bottom  of  his  stairs  and 
kissed  him  on  the  cheek  as  he  got  out  of  her  car.  She  and 
Sally  had  talked  a  lot  about  Eric  and  Midori  and  Ann  felt  truly 
sad  for  them  both. 
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As  Eric  made  his  way  up  to  the  top  floor,  he  was  working 
on  just  how  he  could  bury  his  feelings  for  Midori  and  get  a 
grip  on  himself.  I  have  got  to  stop  thinking  like  this.  I  am  a 
thirty-eight  year  old  man  for  God's  sake.  Eric  turned  the  key  in 
the  door  and  as  he  entered  his  room,  he  could  see  the 
message  light  blinking  on  his  machine.  He  knew  who  it  was. 


Brenda  picked  up  the  telephone  on  the  second  ring.  She 
was  in  the  middle  of  another  one  of  her  headaches.  She  was 
surprised  to  find  herself  a  little  perturbed  at  her  husband  on 
the  other  end.  "Good  of  you  to  call  me  back  Eric.  It's  only  been 
what,  like  three  days?" 


"Brenda,  I  told  you  we  couldn't  afford  to  talk  long 
distance  every  day;  how's  Sarah? 

"She's  the  usual;  missing  her  daddy.  Too  bad  you  are 
missing  so  much  of  her  growing  up." 

"I  know,  it  really  sucks,  believe  me." 

"Does  it  really  Eric?  I  think  you  actually  enjoy  being  away 
from  us." 
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"Please  don't  start  Brenda.  It  is  late  and  I  am  really  tired." 

"Fuck  yes,  it's  late.  It  must  be  after  two  in  the  morning, 
your  time.  Were  you  working  on  a  'big  case,'  or  just  drinking 
beer  with  your  friends  again?" 

"Just  drinking  beer,  Brenda.  Terry  sort  of  got  his  old  job 
back.  Well,  it's  a  cop  job  anyway.  He  is  going  to  Camp  Fuji, 
near  Tokyo  for  a  few  months." 

"He's  married  isn't  he?  What  does  his  wife  think  of  his 
leaving?" 

"I  don't  think  she  is  real  happy,  but  I  believe  she's  pretty 
used  to  it." 

"Like  all  good  little  fucking  Marine  Corps  wives.  We  don't 
mean  shit  to  the  Corps  do  we?" 

"Brenda,  let's  not  go  there  right  now.  Everything  else 
okay?" 


"Yes,  everything  is  just  fine.  Now,  why  don't  you  get  to 
bed  and  don't  you  worry  none  about  your  little  family." 

"Yeah,  okay.  Well,  kiss  the  little  one  for  me." 
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"Fine  Eric,  see  you  later." 

After  he  heard  Brenda  hang  up,  Eric  looked  at  the 
receiver  in  his  hand.  He  was  a  little  confused.  "Don't  you  worry 
none?"  He  thought.  Since  when  did  Brenda  talk  like  that?  She 
grew  up  in  the  New  York;  she  has  a  Brooklyn  accent  for  God's 
sake.  Where  the  hell  does  she  get  "don't  you  worry  none?" 


It  was  just  after  three  a.m.  when  Staff  Sergeant  Leonard 
Chilcutt  descended  the  stairs  of  his  military  quarters  situated 
on  the  end  of  a  four-plex  unit  at  Camp  McTureous,  or  Mac-T  as 
it  was  called.  Mac-T  family  housing  was  located  just  about 
twenty-five  miles  north  of  Camp  Butler,  across  from  Third 
Marine  Division  Headquarters  at  Camp  Courtney. 


It  had  been  overly  warm  for  a  November  night  and  the 
base  Facilities  Division  had  long  since  shut  off  the  air- 
conditioning.  Even  the  open  windows  and  screen  door 
provided  little  relief  for  the  Staff  Sergeant  and  his  family. 
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Lenny  Chilcutt  reached  into  his  refrigerator  for  a  swig  of 
Gatorade.  Just  then,  he  saw  movement  through  the  doorway  of 
the  dinette.  Twelve  years  of  Marine  infantry  experience 
immediately  sprang  into  action.  Chilcutt  bolted  through  the 
doorway  and  into  the  dinette,  where  he  reached  out  into  the 
dark  and  grabbed  the  intruder's  shirt. 


The  burglar  swung  wildly,  but  was  unable  to  make  contact 
with  the  large,  barrel  chested  Marine  who  was  holding  on  tightly 
to  his  shirt.  The  intruder  struggled  until  he  pulled  himself  free 
from  the  shirt  and  scrambled  out  the  open  sliding  glass  door 
with  the  Marine  in  hot  pursuit. 


Sergeant  Tony  Torres,  the  duty  CID  investigator,  was 
cruising  around  Mac-T  housing  in  an  unmarked  CID  vehicle.  It 
had  been  a  couple  of  months  since  the  series  of  break-ins  at 
Camp  Lester  and  since  then,  the  perpetrator  had  hit  Lester 
twice  more,  and  Kadena  Air  Base  housing  at  least  once  that 
they  knew  of.  Top  Pecaro  was  concerned  that  Mac-T  would  be 
next  and  ordered  the  duty  investigators  to  stay  in  the  Mac-T 
area  when  they  were  not  on  other  duty  calls. 
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What  a  God  damned  waste  of  time,  the  exhausted  Torres 
silently  lamented  just  as  he  saw  the  two  men  run  past  his  car. 
Now  that's  interesting,  he  thought.  It's  not  every  day  that  one 
gets  to  watch  a  foot  race  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning, 

Staff  Sergeant  Torres  started  the  car  and  drove  about  fifty 
feet  up  the  street.  He  then  jumped  the  curb  and  hit  the  gas, 
kicking  up  dirt  as  he  came  at  the  runners.  The  Japanese  male 
sprinted  for  the  fence  line  with  everything  he  had.  Torres  saw 
this  and  cut  him  off,  causing  him  to  crash  painfully  into  the 
fender  of  the  unmarked  police  car. 


Torres  jumped  out  and  as  he  got  around  the  front  of  the 
vehicle,  he  could  see  that  the  Caucasian  male  was  already  on 
top  of  the  runner,  beating  him  severely  with  both  fists.  Torres 
muscled  himself  between  the  two  and  quickly  handcuffed  the 
Japanese  male.  He  then  turned  to  the  out  of  breath  pursuer. 
"All  right  Marine,  give  me  one  reason  why  I  shouldn't 
apprehend  you  as  well." 


"The  fucker  broke  into  my  house!" 
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"Okay,  that's  a  good  reason,"  Torres  replied. 

As  Torres  placed  the  suspect  into  the  back  seat  of  the 
car,  Staff  Sergeant  Chilcutt  explained  how  he  had  caught  the 
man  in  his  quarters.  Torres  realized  the  man  in  his  custody  was 
in  fact,  the  perp  they  had  been  looking  for.  He  immediately 
radioed  for  a  Japanese  interpreter  to  meet  him  at  the  scene  and 
then  punched  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro's  phone  number  into  his 
cell  phone. 


Drenched  in  sweat,  the  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  pulled 
himself  up.  The  cracked  vinyl  sofa  stuck  to  his  skin.  Under 
him,  the  naked  Maria  Schull  reached  down  between  her  legs 
and  smiled  softly  as  she  felt  his  semen  trickle  out  of  her.  She 
quietly  stood  and  picked  up  the  dress  that  had  been  left  in  a 
wrinkled  ball  on  the  dirty  floor  of  the  office.  As  she  slipped  the 
dress  on,  her  minister  pulled  his  underwear  back  up  and  sat  on 
the  end  of  the  sofa.  Maria  settled  down  next  him  and 
announced,  "Theodore,  I  am  in  love  with  you." 

"Maria,"  answered  the  startled  Quinn.  "That  is  not  at  all 
what  this  is  about." 
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"I  know  Theodore,  but  I  can't  help  it." 

"Maria,  the  reason  we  are  doing  this  is  to  help  you  deal 
with  all  those  things  that  happened  to  you  when  you  were 
younger.  I  am  trying  to  help  you  understand  that  you  can  feel 
good  about  yourself." 

"Theodore,  I  do  feel  better  about  myself.  Thank  you  for 
helping  me.  But  I  am  still  in  love  with  you." 

Maria  reached  over  and  passionately  kissed  her  minister. 
She  then  reached  into  his  boxer  shorts,  freed  his  organ,  and 
lowered  her  head  into  his  lap,  where  she  proceeded  to  fill  her 
mouth  with  his  rapidly  swelling  need. 


Quinn  decided  to  forgo  the  conversation  for  now  and 
slowly  fell  back  against  the  arm  of  the  sofa.  He  enjoyed  the 
warm  wetness  of  her  mouth.  As  he  moaned  and  gyrated, 
neither  the  reverend,  nor  his  married  lover  were  aware  of  the 
eyes  peering  at  them  through  the  office  door. 


Sophia  Aguiar  had  returned  to  the  Church  to  pick  up  her 
songs,  which  she  had  accidentally  left  behind  after  the  Sunday 
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morning  service.  As  she  collected  up  the  numerous  loose 
sheets  of  music,  she  thought  she  heard  Brother  Quinn's  voice 
coming  from  the  church  office.  It  had  been  almost  a  week  since 
she  had  a  chance  to  spend  some  time  alone  with  him  and  she 
decided  that  this  was  as  good  a  time  as  any. 

Sophia  quietly  opened  the  office  door  and  then  watched 
in  disbelief,  as  her  minister  lay  naked  on  his  back,  receiving 
oral  sex  from  the  Filipina  she  had  been  arrested  with  several 
months  earlier. 


Sophia  felt  sick.  She  hurriedly  closed  the  door  before  she 
could  be  seen,  then  grabbed  her  music  and  ran  out  the  front 
door  of  the  church.  She  rushed  to  her  small  apartment  several 
blocks  away  while  she  struggled  to  maintain  a  hold  of  her  sheet 
music  and  her  sanity. 


Her  hands  shook  as  she  turned  the  key  in  the  front  door 
of  her  apartment.  Sophia  slammed  the  door  behind  her,  turned 
the  deadbolt,  and  leaned  with  her  back  to  the  door  for  what 
seemed  to  be  over  an  hour.  She  was  panting  from  the  run  home 
and  struggled  to  catch  her  breath. 
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Sophia  Aguiar  reminded  herself  that  she  was  not  a  stupid 
woman.  Since  she  had  met  the  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn,  she 
had  done  many  things  for  him,  some  of  which  she  was  not  very 
proud.  Sophia  had  hurt  several  people,  including  herself. 
Nonetheless,  she  owed  him;  she  owed  him  a  lot.  Distraught, 
Sophia  climbed  into  bed  and  laid  her  head  down  on  her  big 
feather  pillow.  Even  this  brought  her  no  peace,  as  she  could 
still  smell  his  cologne  all  over  it. 


"All  right  Top,  you  got  the  floor."  Lieutenant  Colonel  C.B. 
Kawalski  was  in  his  usual  position  behind  his  huge  oak  desk. 
He  poured  himself  a  cup  of  coffee  out  of  an  old  thermos.  He 
then  set  the  stained  black  coffee  mug  with  silver  cloverleaf 
stencil  to  one  side  of  the  desk.  It  would  be  over  an  hour  before 
his  secretary  would  be  in  to  make  the  coffee  for  him.  And 
besides,  he  thought.  The  Japanese  brew  the  shit  way  to  God 
damned  weak. 
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Eric  began.  "Sir,  we  have  the  burglar  in  custody.  He  is  a 
local  national  identified  as..."  Eric  double  checked  his  notes, 
"Kunio  Maki."  He  set  the  report  down.  The  rest  he  knew  by 
heart. 


"Sergeant  Torres  was  on  patrol  last  night  and  saw  Mr. 
Maki  being  chased  by  a  Staff  Sergeant  Chilcutt  from  Twelfth 
Marines.  Seems  that  Chilcutt  caught  the  perpetrator  going 
through  his  wife's  pocketbook  in  the  dinette  of  his  quarters. 
Chilcutt  reported  that  he  grabbed  the  suspect,  who  managed  to 
pull  out  of  his  shirt  and  get  away.  He  told  us  that  the  guy  was 
fast  and  I  believe  that's  true.  We  had  two  previous  reports  of 
this  guy  being  chased  and  getting  away.  In  one  case  he  scaled 
a  twelve-foot  fence  in  about  three  seconds. 


"Anyway,  the  JPs  have  the  suspect  in  custody.  Before 
his  apprehension,  he  managed  to  hit  four  military  quarters.  He 
stole  the  usual;  small  amounts  of  cash  out  of  wallets  and 
purses." 


Page 


336 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Sally  Mathis  interrupted,  "Is  this  the  same  guy  the 
Japanese  Police  identified  a  few  months  ago?" 

"Yes  Ma'am,  a  real  loony.  He  has  been  in  and  out  of 
Japanese  institutions  for  the  last  seven  years.  He's  been 
busted  in  the  Japanese  community  a  half  dozen  times,  same 
M.O.  every  time.  We  asked  him  why  decided  to  hit  the 
Americans.  You  know  what  he  said?" 


"Enlighten  us,  Top,"  the  colonel  was  interested  in  hearing 

this. 

"He  said  that  he  hit  the  Americans  because  that's  where 
the  money  is." 

Sally  laughed,  "You  were  right  in  describing  this  guy  as 
a  loony.'  He  is  obviously  out  of  touch  with  reality.  Why  did  the 
JPs  let  him  go  anyway?" 

"They  reported  that  they  interrogated  him  and  he 
maintained  his  innocence.  After  three  assignments  to  Japan  I 
have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  there  is  a  sort  of  rule  here  that 
goes  something  like,  If  the  police  pick  you  up,  you  are 
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supposed  to  immediately  confess  to  whatever  it  is  that 
you  have  done.'" 

"And  what  a  good  rule  that  is,"  commented  the  provost 
marshal. 

Pecaro  continued,  "Actually,  the  fact  is  that  their  laws  are 
not  all  that  different  from  ours.  They  just  did  not  have  enough 
to  hold  him  the  first  time.  Anyway,  he  is  in  their  custody  now 
and  I  am  being  told  he  will  be  for  a  long  time." 


Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski  was  satisfied,  "That's  a  relief 
Top.  How  many  burglaries  does  this  arrest  clear?" 

"A  total  of  forty-three  burglaries  and  one  false  complaint." 

"That's  right,"  Sally  recalled.  "Wasn't  there  one  sergeant 
who  during  the  initial  rash  of  break-ins,  made  some  kind  of 
false  claim?" 

"Yes  Ma'am.  He  was  the  one  who  claimed  that  someone 
crawled  in  his  kitchen  window  and  stole  three  hundred  dollars 
from  his  wife's  purse." 

"So  the  money  wasn't  actually  stolen?" 
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"Oh,  it  was  stolen  all  right,"  Pecaro  smiled.  "The  sergeant 
was  interrogated  and  ultimately  confessed  that  when  he  heard 
about  his  neighbors  getting  ripped  off,  he  got  the  idea  to  snatch 
his  wife's  pay  out  of  her  purse.  He  then  used  the  money  to  feed 
his  slot  machine  habit  at  the  Enlisted  Club.  The  sergeant 
figured  he  would  make  a  claim  against  the  government  and  get 
his  wife's  money  back  in  no  time  at  all." 


"Good  plan,"  commented  the  provost  marshal. 

"Actually  sir.  It  was  not  a  very  good  plan  at  all,  at  least 
not  for  the  formerly  married  sergeant,  who  is  now  a  divorced 
corporal ." 

Kawalski  laughed,  "Justice  is  served  once  again,  thank 
you.  And  Top?" 

"Yes  Sir?" 

"You  and  your  investigators  did  a  hell  of  a  job.  Between 
this  and  the  McCarren  murder  case,  you  have  two  big  wins. 
Keep  up  the  good  work." 
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The  Chief  Investigator  was  stunned.  In  the  four  months 
he  had  been  in  Okinawa,  he  had  never  received  a  single 
compliment  from  his  boss.  Eric  was  still  mulling  this  over  as 
he  walked  out  of  the  colonel's  office  and  right  into  the  startled 
Midori  Sasaki. 


"Gomen,  Pecaro-San.  I  am  so  clumsy!" 

"No,  Midori.  I  am  the  one  who  is  sorry.  Seems  I  keep 
running  right  over  the  top  of  you." 

Midori  looked  up  into  Eric  Pecaro's  eyes  and  said  softly, 
"I  am  sorry  too,  Eric." 

Eric  looked  down  and  realized  he  was  holding  Midori's 
hand.  He  gently  released  her,  turned,  and  walked  away. 

Midori  whispered  under  her  breath,  "Yes  Eric,  I  am  sorry 
about  so  many  things." 


The  tenth  of  November  is  just  a  day  like  any  other,  except 
for  a  United  States  Marine,  for  that  day  is  his  birthday,  the  day 
his  beloved  Corps  came  into  existence. 
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It  was  in  a  rowdy  working  class  drinking  establishment 
called  Turin  Tavern,  in  Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania,  in  1775,  that 
a  few  drunken  scoundrels  were  rounded  up  and  recruited  to 
protect  naval  vessels  from  the  raiding  parties  of  pirates  and 
opposing  military  forces. 


In  the  early  days,  Marines  celebrated  the  birthday  of  the 
Corps  by  joyfully  engaging  in  the  over  consumption  of  whisky, 
wine,  and  women,  especially  women.  Today's  Marine  Corps  is 
more  family  oriented.  Still,  the  birthday  of  the  Marine  Corps  is 
the  most  significant  event  of  the  year,  especially  overseas 
where  Marines  and  their  families  are  far  from  home. 


The  Ball  is  an  opportunity  for  all  Marines  present  to  don 
the  famous  high  neck,  Dress  Blue  uniform  and  their  wives 
and  girlfriends  to  break  out  their  gowns  and  look  their  most 
glamorous.  In  fact,  every  Marine  is  expected  to  go  to  the  Ball 
and  it  is  generally  an  order  that  most  gladly  follow. 


As  in  previous  years,  there  were  several  balls  taking 
place  on  the  island  of  Okinawa.  The  grandest  party  of  all  was 
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the  "All  Hands  Ball",  which  allowed  every  Marine,  regardless  of 
rank,  to  share  the  Marine  Corps  birthday  together.  As  the  day 
approached,  excitement  and  anticipation  grew,  especially  for 
Midori  Sasaki. 

It  was  a  long-standing  tradition  for  the  provost  marshal 
to  purchase  tickets  to  the  ball  for  his  single  female  civilian 
employees.  The  reason  behind  the  tradition  was  so  that  his 
young  Marines  would  have  someone  to  dance  with.  As  more 
and  more  women  found  their  way  into  the  active  Marine  Corps, 
the  custom  seemed  less  necessary.  Nevertheless,  traditions 
have  always  died  hard  in  the  Corps. 


As  the  provost  marshal's  personal  secretary,  Midori  was 
ceremoniously  presented  with  her  ticket  to  the  Ball  a  few  days 
before  the  event.  This  would  be  Midori's  first  Marine  Corps  Ball 
and  she  looked  forward  to  seeing  the  Marines  in  their  fine 
uniforms  and  the  woman  in  their  beautiful  gowns. 


Finally  the  night  of  the  ball  arrived  and  Midori  felt  a  little 
like  Cinderella  as  she  gracefully  made  her  way  through  the 
crystal  doors  of  the  Camp  Butler  Officer's  Club  and  into  the 
main  hall.  The  sight  that  met  her  eyes  reminded  her  of  an  old 
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movie.  There  were  hundreds  of  men,  all  in  their  fancy  dress 
uniforms.  Some  were  older  men,  with  rows  and  rows  of  big 
shiny  medals  against  their  dark  blue  uniforms.  Others  were 
much  younger,  boys  actually.  Their  chests  were  barren,  devoid 
of  the  awards  won  with  age  and  the  brutal  experience  of  war. 

The  women  were  beautiful  in  their  long  gowns.  Midori 
stood  at  the  door  and  watched  them  as  they  sat  at  large,  round 
tables,  which  were  covered  in  white  linen,  and  adorned  with 
crystal  goblets  and  gold-rimmed  china.  She  suddenly  felt  self- 
conscious  clothed  in  her  simple  native  fashion. 


Master  Sergeant  Eric  Pecaro  stood  at  the  bar  in  his  dress 
blues  and  silently  watched  her  tiptoe  uncertainly  into  the  gaily- 
decorated  room.  Eric  stood  in  place,  frozen,  unable  to  move. 
She  was  breathtaking  in  her  traditional  Japanese  Kimono,  its 
soft,  hand-painted  floral  pattern  blending  almost  perfectly  into 
her  warm  complexion.  Her  hair  was  up,  exposing  her  long  neck 
and  perfect  facial  structure.  Her  pale  make-up  made  her  look 
like  a  fragile  porcelain  doll  in  the  window  of  an  antique  store. 
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He  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer  and  started  to  walk 
over,  but  stopped.  A  young  lance  corporal  had  taken  Midori 
by  the  arm  and  walked  her  over  to  a  table  where  several 
young  military  policemen  were  seated. 


Midori  sat  down  and  glanced  across  the  room.  She 
caught  Eric  looking  at  her,  as  she  had  that  first  day  at  the  air 
terminal.  Their  eyes  met  yet  again  and  Midori  saw  something 
in  him  she  had  never  seen  before.  It  was  a  look  she  was  not 
familiar  with,  but  that  caused  the  fine  hairs  on  her  neck  to 
rise  as  if  charged  with  static  electricity. 


Suddenly  every  light  in  the  recesses  of  her  mind  came  on. 
Midori  Sasaki,  who  had  been  desperately  fighting  the  firestorm 
in  her  own  soul,  now  clearly  understood  the  one  that  stoked  that 
fire,  had  been  battling  his  own  raging  desire  for  her.  She  longed 
to  jump  from  her  chair  and  run  across  the  chasm  that  separated 
them.  Midori  was  no  longer  sure  that  she  could  stay  in  this 
room,  grand  as  it  was,  and  not  feel  his  touch  on  her  skin,  his 
warm  breath  on  her  neck.  Instead,  all  she  could  do  was  try  to 
return  his  unspoken  message,  without  anyone  else  knowing. 
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"Eric,  snap  out  of  it.  You're  being  a  little  obvious."  Major 
Sally  Mathis  whispered  in  her  friend's  ear.  She  too  had  seen 
Midori  enter  the  hall  and  had  been  watching  her  friend  closely 
from  her  adjoining  table.  Sally  was  quite  striking  herself  in  the 
female  officer's  version  of  the  dress  blue  uniform.  She  placed  a 
bottle  of  imported  beer  in  front  of  Eric,  laughed  at  his 
embarrassment,  and  asked  him  to  follow  her  to  her  own  table  to 
meet  her  date. 


Air  Force  Captain  Bill  Gerry  was  an  F-16  pilot  from 
Kadena  Air  Base.  He,  along  with  Captain  Neil  Harper,  also  an  F- 
16  pilot,  were  the  obviously  proud  escorts  of  Sally  Mathis  and 
Ann  Rees.  Both  were  in  their  Air  Force  best  dress  uniforms, 
which  sadly  could  not  compete  with  the  sea  of  polished 
Marines  all  around  them. 


After  the  requisite  handshakes  and  introductions,  Eric 
returned  to  his  table  and  his  Marines.  As  Eric  sat  down,  he 
realized  that  in  the  almost  five  months  he  had  been  in  Okinawa, 
this  was  the  first  time  he  had  seen  either  Sally  or  Ann  with  a 
date.  They  both  seem  okay,  for  Zoomies,  Eric  thought  of  their 
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dates.  "Zoomie"  was  a  less  than  complimentary  term  for  an  Air 
Force  member.  The  master  sergeant  hoped  that  the  evening 
would  work  out  for  his  two  friends. 

Suddenly  Eric  heard  a  commotion  His  attention  was 
drawn  to  the  mini  bar  at  the  back  of  the  room  where  Toshiko 
Sawada,  the  CID  secretary,  was  acting  even  more  flamboyantly 
than  usual.  The  sixty-plus  year  old  Japanese  lady  was  standing 
on  clearly  unsteady  feet  and  hurling  insults  at  the  bartender, 
who  was  unsuccessfully  trying  to  explain  to  the  irrational 
woman  that  he  could  not  give  her  a  "Slow  Comfortable  Screw," 
the  popular  American  mixed  cocktail. 


Eric  made  his  way  over  to  the  bar  and  tapped  his 
bellowing  secretary  on  the  shoulder.  "Toshi,  you're  being  a 
little  loud.  How  about  I  buy  you  a  beer?" 

Toshiko  turned  to  face  her  favorite  "Gl".  "Top-San,"  she 
slurred.  "I  was  tlying  to  get  Slow  Comfabul  Sclew!" 

"I  know,  Toshi." 

"On  bitch.  I  want  it  on  bitch!" 
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"Toshi,  I  think  you  mean  'On  the  beach.'  Listen,  the 
bartender  doesn't  have  the  mixings  for  that  drink  here.  Can  I 
buy  you  a  different  drink?" 

"Okay  Top-San,  you  can  buy  me  dlink,  but  not  to  stlong.  I 
don't  want  get  dlunk." 

Eric  took  the  old  woman  by  the  arm  and  sat  her  on  a 
nearby  chair.  He  then  ordered  her  a  virgin  screwdriver  and 
delivered  it.  As  Eric  started  to  return  to  his  own  chair,  she 
grabbed  his  arm. 


"Top-San,  you  go  dance  with  Sasaki-San.  She  a  sleet 

girl!" 


"Okay  Toshi,  maybe  later." 

She  held  his  arm  tighter  and  spoke  louder.  "No  Top-San! 
I  know  she  like  you,  she  like  you  vely,  vely  much!  You  go 
dance!" 


"Okay  Tosh,  I  promise.  Now  drink  your  drink,  okay?" 

Eric  was  still  chuckling  as  he  returned  to  his  table.  After 
he  sat  down,  he  turned  in  his  chair  to  check  on  Toshiko  and 


Page 


347 


Pecaro’s  Year 


was  surprised  to  see  her  gone  from  where  he  had  left  her.  Eric 
looked  around  and  found  the  old  CID  secretary  on  the  dance 
floor  with  an  uncomfortable  looking  second  lieutenant.  He 
laughed  again  and  thought  about  how  much  he  really  loved  that 
crazy  woman. 

In  the  time  that  Eric  had  been  trying  to  take  care  of 
Toshiko,  Terry  Schull  and  his  wife  had  shown  up  and  were 
seated  directly  across  the  table.  Terry  was  already  quite 
inebriated  and  clearly  having  a  wonderful  time.  He  was  talking 
loudly  and  repeatedly  jumping  out  of  his  chair  to  slap  all  his 
former  troops  on  their  backs.  The  CID  Marines  all  enjoyed  the 
company  of  their  previous  chief  investigator  and  obviously  did 
not  mind  his  conduct  one  bit.  Maria  was  trying  to  control  the 
man  significantly  taller  than  she  but  was  clearly  failing  in  her 
task.  In  the  midst  of  all  this  activity,  the  ceremony  started. 


The  attendees  watched  as  Marines  dressed  in  every 
period  uniform  appeared  before  them.  From  the  original 
continental  Marines  of  1775  through  the  Banana  Wars  of 
Central  America,  the  Boxer  Rebellion  in  China,  World  Wars  I 
and  II,  Korea,  Vietnam,  Grenada,  Panama,  and  Desert  Storm,  a 
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Marine  wearing  the  uniform  of  each  battle  marched  solemnly 
before  the  participants.  Each  Marine  stopped  to  tell  the  story  of 
his  conflict  and  then  walked  off  into  the  shadows. 

Midori  Sasaki  sat  and  watched  the  scene  unfold  in  front 
of  her  in  utter  astonishment.  As  the  live  Marine  band  followed 
the  last  of  the  battle  dressed  Marines  off  the  floor  and  Midori 
rose  with  the  others  in  honor  of  the  Marine  Corps  Hymn,  she 
was  amazed  to  see  tears  welling  in  the  eyes  of  so  many  grown 
men.  Some  of  the  older  men,  their  faces  deeply  wrinkled,  their 
sleeves  covered  in  stripes  indicating  decades  of  service,  wept 
openly. 


After  the  ceremony,  a  battle-hardened  colonel  arose  and 
spoke  of  numerous  wars,  and  of  the  combat  Marines  whom 
had  died  in  his  arms.  He  directed  the  attention  of  the  guests 
towards  the  table  setting  left  for  the  Marines  who  had  made  the 
ultimate  sacrifice.  He  then  spoke  to  all  the  young  Marines  who 
had  yet  to  face  dangers  unknown,  and  assured  them  they 
would  indeed  make  the  same  sacrifices.  The  colonel  finished 
his  allotted  time  by  toasting  the  Corps  and  all  the  Marines 
present  and  then  stepped  down  into  the  welcoming  sea  of  blue 
gabardine. 
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The  music  started  and  a  young  corporal  gathered  up  the 
nerve  to  ask  the  beautiful  secretary  to  dance.  As  she  was 
steered  clumsily  around  the  floor,  Midori  Sasaki  found  herself 
looking  over  her  shoulder,  searching  for  the  one  with  the  deep 
blue  eyes. 


Eric  watched  her  dance  and  fought  the  desires  that 
enveloped  him.  He  reminded  himself  he  was  a  married  man  and 
that  he  would  never  want  to  do  anything  to  hurt  his  family.  He 
would  certainly  never  want  to  hurt  this  angel  sent  from  heaven. 
Eric  stood  up  and  started  to  walk  to  the  bar  for  another  drink. 
He  walked  past  the  dance  floor  and  caught  Midori  looking  at 
him  from  behind  her  dance  partner,  her  large,  brown  eyes 
staring  at  him,  looking  through  him,  touching  his  soul. 


Brenda  Pecaro  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  the  air  frigid 
against  her  naked  skin.  She  shivered  a  little  as  she  stared 
down  upon  her  belly,  bloated,  resting  upon  the  top  of  her  legs, 
hiding  the  thick  hair  of  her  vagina  from  view.  She  felt  strangely 


Page 


350 


Pecaro’s  Year 


comfortable,  welcoming  of  the  sticky  sensation  on  the  insides 
of  her  marbled  thighs,  the  dying  remains  of  her  lover's  sperm. 

She  got  up  and  walked  to  the  heating  unit  mounted  under 
the  large  picture  window.  The  fan  was  set  on  "high"  and  was 
blowing  the  heavy  curtains,  causing  them  to  open  slightly.  Still, 
the  wind  emanating  from  the  clamoring  machine  barely  dulled 
the  November  chill  and  Brenda  Pecaro  could  not  shake  the 
bitter  cold  that  seemed  to  come  from  deep  within  her. 


In  truth,  she  desperately  needed  the  tiny  ray  of  sunlight 
that  filtered  through  the  small  crack  in  the  curtains.  Mrs.  Eric 
Pecaro  stared  out  the  window,  empty,  drained.  What  she 
watched  with  such  intensity  confirmed  what  she  had  done.  Her 
gaze  was  locked  on  the  huge  custom-built  Kenworth  tractor 
across  the  parking  lot.  From  this  distance,  she  could  easily 
read  the  air-brushed  lettering  on  the  door  "Burt  Jordan 
Trucking. " 


Brenda  pulled  the  curtains  more  tightly  together  and 
slowly  returned  slowly  to  the  bed.  She  and  Burt  had  spent  most 
of  the  night  in  this  cheap  roadside  motel  and  she  would  have  to 
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wake  him  soon.  Sarah  had  spent  the  night  at  a  sleepover,  but 
would  have  to  be  picked  up  within  the  hour. 

As  Brenda  looked  at  the  man  dozing  beside  her,  she 
realized  that  she  had  a  lot  in  common  with  him.  More  than  she 
ever  had  in  common  with  her  husband  of  eight  years.  Burt  was 
a  working  man  with  a  strong  need  to  stay  in  one  place  and  have 
his  family  around  him.  In  contrast,  Eric  wanted  to  change  the 
world.  He  was  so  driven  by  his  work  that  he  ignored  her.  He 
didn't  need  her.  Worse,  deep  down  inside,  Brenda  had  always 
known  the  truth;  Eric  had  never  been  in  love  with  her. 


Brenda  often  wondered  why  Eric  stayed,  why  he  married 
her  in  the  first  place.  Brenda  was  weak  and  she  knew  it.  She 
needed  a  man  to  take  care  of  her,  even  at  the  cost  of  his  own 
happiness  if  necessary.  Over  the  years,  she  had  benefited 
from  Eric's  sense  of  responsibility  and  deep  down  inside  she 
knew  Eric  had  paid  a  significant  price  for  her  security. 


Burt  was  different.  Burt  told  Brenda  that  he  loved  her  and 
Brenda  genuinely  believed  that  he  did.  This  was  a  new  and 
wonderful  feeling  for  the  thirty-six  year  old  woman.  She  finally 
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knew  a  man  who  couldn't  wait  to  be  with  her,  who  listened  to 
her,  and  who  called  her  every  day,  just  to  express  how  he  felt. 

Besides,  she  thought,  how  do  I  know  that  Eric  isn’t 
screwing  around?  He  is  never  at  the  room  when  I  call.  Hell,  he 
is  probably  in  bed  with  some  little  Japanese  tramp  right  this 
minute. 

Brenda  Pecaro  decided  that  had  to  be  the  case. 
Otherwise,  her  strict  Catholic  upbringing  would  never  have 
allowed  her  to  justify  her  own  behavior.  Brenda  closed  her 
eyes  and  swallowed  hard  to  force  the  guilt  down  deeper  into 
her  belly.  She  then  leaned  over,  kissed  her  lover  on  the  ear 
and  whispered  softly  that  it  was  time  to  get  up. 


"Hey  Top,  can  I  have  this  dance?"  Eric  looked  behind  him 
to  see  who  had  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder.  It  was  Sergeant 
Kelly  Bressette.  She  had  opted  to  wear  the  green  summer 
service  "A"  uniform  to  the  ball  and  she  looked  fabulous.  The 
tight  uniform  tightly  hugged  her  hourglass  figure.  Her  long 
blond  hair  was  pulled  up  into  a  regulation  bun.  Eric  took  his 
subordinate  by  the  hand  and  led  her  to  the  dance  floor  where 
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the  band  was  playing  a  George  Jones  song,  just  right  for  a  slow 
dance. 

"Top,  I  have  been  wanting  to  say  some  things  and  I  guess 
this  is  as  good  a  time  as  any."  Kelly  began,  "First  of  all,  there  is 
not  a  single  Marine  in  CID  who  is  not  really  glad  you  came 
here." 


"Thank  you,  Kelly,"  Eric  said.  Privately  he  thought  of  a 
certain  gunnery  sergeant  that  would  have  been  just  as  happy  if 
he  had  never  shown  up  in  Okinawa. 

As  if  she  had  read  his  mind,  Kelly  added,  "Also,  we  all 
know  the  things  that  Gunny  Quinn  has  done  to  try  and  make 
you  look  bad.  I  hope  you  know  that  nobody  gives  that  son  of  a 
bitch  any  credence  at  all.  He  is  an  egotistical,  power  hungry 
bastard  and  we  all  know  it." 


Eric  had  to  maneuver  his  partner  hard  left  to  avoid  a 
collision  with  an  obviously  drunken  lance  corporal  swinging  his 
date  around  just  a  little  to  aggressively  for  this  particular  song. 
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"Kelly,  don't  you  think  you  might  be  acting  a  little 
unfairly  towards  Gunny  Quinn.  He's  a  good  investigator  and 
most  of  the  investigators  seem  to  like  him." 

"Bullshit  Top!"  Kelly  was  obviously  feeling  the  effects 
of  the  half  dozen  Margaritas  she  had  consumed.  "Top,  he 
came  barreling  in  here  like  he  was  'all  for  the  troops'  and 
'doing  the  right  thing',  and  all  that  bullshit.  The  only  'troop' 
that  Gunny  Quinn  is  for,  is  Gunny  Quinn  himself.  He's  a  lying, 
self-centered  asshole,  and  damn,  you  don't  know  half  the  shit 
he's  done." 


Eric  knew  that  a  statement  like  that  was  generally  an 
open  invitation.  Eric  pulled  back  a  little  and  looked  down 
into  the  emerald  green  eyes  of  his  young  apprentice.  "Why 
don't  you  fill  me  in  Kelly?" 


Kelly  froze.  She  immediately  realized  that  she  had  said 
too  much.  This  was  not  the  time  or  the  place  to  share  the 
things  she  wanted  to  say  and  she  scrambled  for  a  way  to 
recover. 
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"Top,  I'm  sorry.  I  shouldn't  have  spouted  off."  Her  head 
suddenly  hurt. 

Eric  walked  Kelly  over  to  his  table,  sat  down  next  to  her, 
and  handed  her  a  glass  of  ice  water.  "Kelly,  I  am  the  one  who  is 
sorry.  I  shouldn't  have  pushed  you.  This  is  the  Marine  Corps 
Ball  and  we  are  supposed  to  be  having  a  good  time.  If  you  don't 
want  to  talk  about  it,  I  won't  ask." 


Kelly  was  relieved.  "I  swear  to  God  Top,  you're  the  best. 
I'm  sorry  if  I  came  off  like  a  jerk." 

"Kelly,  you  are  definitely  not  a  "jerk."  However,  there  is 
one  thing  I  want  you  to  know." 

"What's  that  Top?" 

"This  is  now  the  second  time  I've  let  you  off  the 
hook.  Next  time,  you  must  talk  to  me,  promise?" 

Kelly  knew  that  her  chief  investigator  was  alluding  to  the 
morning  of  the  McCarren  apprehension,  when  she  asked  to  be 
teamed  up  with  someone  other  than  Gunny  Quinn.  She  had 
promised  then  that  she  would  tell  him  why  and  she  never  did. 
Kelly  took  a  sip  from  the  ice  water  her  boss  had  just  given  her, 
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placed  the  glass  back  on  the  table,  and  held  her  hands  together 
tightly  to  keep  them  from  shaking. 

"Top  Pecaro,  I  promise  that  when  the  time  is  right,  I  will 
tell  you  more.  You  have  been  very  patient.  Thanks  for  being  a 
really  good  boss."  Kelly  rose  from  her  chair  before  Eric  could 
reply  and  ran  back  to  her  table,  where  several  of  her  friends 
immediately  started  teasing  her  for  slow  dancing  with  the  Top. 


Eric  took  a  sip  from  his  beer;  it  tasted  flat.  He  walked  over 
to  the  bar  and  ordered  a  Jack  Daniels.  As  he  waited  for  the  glass 
to  be  slid  across  the  bar,  he  thought  hard  about  his 
conversation  with  Kelly  Bressette.  Eric  contemplated  his 
decision  not  to  push  her  for  details.  Experience  had  taught  him 
that  when  somebody  was  going  through  the  conflict  that  Kelly 
was  obviously  experiencing,  that  any  attempt  to  get  them  to  talk 
before  they  were  ready,  typically  just  ended  up  in  resentment. 


He  was  nevertheless,  concerned.  There  were  issues  with 
Theodore  Quinn  that  deeply  troubled  him  and  Eric  was 
frustrated.  It  seemed  that  everybody  knew  Quinn's  secrets,  but 
him.  Worse,  there  was  something  about  Quinn,  something 
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deep  inside  that  frightened  Eric.  Something  was  just  plain 
wrong  with  that  pudgy,  balding,  self  described  evangelistic 
preacher  and  one  way  or  another,  Eric  Pecaro  was  going  to 
figure  it  out. 


On  this  night,  the  doors  of  the  Church  of  the  Healing 
Power  of  Christ  would  be  open  very  late.  The  Reverend  Quinn 
busily  prepared  his  volunteers  to  minister  to  the  drunken 
Marines  and  sailors  who  would  be  wandering  in  from  the 
Kinville  bars  and  clubs. 


The  volunteers  were  quite  aware  that  for  many,  the  Marine 
Corps  Ball  was  just  the  beginning  of  a  long  night  of  drinking. 
For  some,  the  evening  would  end  in  an  alley,  their  dress 
uniforms  torn  and  soiled  with  dirt,  and  urine,  and  vomit.  It  was 
for  the  salvation  of  these  wretched  souls  that  the  members  of 
this  mission  toiled  in  hasty  preparation. 


The  Reverend  Quinn  crossed  the  sanctuary.  He  was 
carrying  water  in  an  old  bucket  to  fill  the  three  large  coffee  urns 
on  a  folding  metal  table  against  the  far  wall.  He  peered  into  the 
first  urn  and  grimaced  as  he  scraped  a  little  of  the  slimy  brown 
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film  off  the  inside  surface  with  his  fingernail.  He  then  filled  the 
urn  to  capacity  and  handed  the  bucket  to  one  of  his  flock  to 
refill  from  the  tap  in  the  men's  room.  As  he  gave  the  dented 
bucket  to  his  follower,  he  glanced  at  the  "Live  Fast  &  Die"  tattoo 
on  the  man's  lower  arm. 

Theodore  Quinn  despised  the  inherent  weakness  of  this 
man.  He  hated  the  weakness  of  all  those  who  abandoned  the 
good  book  and  looked  to  the  world  for  fulfillment.  They  should 
have  been  looking  toward  spiritually  inspired  men,  like  him,  to 
lead  them  in  the  ways  of  Christ. 


Quinn  was  angry,  for  tonight  even  the  Marines  who 
worked  for  him  would  be  at  the  ball,  encouraged  by  tradition  to 
drink  to  excess  in  that  pit  of  iniquity.  Undoubtedly,  more  than  a 
few  would  end  up  back  at  their  barracks  rooms,  fornicating  with 
some  equally  intoxicated  member  of  the  opposite  sex.  They 
would  be  doing  this  out  of  nothing  more  than  lust  and  wanton 
desire  and  this  absolutely  disgusted  the  Reverend  Quinn. 


Quinn  did  not  dismiss  the  fact  that  he  too  had  engaged  in 
sexual  relations  outside  of  his  marriage.  Nevertheless,  he  knew 
that  his  situation  was  quite  different.  Quinn  was  a 
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counselor,  a  mentor,  in  some  ways,  a  savior.  He  took  used, 
hurt,  broken  women  and  made  them  whole  again,  most 
assuredly  with  God's  blessing  and  approval. 

Over  the  years,  Theodore  Quinn  had  developed  what  he 
knew  was  nothing  less  than  a  divinely  given  ability  to  identify 
the  abused  and  victimized.  Quinn  knew  that  working  with  these 
women  was  the  most  important  of  his  ministries.  God  had  led 
him  to  provide  them  with  love,  both  spiritual  and  physical,  and 
it  was  indeed  his  mission  to  make  them  whole  again. 


There  was  that  time  when  his  wife  Esther  had  discovered 
him  with  one  of  the  weak  and  broken  women  from  his 
congregation.  Esther  had  gone  to  minister  in  an  old  age  home 
for  the  day  and  returned  to  discover  them  in  her  bed. 


Anger  had  closed  Esther's  heart  and  she  refused  to 
understand  the  true  reason  for  what  happened  and  in  her  fury 
she  had  threatened  to  expose  him  to  his  congregation.  She 
ultimately  accepted  what  she  had  seen  but  promised  to  report 
him  to  the  church  if  it  ever  happened  again. 
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That  was  part  of  the  reason  this  assignment  to  Okinawa 
had  turned  out  to  be  such  a  blessing.  It  enabled  him  to  do  his 
work  without  threat  or  interference.  God  had  truly  led  Theodore 
Quinn  to  this  place  and  Quinn  was  thankful  for  this  opportunity 
to  serve  the  Lord. 


Quinn's  thoughts  turned  toward  Sister  Maria.  She  had 
been  in  terrible  condition  when  she  came  to  him.  She  had  been 
a  whore,  a  common  street  prostitute.  She  had  been  less  than  a 
person,  not  worthy  of  God's  love.  Even  as  a  married  woman, 
she  had  been  unable  to  shed  the  curse  that  had  been  placed 
upon  her  by  Satan  himself.  Her  sinful  behavior  was  still 
unchanged. 


Quinn  was  secure  in  his  knowledge  that  the  most  blessed 
day  of  Sister  Maria's  life  was  the  day  she  had  met  him.  God  had 
truly  given  Theodore  Quinn  a  great  mission  that  day,  and  he 
had  no  doubt  that  he  was  up  to  the  task.  Quinn  knew  he  had  to 
work  with  his  new  disciple,  to  show  her  how  the  Lord  could 
work  through  him  to  heal  her.  It  was  purely  for  this  reason  that 
he  had  continued  to  be  with  her.  Quinn  also  knew 
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that  woman  was  still  broken,  still  needed  his  loving  touch. 
God  had  indeed  sent  him  to  show  her  the  way. 


Eric  Pecaro  sat  at  his  table  and  looked  around  the  room. 

He  knew  many  of  the  Marines  there.  At  the  head  table,  he  saw 
Colonel  Kawalski  seated  next  to  his  wife,  whom  Eric  recognized 
from  the  photo  on  Kawalski's  desk.  She  looked  a  little  older  in 
person  than  she  did  in  the  photo,  tired,  but  still  pleasant  looking. 
Most  of  the  MP  Officers  were  there,  as  were  many  of  the  senior 
Marines  from  the  base.  Even  the  Commanding  General  made  it  to 
the  ball.  His  Aide-de-camp,  a  nervous  first  lieutenant,  was  darting 
back  and  forth,  seeing  to  the  General's  every  comfort. 


God,  what  a  shitty  job,  Eric  thought.  He  was  glad  he 
never  seriously  considered  being  an  officer. 

Sitting  at  a  table  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  Eric  could  see 
the  MP  who  had  picked  him  up  from  the  barracks  that  first  day. 
He  searched  his  memory  for  her  name.  Lance  Corporal 
Hashimoto?  I  think  that's  right. 
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Eric  observed  that  she  was  now  a  corporal  and  was 
holding  hands  with  a  male  Marine,  also  a  corporal.  Although 
holding  hands  in  uniform  was  a  definite  "no-no"  for  a  Marine, 
Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  pretty  sure  that  on  the  night  of  the 
Marine  Corps  birthday,  nothing  would  be  said.  Funny,  he 
thought.  Kawalski  accused  her  of  being  a  dyke.  Well,  from  what 
I  see,  looks  like  the  old  man  was  wrong  again. 


Sally  Mathis  and  Ann  Rees  appeared  to  be  having  a  great 
time  with  their  dates.  They  were  dancing  virtually  every  dance 
with  their  Air  Force  suitors  and  although  Eric  could  not  make 
out  the  details  of  their  conversation,  the  almost  non-stop 
laughter  clearly  signified  that  they  were  sure  to  have  a 
memorable  night. 


Eric  finished  the  last  of  his  beer,  leaned  back  in  his  chair, 
and  watched  Terry  dance  with  his  wife  of  over  twenty  years.  He 
smiled  as  he  watched  his  old  friend  holding  Maria  tightly  as 
they  danced  across  the  floor.  Terry  Schull  was  a  man  in  love. 
Most  importantly,  Terry  and  Maria  were  still  together  even  after 
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all  they  had  been  through.  Eric  raised  his  drink  to  his  friend  in  a 
quiet  toast.  I  guess  love  really  does  win  out  in  the  end . 

Mostly,  Eric  watched  Midori.  In  fact,  he  could  not  take  his 
eyes  off  her.  He  felt  guilty,  like  some  kind  of  twisted  voyeur, 
yet  he  continued  to  keep  vigil.  He  watched  her  every  move.  He 
observed  the  grace  of  her  movements  as  she  walked  across 
the  great  hall.  He  watched  her  as  she  danced  with  the 
contingent  of  young  men  as  each  respectfully  waited  his  turn 
for  the  opportunity  to  take  the  stunning  woman  out  to  the 
dance  floor. 


Like  a  guard  dog  straining  against  his  chain,  Eric  watched 
to  make  sure  that  no  one  dared  touch  her  inappropriately.  For  if 
they  had,  they  would  have  had  instantaneously  suffered  the 
most  ferocious  of  consequences.  Something  deep  inside  of  Eric 
made  him  want  to  look  after  her,  need  to  look  after  her,  as  if 
personally  appointed  by  some  power  greater  than  he  to  protect 
this  beautiful,  fragile  waif  from  every  possible  danger.  Eric 
Pecaro  had  never  in  his  life  felt  this  miserable. 
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Midori  Sasaki  was  having  a  most  enjoyable  time.  She  had 
seen  a  stirring  ceremony,  the  likes  of  which  she  had  never 
imagined.  She  had  a  wonderful  feast  of  many  courses,  much 
more  food  than  she  could  ever  consume  in  a  single  sitting,  and 
she  had  danced  the  night  away  with  a  score  of  handsome 
young  Marines,  each  one  looking  quite  dapper  in  his  high 
neck,  dress  blue  uniform. 


Yet,  she  knew  that  something  was  surely  missing  for 
throughout  the  long  evening,  she  had  watched  the  handsome 
man  with  his  dark  hair  and  deep  blue  eyes.  She  also  knew  that 
he  had  been  watching  her,  more  like  watching  over  her.  He 
made  her  feel  safe,  even  from  across  the  room. 


Midori  was  starting  to  understand  her  desperate  need  to 
touch  him,  to  be  close  to  him.  She  wanted  this  man  with  the 
deep  blue  eyes  more  than  she  ever  thought  she  could  want 
anything.  Still,  she  knew  that  she  couldn't,  he  couldn't. 
Resigned  to  that  grim  reality,  Midori  Sasaki  sat  and  quietly 
toyed  with  the  wineglass  in  front  of  her.  She  was  still  playing 
with  the  glass  when  the  hand  of  yet  another  suitor  reached  out 
in  silent  request  to  take  her  to  the  dance  floor.  She  gently 
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sighed,  placed  her  hand  in  his,  and  rose  to  look  up  into  the  face 
of  Eric  Pecaro. 

The  world  went  silent  as  Eric  led  Midori  to  the  dance 
floor.  The  music  no  longer  played;  nobody  else  seemed  to 
move.  Her  eyes  were  locked  into  his  as  he  started  to  move  her 
around  the  room. 


Midori's  heart  was  filled  with  fear  and  need,  desire  and 
trepidation,  but  she  never  looked  away  from  the  man  she  had 
dreamed  of  every  single  night  since  they  had  met.  Within 
seconds,  Midori  was  so  lost  in  the  raging  blue  ocean  of  his 
eyes  that  not  a  hundred  thousand  search  vessels  would  ever 
find  her.  Not  that  she  would  ever  want  to  be  found,  for  if  she 
drowned  right  now,  tonight,  she  would  welcome  the  burning  of 
his  waters  as  it  flooded  her  body,  taking  her  life  from  her. 


For  Eric,  this  was  a  night  of  discovery.  For  the  first  time  in 
the  thirty-eight  years  of  his  time  on  this  planet,  he  knew  what  it 
was  like  to  be  in  love  with  another  human  being.  There  was  a 
fire  raging  inside  as  he  felt  each  of  the  billions  and  billions  of 
cells  in  his  body  reaching  out  to  be  inside  of  hers.  Eric  reeled 
with  uncontrollable  desire  as  he  struggled  to  maintain  control. 
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Like  the  ravishing  woman  in  his  arms,  Eric  found  that  he  was 
incapable  of  looking  anywhere  else  but  into  her  large 
almond  eyes. 

They  danced  every  dance.  Eric  allowed  no  other  man  to 
get  close  to  her  and  she  had  no  desire  to  be  held  by  anyone 
else.  In  time,  they  looked  around  the  room  and  discovered  it  to 
be  virtually  empty.  The  party  was  over;  the  band  was  breaking 
down  their  gear,  and  just  about  everybody  had  gone  home. 
Sadly,  Eric  understood  that  he  and  his  angel  had  to  leave  this 
magical  place,  the  place  in  time  that  allowed  him  to  finally 
touch  her. 


There  was  a  cool  breeze  blowing  off  the  ocean  as  Eric 
walked  Midori  to  the  balcony  overlooking  the  Pacific  Ocean. 
She  shivered  in  the  brisk  air.  Eric,  who  had  been  standing 
behind,  saw  this  and  put  his  arms  around  her.  Midori  put  her 
arms  over  his  and  leaned  back  into  him. 


As  they  stood  and  listened  to  the  ocean  crashing  below, 
Eric  decided  that  he  had  to  say  something,  he  just  didn't  know 
exactly  what.  All  he  knew  for  sure  was  that  he  didn't  want  the 
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night  to  end  just  yet.  Eric  started  to  speak  and  Midori  turned 
around  to  face  him.  She  put  her  finger  to  his  lips  and  with  her 
other  hand,  brought  his  face  down  to  hers.  She  then  kissed 
him  with  a  ferociousness  that  scared  her.  The  fires  inside  of 
each  of  them  blazed  out  of  control  as  they  held  each  other 
tightly  and  allowed  their  tongues  to  freely  explore. 

This  had  been  the  kiss  that  Midori  had  wanted  forever. 
Every  part  of  her  body  was  alive  and  she  knew  without  doubt 
where  she  wanted  this  to  go.  Still,  she  knew  she  couldn't,  for 
Eric  belonged  to  another.  It  took  some  time  for  Midori  to  gather 
her  self-control.  Finally,  she  raised  her  delicate  hand  against 
the  dark  blue  uniform  coat  and  gently  pushed  away  the  only 
man  she  had  ever  truly  loved.  Eric  looked  at  her  in  confusion. 


"I  must  go  home,"  she  spoke  barely  above  a  whisper; 
"Please  take  me  to  my  car." 

Eric  unhappily  took  Midori  by  the  hand  and  walked  her 
out  to  the  parking  lot.  Neither  spoke  as  Midori  put  the  key  into 
the  lock  and  opened  the  door.  She  reached  out  and  gently 
touched  his  face,  then  got  into  her  car  and  drove  off. 
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As  Midori  pulled  out  of  the  parking  lot  and  into  the  street, 
she  noticed  something  in  her  right  hand.  It  was  a  large  gold 
button  with  an  eagle  emblazoned  on  it.  It  must  have  come  off 
his  coat.  Midori  raised  it  to  her  lips  for  a  moment  and  then  put 
it  in  her  purse.  She  then  looked  up  in  her  rearview  mirror  at  the 
man  still  standing  in  the  parking  lot  of  the  darkened  officer's 
club  and  made  no  effort  to  dry  the  tears  flowing  freely  down 
her  face. 


It  had  been  a  busy  night  for  the  volunteers  from  the 
Church  of  the  Healing  Power  of  Christ.  It  was  after  3:00  a.m. 

The  All  Hands  Ball  at  Camp  Butler  was  over  and  their  sanctuary 
was  already  filling  with  drunken  servicemen.  Most  were  holding 
onto  to  anything  they  could  in  their  vain  attempts  to  stop  the 
world  from  spinning. 


The  Reverend  Quinn  was  busily  serving  coffee  and 
reassuring  all  the  sinners  that  God  would  make  sure  they 
survived  the  night,  when  he  was  approached  by  two  of  his  flock. 
They  begged  him  to  follow,  for  it  was  an  emergency.  Quinn 
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agreed  and  went  with  his  parishioners  to  a  narrow  grassy  hill 
just  outside  the  Camp  Hansen  gate.  On  that  spot,  he  saw  what 
his  people  had  and  immediately  understood  why  they  had 
bought  him  there. 

In  the  grass,  there  was  a  young  woman.  She  was  a  thin 
Caucasian  female,  no  more  than  twenty-one  or  twenty-two 
years  of  age.  She  was  lying  on  her  back,  completely  passed 
out.  Quinn  could  smell  the  alcohol  from  five  feet  away.  The 
woman's  tee  shirt  and  bra  were  pulled  up  over  her  breasts  and 
her  jeans  and  panties  were  pulled  completely  off  and  were  lying 
in  the  grass  beside  her.  She  was  fully  exposed. 


Gunnery  Sergeant  Ted  Quinn  the  criminal  investigator, 
would  have  immediately  secured  the  suspected  crime  scene 
and  called  the  military  police  for  assistance.  Instead  the 
Reverend  Theodore  Quinn,  assisted  his  parishioners  in 
dressing  the  unfortunate  woman  and  the  three  of  them  carried 
her  several  blocks,  back  to  the  church. 


There,  the  Reverend  Quinn  instructed  that  the  woman  be 
carried  into  his  office.  She  was  laid  out  on  his  sofa  and  several 
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members  of  the  congregation  immediately  proceeded  to  try  to 
get  her  to  wake  up.  It  took  nearly  thirty  minutes  of  effort  before 
she  came  to.  When  she  did,  the  first  person  she  saw  was  the 
very  concerned  reverend  looking  down  on  her. 

"There  there,  my  child.  It  is  okay;  you  are  among  friends. 
You  are  with  God's  people." 

"Shit!  You  mean  I'm  dead?" 

Quinn  chuckled,  "Pretty  near,  but  no.  Thank  God,  you  are 
still  among  the  living." 

"Where  am  I?"  The  woman  got  up  on  one  elbow  and 
started  to  look  around. 

"You  are  in  my  sanctuary.  I  am  the  minister  of  a  loving 
church  and  these  are  my  people."  Quinn  waved  his  hand  past 
the  others  kneeling  at  the  side  of  the  sofa. 

The  woman  shook  her  head  and  looked  hard  at  Quinn. 
"Hey,  I  know  you."  She  was  starting  to  see  more  clearly. 
"You're  that  gunny,  that  CID  guy  who  has  a  church."  The 
woman  went  on,  "I'm  Corporal  Morris.  I  work  at  the  Camp 
Butler  PMO."  She  looked  around  again.  "How  the  hell  did  I  get 
here?" 
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"You  don't  remember  how  you  got  here?" 

"Fuck  no,  'Guns.'  I  was  out  drinking  with  some  guys  I 
work  with.  The  next  thing  I  know,  I'm  here." 

"You  want  a  cup  of  coffee,  Corporal  Morris?" 

"Yeah  Guns,  I  think  I  probably  need  it." 

After  forty-five  minutes  and  several  cups  of  coffee,  Shirley 
Morris  was  sober  enough  to  talk  and  Quinn  decided  it  was  time 
for  her  to  know  the  exact  state  in  which  she  was  found.  Morris 
stared  at  the  part-time  preacher  in  disbelief  as  he  described  the 
condition  in  which  she  was  discovered.  Then,  as  it  finally  sunk 
in,  she  hid  her  face  behind  her  hands  and  whispered,  "Not  again, 
I  promised  myself  that  would  never  happen  again." 


Eric  Pecaro  laid  in  his  bed,  in  the  dark.  Sleep  would  not 
come  easily  this  night.  There  were  a  thousand  questions  in  his 
mind  and  not  a  single  answer.  He  did  know  that  he  was 
desperately  in  love  with  Midori  Sasaki.  There  was  no  doubt. 
Still,  he  was  not  stupid.  Eric  knew  that  he  had  a  beautiful 
daughter  and  a  wife  who  loved  him  and  needed  him.  He  was 


Page 


372 


Pecaro’s  Year 


first  and  foremost  responsible  to  them.  He  thought  about 
leaving  them  and  decided  that  he  could  never  do  that.  After  all, 
for  all  of  Brenda's  problems,  she  had  never  done  anything  to 
betray  him.  Eric  Pecaro  had  always  tried  to  live  his  life 
honorably.  Not  to  do  so,  would  have  been  impossible. 

Eric  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  0400  in  Okinawa,  which 
would  make  it  about  1500  hours  the  day  before  in  Virginia.  He 
decided  to  give  Brenda  a  call.  Suddenly,  for  some  reason  he 
could  not  explain,  he  desired  to  hear  her  voice.  Eric  dialed  the 
phone  and  after  waiting  the  usual  time  for  all  the  connections  to 
be  made,  listened  as  the  phone  on  the  other  end  started  to  ring. 


Brenda  Pecaro  was  sitting  at  her  kitchen  table  and  Sarah 
was  in  the  living  room  playing  a  video  game  when  the  phone 
rang.  Brenda  started  to  pick  up  the  receiver  and  then  stopped 
herself.  She  knew  it  wasn't  Burt.  He  was  back  on  the  road, 
probably  somewhere  in  South  Carolina  by  now  and  her  mother 
never  called  this  time  of  day.  Something  told  Brenda  that  it  was 
Eric  on  the  other  end  of  the  phone  and  she  just  could  not  deal 
with  talking  to  him  right  now.  She  let  it  ring. 
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Sarah  walked  into  the  room  and  asked,  "Mommy,  aren't 
you  going  to  answer  the  telephone?" 

"No  Honey,  it's  okay,  I  think  they  have  the  wrong 
number." 

Sarah  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  trotted  back  into  the 
living  room. 

Brenda  stared  at  the  phone  until  it  stopped  ringing.  She 
had  disconnected  the  answering  machine  a  few  weeks  back 
when  Sarah  had  overheard  a  message  from  Burt  and  asked 
whom  that  man  was.  As  Brenda  sat  and  slowly  stirred  her 
coffee,  she  wondered  when,  and  how,  and  if,  she  would  tell  her 
husband. 


Eric  let  the  phone  ring  for  several  minutes  before  he  hung 
up.  He  wondered  where  his  wife  and  child  were.  He  spoke  out 
loud  to  his  empty  barracks  room.  "For  a  woman  who  never  likes 
to  leave  the  house,  she  sure  has  been  gone  a  lot."  He  also 
wondered  why  the  answering  machine  had  not  picked  up  the 
call,  but  finally  decided  that  it  was  probably  malfunctioning. 

Eric  tried  to  clear  his  head  of  everything  that  had 
happened  and  turned  his  thoughts  to  the  up-coming  week. 
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After  the  Monday  morning  brief,  I've  got  to  take  Terry  to  the 
airport.  Then  I  need  to  drop  my  blues  off  at  the  tailor  to  have 
that  button  replaced. 

Eric  remembered  how  it  appeared  as  if  the  button  had 
been  ripped  from  the  jacket.  He  then  closed  his  eyes  and 
recalled  that  as  he  hung  the  jacket  up,  he  could  still  smell  her 
perfume  all  over  it.  He  tried  to  fight  the  urge,  but  ultimately 
could  not  stop  himself.  Eric  rose  out  of  bed,  and  shuffled 
through  the  dark  to  his  open  closet  door.  He  then  reached  in, 
pulled  his  heavy  uniform  jacket  off  the  hanger,  and  held  it 
close  to  his  face  as  he  slid  slowly  to  the  floor. 


As  he  sat  alone  in  the  dark,  Eric  did  not  know  that  a  few 
miles  away,  in  a  small  house,  on  a  tiny  street,  a  very  beautiful 
Japanese  secretary  lay  in  her  own  darkened  room,  staring  at  a 
small  pewter  plate  on  top  of  her  night  table.  In  the  center  of  the 
plate,  was  a  single  gold  button. 
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CHAPTER  6~"KI-TA-KU"  (THE  VISIT) 


Eric  Pecaro  awoke  and  looked  at  his  clock.  It  was  just 
after  0600  and  the  phone  was  ringing.  He  had  slept  barely  an 
hour.  The  memories  of  the  night  before  still  danced  in  his  mind. 
It's  gotta  be  Brenda,  he  thought  as  he  picked  up  the  receiver. 

"Master  Sergeant  Pecaro?" 

"Yes,  who's  this?" 

"Top,  my  name  is  Lieutenant  Colonel  Bill  Mason.  I  am  the 
Chief  Prosecutor  at  Marine  Corps  Base,  Quantico." 

Eric's  eyes  snapped  open.  "Yes  sir,  which  case  will  I  be 
needed  to  testify  on?" 

Mason  was  instantly  impressed.  It  was  the  middle  of  the 
night  in  Okinawa  and  this  sleepy  master  sergeant  instinctively 
knew  what  the  call  was  about. 

"Top,  do  you  remember  Petty  Officer  Ray  Williams?" 
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"Williams?"  Eric  cleared  the  dust  from  his  memory.  The 
name  was  familiar. 

Mason  broke  the  silence.  "Let  me  help  you  Top.  It  was  a 
rape  case." 

The  light  went  on  in  Pecaro's  head.  "Yes  Sir,  I  remember. 
Wasn't  the  victim  something  like  twelve  years  old?" 

"Thirteen,  Top.  You  should  recall  this  case.  The  publicity 
made  you  famous." 

Eric  was  starting  to  remember.  A  thirty-two  year  old  Navy 
petty  officer  had  raped  a  thirteen-year-old  girl.  Of  course,  the 
case  had  made  the  newspapers  and  there  had  been  significant 
backlash  from  the  community.  The  only  "good  news"  was  that 
for  once,  the  perpetrator  had  not  been  a  Marine. 


Eric  grimaced,  "Sir,  the  Public  Affairs  office  sent  that 
reporter  over.  She  took  everything  I  said  out  of  context." 

Mason  laughed,  "Well  Top,  I  heard  that  you  looked  real 
pretty  on  the  TV." 
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Eric's  mind  was  racing.  He  was  remembering  more.  "Sir, 
isn't  this  case  over  six  months  old?  I  thought  it  would  have 
gone  to  trial,  or  plead  out,  or  something  by  now." 

Mason's  voice  soured.  "We  had  a  plea  agreement,  Top.  It 
was  all  signed  and  we  had  forty-eight  hours  to  deliver  it  to  the 
judge.  Then,  the  fucking  accused  changed  his  mind  and 
demanded  a  trial.  That  means  that  we  have  just  two  days  to 
finish  preparations  and  present  the  case." 


Eric  empathized  with  the  prosecutor.  Mason  was  facing 
an  almost  impossible  task.  "Colonel,  is  there  any  chance  of  a 
continuance?" 

The  line  was  quiet  for  a  moment.  "Negative  Top,  now  pack 
your  sea  bag,  we  require  your  presence  here.  I'm  sorry  for  the 
short  notice,  but  you  have  just  forty-eight  hours  to  get  on  the 
ground." 


Eric  hung  up  the  phone,  sat  up  in  bed,  and  forced  himself 
to  try  and  remember  the  details.  He  rolled  out  of  bed,  and  as  he 
slowly  scooped  coffee  into  a  white  paper  filter,  he  started  to 
recall  more  of  the  case. 
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It  had  taken  over  four  hours  to  extract  the  confession 
from  the  suspect.  Needless  to  say,  that  issue  would  surely  be 
raised  by  the  defense.  Then  again,  the  prosecutor  had  said  that 
this  was  the  suspect's  court  martial,  not  his  Article  32,  the 
hearing  during  which  arguments  to  exclude  items  of  evidence 
were  made. 


Eric  realized  the  Article  32  must  have  already  occurred 
and  obviously  the  defense  had  been  unable  to  suppress  the 
confession.  Of  course,  that  would  only  serve  to  intensify  the 
attack  Eric  knew  he  would  have  to  endure  on  the  witness  stand. 
He  was  well  aware  that  in  cases  where  confessions  are 
obtained,  the  defense  has  to  either  call  into  question  the  mental 
state  of  his  client  during  the  interrogation,  or  attack  the 
credibility  of  the  interrogator.  This  would  not  be  the  first  time 
that  Eric  would  be  a  target. 


The  really  bad  news  was  that  he  had  just  two  days  to  ready 
himself  to  be  assaulted.  Of  course,  the  fact  that  he  had  not  slept 
in  over  twenty-four  hours  and  would  be  first  boarding  a 
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series  of  aircraft  to  get  to  Quantico,  would  also  work  against 
him. 

Eric  set  his  coffee  down  and  started  making  a  series  of 
telephone  calls.  The  first  was  to  the  provost  marshal;  the  final 
call  would  be  to  his  old  friend. 


Terry  was  working  in  his  garden  when  he  got  the  call  from 
Eric.  He  was  disappointed  that  he  would  not  have  a  chance  get 
a  ride  from  his  old  buddy,  before  leaving  Okinawa  for  what 
would  probably  be  several  months.  Maria  had  already  left  for 
church,  so  Terry  did  not  have  a  chance  to  let  her  know  that  she 
was  going  to  have  to  taxi  him  to  the  airport  on  Monday 
morning,  after  all. 


Terry  brushed  the  last  of  the  soil  from  his  gloves  and 
walked  into  his  quarters.  He  took  off  his  shoes  at  the  door, 
Japanese  style,  and  walked  into  the  kitchen.  He  removed  a 
beer  from  the  refrigerator,  opened  the  can,  and  sat  down  on  a 
hard  wood  dinette  chair.  Maria  never  let  him  on  the  living  room 
furniture  when  he  had  his  gardening  clothes  on. 
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Terry  was  almost  giddy  at  the  opportunity  to  be  the  Top 
Cop  at  Camp  Fuji.  The  detachment  there  was  only  about  thirty 
military  police  personnel,  but  that  was  okay,  it  was  still  a 
"command." 


He  would  miss  Maria.  In  truth,  Terry  had  started  to  tire  of 
the  long  deployments  that  took  him  away  from  the  woman  he 
loved  and  after  twenty  years  of  marriage,  he  had  finally  started 
to  understand  the  loneliness  Maria  must  have  felt  when  he  was 
away.  Terry  decided  that  this  would  be  his  last  deployment 
away  from  his  wife.  He  would  retire  before  he  would  ever  let  the 
Marine  Corps  separate  him  from  his  Maria  again. 


Terry  looked  over  at  the  "Cover-Girl"  style  professional 
photograph  of  Maria  that  sat  on  the  hutch  in  the  dinette.  At 
forty-three  years  of  age,  she  was  still  absolutely  stunning.  Her 
long  black  hair  hung  to  her  waist.  Her  perfect  complexion  still 
glowed  and  she  had  added  virtually  no  weight  to  her  tiny  frame 
in  the  two  decades  they  had  been  together.  He  considered 
himself  lucky  that  even  after  twenty  years,  he  still  got  turned  on 
every  time  Maria  undressed  in  front  of  him. 
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The  only  aircraft  out  of  Naha,  Okinawa  early  Sunday 
morning,  was  an  Asiana  flight  that  took  Eric  through  Seoul, 
Korea,  and  into  Los  Angeles.  Once  in  LA,  he  would  catch  a 
domestic  L-1011  to  Dulles.  As  Eric's  flight  from  Seoul  lifted  off, 
he  decided  that  the  virtually  new  Boeing  747  he  was  on  was  a 
hell  of  a  lot  more  comfortable  than  the  C-141  in  which  he  had 
flown  to  Okinawa.  Better  yet,  when  the  young  passenger 
service  representative  in  Seoul  saw  that  Eric  was  a  senior 
Marine  NCO,  on  official  orders,  she  issued  him  a  courtesy 
upgrade  to  first  class. 


Eric  knew  that  a  South  Korean  conglomerate  owned 
Asiana  Airlines  and  that  South  Korean  big  business  still 
harbored  a  deep  appreciation  for  the  presence  of  American 
troops  on  their  soil.  After  forty  years  of  armistice,  their  greatest 
fear  remained  an  armed  invasion  from  the  north,  which  they 
knew,  would  be  extraordinarily  bad  for  business. 


As  Eric  stretched  out  on  the  overstuffed  first  class  seat, 
he  looked  around  the  cabin  at  the  young  Korean  stewardesses 
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who  dutifully  attended  to  the  every  need  of  the  first  class 
passengers.  Like  most  Asian  countries,  South  Korea  did  not 
have  the  same  age  discrimination  laws  as  the  United  States. 
Therefore,  there  was  not  a  flight  attendant  on  the  aircraft  that 
was  older  than  twenty-five  and  most  were  clearly  under 
twenty.  Not  that  the  age  of  the  attendants  particularly  mattered 
to  Eric,  but  he  decided  they  were  sure  nice  to  look  at.  In  fact, 
there  was  one  who  looked  a  lot  like  Midori. 

Eric  then  realized  for  the  next  nine  hours,  he  would  be 
looking  at  somebody  who  bore  a  striking  resemblance  the 
beautiful  woman  whom  he  would  never  ever  have.  He  closed  his 
eyes  and  tried  to  sleep.  Unfortunately,  every  few  minutes  he  felt 
the  pretty  Asian  stewardess  brush  past  him  and  he  could  feel 
her  presence.  He  couldn't  help  it.  She  moves  like  Midori;  she 
has  the  same  smile,  a  little  taller  perhaps.  Memories  of  their  kiss 
came  flooding  back.  Finally,  Eric  drifted  off  to  light  sleep,  his 
mind  filled  with  the  gentle  touch  of  Midori's  hand  and  the  feel  of 
her  lips  on  his. 
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Shirley  Morris  woke  up  in  her  room.  At  least  she  hoped  it 
was  her  room,  for  there  had  been  so  many  times  in  which  she 
had  regained  consciousness  in  a  bed  she  did  not  know  and 
next  to  a  man  she  had  never  met.  Then  there  were  the 
occasions  in  which  she  woke  up  next  to  more  than  one  naked 
stranger,  unsure  exactly  whose  semen  had  crusted  on  her  face 
and  between  her  legs. 


She  threw  one  leg  over  the  side  of  the  bed  and  searched 
for  the  floor.  The  room  was  moving,  just  like  one  of  those 
science  fiction  movies  filmed  through  a  cat's  eye  lens.  After  a 
number  of  tries,  Shirley  was  finally  able  to  feel  the  low  pile  rug 
under  her  foot.  She  pulled  herself  erect,  stood  on  her  wobbly 
feet  for  just  under  a  minute,  then  ran  into  the  bathroom  and 
fell  to  her  knees,  vomiting  violently  into  the  commode. 


Shirley  stumbled  back  into  the  room  and  sat  down  on  the 
hard  wooden  desk  chair.  "Oh  Fuck,  I  feel  like  SHIT!"  She  had 
admonished  her  self  so  many  times  before;  she  just  didn't 
have  the  strength  or  motivation  to  yell  at  herself  this  time. 
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She  turned  her  red  eyes  toward  her  roommate's  perfectly 
made  bed,  and  tidy  little  corner  of  the  room  and  decided  that 
she  hated  Lori  Hashimoto  more  than  any  other  human  being  on 
the  face  of  the  earth. 


That  prissy  dyke  bitch!  She  thought,  then  spoke  openly  to 
the  walls,  her  speech  still  slurred.  "That  little  cunt  gets 
everything.  She  rides  with  OHP,  she  gets  meritoriously 
promoted,  and  then  the  best  looking  guy  at  Camp  Hansen  falls 
head  over  heels  for  that  fucking  bitch!" 


The  only  thing  that  Shirley  decided  she  could  take  any 
comfort  in  was  that  according  to  rumor,  Hashimoto  and 
Stephens  had  never  slept  together. 

Fuck,  that  proves  the  bitch  is  a  fucking  dyke,  she 
reassured  herself.  Any  normal  girl  would  have  been  riding  his 
fucking  pole  a  long  time  ago. 

The  room  began  to  spin  again.  Shirley  grabbed  the  edge 
of  the  desk  and  tried  to  hang  on,  but  ultimately  lost  out  to  the 
forces  of  nature.  She  threw  up  all  over  her  clothes,  then 
dropped  again  to  her  knees  and  heaved  until  there  was  nothing 
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left  in  her  stomach.  The  woman  Marine  curled  up  into  the  fetal 
position  and  passed  out  on  her  thin  dirty  rug. 


The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  had  just  finished  yet 
another  rousing  sermon  to  his  crowded  church  and  as  he  stood 
on  the  street  in  front  of  his  mission,  he  made  sure  to  shake  the 
hand  of  every  last  one  of  his  sheep. 


Yes,  they  are  all  truly  my  sheep,  he  thought.  And  I  am 
truly  their  shepherd. 

The  reverend  felt  responsible  for  each  of  them.  He  had  led 
them  from  a  life  of  darkness,  sin  and  destruction  and  into  the 
light  of  the  Lord.  He  had  discovered  them,  one  by  one,  and  had 
changed  their  lives.  Through  the  grace  of  God,  he  had  changed 
them,  those  who  had  wanted  to  be  changed. 


As  he  walked  back  into  the  sanctuary,  Quinn  thought  of 
the  girl  he  had  rescued  the  night  before.  He  remembered  her. 
More  specifically,  he  remembered  being  in  the  deputy  provost 
marshal's  office  a  few  months  earlier,  while  Major  Mathis  was 
counseling  that  same  woman  for  being  found  drunk  and  naked 
in  a  male  Marine's  "rack." 
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As  a  result  of  that  counseling,  Corporal  Shirley  Morris  was 
sent  over  to  the  hospital  to  be  evaluated  for  alcohol 
dependency.  Gunny  Quinn  had  never  gone  out  of  his  way  to 
determine  the  outcome  of  that  evaluation,  but  obviously,  it  must 
have  come  out  okay,  for  she  had  been  put  back  on  duty  and 
allowed  to  go  on  liberty. 


Then  she  was  found  by  his  parishioners,  drunk,  naked, 
and  obviously  having  been  a  participant  in  some  sort  of  deviant 
sexual  act  on  the  grass  right  outside  the  gate  of  a  Marine  Corps 
installation.  Quinn  knew  that  he  was  required  to  report  what 
had  happened.  He  decided  not  to.  Instead,  he  mulled  over  the 
information  she  had  given  him  when  she  finally  regained 
consciousness  the  night  before. 


Still  drunk,  Shirley  had  made  several  rambling 
accusations  about  her  roommate  being  a  lesbian.  She  even 
claimed  to  have  caught  the  girl,  a  Corporal  Hashimoto, 
engaged  in  sex  with  another  female  Marine.  Unfortunately, 
Shirley  refused  to  identify  the  other  girl  and  was  really  too 
incoherent  to  be  questioned  any  further.  Finally,  Quinn 
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instructed  two  of  the  woman  in  his  congregation  to  drive 
her  back  to  her  barracks  and  put  her  to  bed. 

Theodore  Quinn  had  considered  trying  to  talk  to  Shirley 
again  about  her  allegation,  but  decided  that  even  though  the 
bible  said  that  homosexuality  was  clearly  an  abomination 
before  God,  he  was  just  too  busy  to  chase  down  every  sexual 
deviant  on  the  island  of  Okinawa. 


Quinn  leaned  back  in  his  squeaky  office  chair  and  pulled 
an  envelope  out  of  his  pocket.  He  personally  opened  all  the 
tithes  and  offerings  placed  in  the  collection  plate.  This  was  a 
fact  that  everyone  in  the  congregation  knew.  He  wanted  to 
make  sure  that  the  integrity  of  his  ushers  and  deacons  would 
never  be  questioned,  so  he  regularly  announced  this  fact  to  the 
church.  Of  course,  there  were  times  when  he  would  have  to 
expend  funds  on  affairs  not  directly  tied  to  the  church,  but  this 
was  strictly  his  business. 


As  Quinn  went  through  the  offerings,  he  found  a  sealed 
envelope  addressed  to  him.  He  opened  it  and  a  door  key  fell 
out.  In  the  envelope,  he  found  an  address  and  a  time  written  in 
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what  was  clearly  a  woman's  handwriting.  It  appeared  that  the 
weary  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  would  be  ministering  again 
tonight. 


Eric  Pecaro  flew  coach  from  Los  Angeles  to  Dulles  and  it 
was  an  infinitely  better  flight  than  his  first  class  trek  from 
Seoul  to  LA.  He  had  left  his  beautiful  Asian  stewardess  waving 
goodbye  from  the  jet  way  at  LAX  and  was  damned  glad  the 
flight  attendant  on  this  leg  of  his  journey  was  male. 


Better  yet,  even  though  he  was  crammed  tightly  into  his 
seat,  Eric  was  able  to  get  a  couple  hours  sleep  on  the  way  to 
Washington.  He  felt  almost  refreshed  when  he  stepped  off  the 
plane  at  Dulles  Airport. 


It  was  a  weekend  and  Eric  was  sure  that  the  DC  area 
traffic  would  not  be  as  congested  as  usual.  He  retrieved  the 
four  door  compact  rental  from  its  numbered  space  and  as  he 
made  his  way  out  of  the  lot,  discovered  that  he  was  actually 
looking  forward  to  seeing  his  wife  again.  This  reassured  him.  It 
had  been  over  five  months,  after  all.  Of  course,  he  could  not 
wait  to  see  Sarah.  He  had  missed  her  so  much. 
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Eric's  meeting  with  Colonel  Mason  was  set  for  Monday 
morning  and  then  a  couple  hours  later  he  was  scheduled  to 
meet  with  the  defense  attorney.  The  trial  was  planned  to  begin 
on  Monday  afternoon  and  he  figured  to  be  in  the  witness  chair 
by  1300,  Tuesday.  Then,  if  the  trial  stayed  on  schedule,  it 
would  go  to  the  panel  (the  military  version  of  a  jury)  by  lunch 
time  on  Wednesday  and  Eric  would  be  on  his  way  back  to 
Okinawa  by  Thursday  night  at  the  latest.  Justice  is  nothing,  in 
the  military,  if  not  swift. 


As  Eric  got  on  Interstate  95,  he  thought  about  what  it 
would  be  like  to  sleep  with  his  wife  again.  Brenda  always 
seemed  interested  in  sex  and  in  fact  frequently  initiated  their 
lovemaking,  especially  when  she  was  trying  to  get  pregnant. 
Eric  admitted  to  himself  that  although  she  never  particularly 
excited  him  sexually,  he  certainly  had  always  been  a  willing 
participant. 


This  time  might  be  more  difficult.  No,  it  was  definitely 
going  to  be  more  difficult.  The  intense  memories,  just  a  few 
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hours  old,  fought  ferociously  to  break  through  the  emotional 
walls  he  had  been  vigorously  building  since  he  got  on  the  plane 
home.  Eric  fought  these  feelings  with  everything  that  he  had  and 
by  the  time  he  drove  under  Quantico's  famous  "Crossroads  of 
the  Marine  Corps"  sign,  he  truly  believed  that  he  had  things 
under  control. 

Eric  pulled  into  the  driveway  of  his  quarters  and  was 
reassured  to  see  that  at  least  the  front  yard  looked  okay.  He 
decided  that  one  of  the  smartest  things  he  had  ever  done 
was  to  contract  with  the  part-time  landscaping  guy  to  cut  the 
grass  once  every  two  weeks  while  he  was  gone. 


Brenda  refused  to  touch  a  lawn  mower,  said  that  cutting 
the  grass  was  "man's  work."  Eric  really  didn't  mind.  He  liked 
mowing  the  lawn.  Still,  he  also  knew  that  if  he  had  not 
arranged  for  this  service  to  be  done,  Brenda  would  have 
simply  let  it  go. 


Eric  was  aware  that  in  most  civilian  communities,  this 
would  have  simply  resulted  in  a  jungle  growing  uncontrollably 
in  the  front  yard.  However,  in  military  housing,  it  would  have 
resulted  in  a  series  of  housing  tickets.  Ultimately,  Brenda  and 
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Sarah  would  have  been  ordered  to  vacate  housing.  With  Eric 
stuck  overseas,  that  would  have  been  a  catastrophe. 

Eric  saw  that  Brenda's  car  was  missing  and  he  wondered 
how  long  she  would  be  gone.  He  then  recalled  that  he  had  tried 
to  call  Brenda  from  Okinawa  and  then  again  from  Los  Angeles. 
She  did  not  answer  the  phone  either  time.  I  am  going  to  have  to 
take  a  look  at  that  answering  machine,  he  thought. 


Eric  turned  his  key  in  the  lock  and  opened  the  front  door. 
The  scene  that  met  his  eyes  immediately  brought  back  his 
years  of  disillusionment.  Dirty  laundry  was  strewn  everywhere. 
In  the  living  room,  he  saw  countless  dirty  dishes,  bowls,  and 
glasses  left  all  over  the  tables.  Food  was  adhered  to  the  dishes, 
appearing  as  if  the  dinnerware  had  not  been  washed  in  days, 
perhaps  much  longer.  He  looked  down.  The  carpet  was  filthy; 
he  smelled  it  as  soon  as  he  walked  in. 


As  Eric  made  his  way  into  the  kitchen,  he  observed  that 
every  square  inch  of  counter  top  was  covered  with  opened  food 
boxes  and  cans  and  the  sink  was  filled  with  dirty  dishes,  pots, 
pans,  and  food.  He  looked  under  the  sink  and  realized  that 
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Brenda  must  have  started  using  the  sink  as  a  garbage  can, 
since  the  can  below  the  sink  was  filled  to  overflowing. 
Cockroaches  scattered  everywhere  when  he  opened  the 
cabinet.  Eric's  shoes  stuck  to  the  kitchen  floor  as  he  walked 
across. 

He  climbed  the  stairs  to  the  second  floor.  Each  step  had 
something  on  it,  a  toy,  on  one,  a  stack  of  magazines  on 
another.  Still  more  steps  had  dirty  clothes  strewn  over  them.  A 
visit  to  the  bathroom  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  revealed  the  white 
toilet  bowl  had  long  since  turned  black,  mold  was  growing 
rampant  in  the  bathtub,  damp  towels  were  tossed  about,  and 
empty  toilet  tissue  tubes  were  strewn  across  the  dirty  floor. 
Every  drain  seemed  to  be  clogged  with  hair  and  the  bathroom 
garbage  can  was  stuffed  with  tissues,  remnants  of  soap  bars, 
and  used  sanitary  napkins. 


As  he  entered  the  master  bedroom,  Eric  saw  that  it  also 
contained  piles  of  dirty  laundry,  the  bed  obviously  had  not  been 
made  in  some  time,  and  the  tops  of  the  furniture  were  covered 
in  old  fast  food  wrappers.  He  leaned  over  and  picked  up  a  pair 
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of  dirty  woman's  panties,  the  crotch  stained  a  dark  brown.  He 
then  heard  a  car  pull  into  the  driveway. 

Brenda  and  Sarah  were  returning  from  their  usual  fast- 
food  breakfast  when  Brenda  spotted  a  strange  car  in  front  of 
the  quarters.  Sarah  was  immediately  excited.  "Mommy,  who  is 
visiting  us,  is  it  Grandma?  Did  she  bring  me  a  present?" 


Brenda's  blood  chilled.  Her  chronic  fear  of  strangers 
welled  up  within  her  and  for  a  moment  she  strongly 
considered  simply  driving  off.  She  instead  pulled  in  behind  the 
beige  sedan. 


"Stay  in  the  car,  Honey,"  she  told  Sarah. 

Brenda  slowly  opened  the  front  door  and  peered  into  the 
living  room  past  the  piles  of  soiled  laundry,  at  the  man  picking 
up  the  dirty  dishes  she  had  left  strewn  about.  She  watched  in 
growing  shock  as  he  picked  up  the  bowl  of  congealed  onion  dip 
she  had  left  on  the  coffee  table  and  then  turned  to  face  her. 


"My  God  Eric!"  She  recognized  her  husband,  but  she 
moved  no  further  into  the  house.  "What  are  you  doing  here?" 
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"Cleaning  up  Brenda.  What  are  you  doing  here?" 

"I,  I  just  got  back.  Damn,  you  scared  the  shit  out  of  me." 
Brenda's  head  cleared  a  little.  "Wait,  I'll  go  get  Sarah." 

Brenda  ran  out  to  the  driveway  and  got  her  daughter  out 
of  the  back  seat.  "Daddy's  here!  Go  give  your  daddy  a  big 
kiss!" 


Eric  stood  in  the  doorway  and  watched  his  six-year-old 
running  up  the  sidewalk  towards  him,  her  arms  outstretched. 
She  had  definitely  grown.  He  picked  up  his  daughter  and  spun 
her  around.  "Want  a  present,  sugar?  I  think  I've  got  one  in  my 
bag." 


Brenda  stood  back  and  watched  Eric  with  Sarah.  He 
loved  his  daughter  so  very  much.  That  was  obvious.  She  also 
thought  about  the  look  on  Eric's  face  when  she  walked  into 
the  house.  Well,  what  the  hell  does  he  expect?  She  asked 
herself.  I  am  here  all  alone  with  no  help.  Other  women  have 
family  close  by.  I  have  to  do  everything!  Still,  she  couldn't 
help  but  be  aware  of  that  sinking  feeling.  Brenda  Pecaro  was 
painfully  cognizant  of  the  fact  that  she  had  disappointed  her 
husband  yet  again. 
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Eric  was  too  tired  and  jet  lagged  to  fight  with  his  wife  over 
the  condition  of  the  house.  That  fact  was  that  she  just  didn't 
see  it.  She  never  saw  it.  She  didn't  see  the  dirt,  the  grime,  or  the 
filth.  Brenda  went  through  life,  just  sort  of  dropping  things  as 
she  went  along  and  when  Eric  would  attempt  to  point  out  any 
problem  with  the  appearance  of  their  home,  Brenda  got 
defensive  and  it  ended  up  in  a  major  battle.  This  time,  he  was 
just  too  tired. 


Eric  also  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Brenda  must  have 
gained  at  least  twenty-five  more  pounds  since  he  had  left  for 
Okinawa.  Her  hair  had  not  been  brushed  and  she  was  dressed 
in  one  of  those  cheap  faded  cotton  housedresses  that  only 
accentuated  the  rolls  of  fat  around  her  midsection. 


Little  Sarah  was  absolutely  beautiful  and  she  loved  the 
Japanese  "Yukata"  style  robe  that  her  father  had  picked  up  for 
her  in  Naha,  Okinawa.  Eric  had  planned  to  send  it  to  his 
daughter  as  part  of  her  Christmas  gift,  but  it  turned  out  to  be  a 
handy  present  to  grab  as  he  was  running  out  the  door  to  meet 
his  plane.  Eric  sat  on  the  sofa  as  Sarah  danced  around  him, 
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giggling  and  jabbering  endlessly.  He  laid  his  head  on  a  stained, 
tom  blue  throw  pillow  and  closed  his  eyes  for  just  a  minute. 


Master  Gunnery  Sergeant  Terry  Schull  stepped  off  the 
airplane  at  Yokota  Air  base  in  Tokyo,  and  was  met  by  Staff 
Sergeant  Allan  Cook.  Cook  was  a  Traffic  Accident  Investigator 
by  trade  and  like  most  of  the  small  staff  at  PMO,  Camp  Fuji, 
wore  more  than  one  hat. 


By  virtue  of  his  MOS,  his  Military  Occupational 
Specialty,  Allen's  duties  included  responding  to  any  traffic 
accident  involving  military  personnel  around  the  Camp  Fuji 
area.  Since  he  was  the  only  other  Staff  NCO  at  Fuji,  he  was  the 
de-facto  second  in  command  of  the  detachment,  the  Deputy 
Provost  Marshal  of  the  camp. 


Allen  Cook  had  been  running  things  since  the  departure 
of  Captain  Horvath  and  he  was  more  than  happy  to  go  back  to 
being  the  "Number  two"  and  let  someone  else  be  in  charge. 
Allen  did  not  know  anything  about  the  new  master  gunny, 
except  that  he  was  a  CID  Agent  and  like  himself,  would  be  on 
call  around  the  clock. 
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As  they  rode  from  the  air  base,  Terry  and  Allen  found 
themselves  in  a  spirited  conversation  about  the  job,  sports, 
women,  and  politics,  and  sports,  and  women,  and  beer,  and 
women.  Terry  quickly  decided  he  was  going  to  like  his  new 
deputy. 


It  did  not  seem  to  take  very  long  to  reach  the  main  gate  of 
the  Camp  Fuji  complex.  Terry  got  out  of  the  car  and  caught  a 
blast  of  arctic  air  off  the  top  of  the  mountain.  Northern  Honshu 
prefecture  was  among  the  coldest  of  Japan's  prefectures  and 
Terry  was  very  happy  he  had  decided  to  bring  his  Gortex  coat. 
Terry  looked  up  at  the  snow-capped  mountaintop.  This  surely 
ain't  Okinawa,  he  decided. 


Terry  stowed  his  gear  at  the  barracks  and  followed  Allen 
to  the  PMO  headquarters,  which  was  housed  in  a  small  wood 
frame  structure  not  far  from  the  main  gate.  The  icy  wind  was 
now  blowing  fiercely  and  Terry  shivered  as  he  hurried  into  the 
"MP  Shack."  Terry  and  Allen  made  their  way  past  the  desk 
sergeant  and  dispatcher  and  down  a  long  hall,  to  an 
unoccupied  office  at  the  very  rear  of  the  building. 
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Terry  walked  into  the  room  first.  The  walls  were  painted 
an  institutional  white  and  were  covered  in  nails  used  by 
previous  occupants  to  hang  their  plaques,  photos,  and  other 
memorabilia.  He  let  go  of  a  tiny  smile  as  he  inspected  the 
dented  gray  steel  desk  and  broken  swivel  chair.  Master 
Gunnery  Sergeant  Terry  Schull,  United  States  Marine  Corps, 
was  happy,  for  he  was  finally  in  charge  again.  He  had  facilities, 
vehicles,  equipment,  and  most  importantly,  troops.  He  was  the 
number  one  Marine  in  command  of  a  remote  MP  detachment 
and  this  was  the  way  things  were  supposed  to  be. 


Terry  sat  down  on  his  wobbly  swivel  chair,  looked  up  at 
his  number  two,  and  issued  his  first  order.  "Staff  Sergeant 
Cook,  fall  out  all  non-duty  personnel  in  their  cammies,  at  0730 
tomorrow  for  a  personnel  inspection." 


"Aye-Aye,  Master  Guns.  Anything  else?" 

"Yeah,"  he  smiled  at  his  new  friend.  "Order  yourself  to 
introduce  me  to  one  or  more  of  the  local  cocktail  lounges, 
let's  say  about  1900?" 
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"Consider  it  done  Master  Gunny."  As  Allen  turned  and  left 
the  office,  he  decided  that  he  was  going  to  enjoy  working  for  the 
new  PM. 

Terry's  first  day  was  uneventful.  By  1630  hours,  he  had 
acquired  basic  administrative  supplies  for  his  office  and 
conducted  a  preliminary  inspection  of  the  compound.  He  had 
also  spoken  on  the  phone  with  the  base  commander  and  made 
an  appointment  to  meet  with  him  the  next  morning. 


Terry  had  had  ample  opportunity  to  review  the  personnel 
files  of  all  the  MPs  assigned  to  the  detachment  while  he  was 
still  in  Okinawa.  Therefore,  he  already  had  a  good  idea  of 
which  Marines  were  going  to  make  his  ten  percent. 


In  the  Marine  Corps,  the  ten  percent  are  the  small  group 
of  Marines  who  cause  most  of  the  headaches  for  their 
superiors.  Once  Terry  got  to  Fuji,  all  he  had  to  do  was  locate 
their  work  sections  and  make  sure  they  weren't  all  assigned  to 
the  same  shift.  It  appeared  as  if  the  Captain  who  had  the  job 
before  him  had  done  a  pretty  good  job  of  separating  them  out 
and  distributing  them  among  the  various  sections.  Now,  if  he 
could  just  keep  them  out  of  trouble. 
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Terry  locked  his  office,  stopped  and  talked  with  the  on- 
duty  desk  team,  and  provided  them  with  his  cell-phone  number. 
He  then  took  a  cab  out  to  town  and  asked  the  cab  driver  that 
spoke  surprisingly  good  English,  to  take  him  to  the  shopping 
district.  Experience  had  taught  Terry  that  most  of  the  decent 
restaurants  would  be  located  there.  Terry  also  knew  that  he 
needed  to  purchase  a  civilian  winter  coat,  and  fast. 


The  cab  driver  was  more  than  helpful  and  dropped  Terry 
off  right  in  front  of  a  local  department  store.  Terry  had  some 
difficulty  finding  a  coat  his  size,  but  ultimately  purchased  a 
decent  quality  down  jacket.  Just  about  the  time  he  walked  out 
of  the  store,  his  growling  stomach  reminded  him  that  he  had 
not  eaten  since  breakfast. 


Terry  walked  up  and  down  the  street  looking  at  all  the 
plastic  food  in  the  windows  of  the  various  shops.  He  finally 
settled  on  a  small  coffee  shop,  or  "Kissaten."  Inside  the  shop, 
an  attractive  American  woman,  about  forty-years-old,  handed 
him  an  English  language  menu.  She  introduced  herself  as 
Rose  and  took  his  order.  She  then  walked  back  into  the 
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kitchen,  where  Terry  overheard  her  repeating  the  order  to 
another  employee,  in  Japanese. 

It  took  about  five  minutes  for  Rose  to  reappear  with 
Terry's  meal.  She  lay  a  plastic  tray  down  in  front  of  him.  The 
tray  contained  a  typical  Japanese  sandwich  "set."  This 
consisted  of  a  small  sandwich,  bowl  of  white  rice,  a  yellow 
slice  of  Japanese  pickle,  miso  soup,  and  "Ocha,"  or  Japanese 
herb  tea. 


Terry  was  famished  and  it  did  not  take  long  to  finish  the 
small  Japanese  meal.  Rose,  who  had  been  watching  him  from 
behind  the  counter,  handed  him  another  bowl  of  rice.  She 
leaned  over  and  whispered,  "On  the  house." 


Terry  looked  around  and  saw  that  except  for  him,  Rose, 
and  the  phantom  cook  in  the  kitchen,  the  restaurant  was  empty. 
He  invited  Rose  to  sit  down. 

Rose  Cole  accepted  his  offer  and  with  although  it  took  a 
little  prodding,  she  eventually  opened  up  and  talked  about 
herself.  She  had  been  married  to  an  American  serviceman  for 
over  fifteen  years.  The  marriage  had  produced  two  children,  a 
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boy  of  fourteen,  and  a  girl,  eleven.  Rose  and  the  children  were 
living  at  Camp  Zama,  an  Army  base  near  Tokyo,  when  her 
husband  suddenly  left  Rose  for  a  female  soldier  in  his  unit. 

Having  no  where  else  to  go,  Rose  started  making 
arrangements  to  move  with  her  children  back  to  her  parent's 
home  in  Omaha.  After  some  thought,  she  reconsidered  and 
canceled  the  trip  home.  Rose  liked  Japan  and  even  though  her 
former  husband  had  hurt  her  deeply,  she  wanted  to  keep  his 
children  close  by. 


Rose  applied  for  and  received  a  Japanese  work  visa.  In 
time  she  moved  to  this  small  picturesque  community  at  the 
foot  of  Mount  Fuji  and  waitressed  during  the  day.  She  also 
taught  English  three  nights  a  week.  This  kept  the  rent  paid  and 
a  little  extra  to  do  nice  things  with  the  kids. 


The  kids  were  the  difficult  part.  They  stayed  with  Rose's 
ex-husband  during  the  week,  where  they  were  still  enrolled  in 
the  DoDDS  School  on  Camp  Zama.  She  had  them  on 
weekends.  Rose  had  been  told  that  the  kids  would  be  allowed 
to  stay  in  the  DoDDS  School  until  her  ex-husband's  transfer  in 
about  a  year.  She  did  not  know  exactly  what  she  would  do 
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after  that.  She  needed  both  of  her  jobs  to  support  her  small 
apartment  and  money  was  tight.  Nevertheless,  Rose  Cole  was 
optimistic  that  somehow  they  were  going  to  make  it. 

Rose  wouldn't  let  Terry  leave  the  restaurant  until  he  told 
her  about  himself.  Terry  found  that  Rose  was  actually  quite 
easy  to  talk  to  and  quickly  discovered  that  he  did  not  mind 
discussing  his  personal  life  with  her. 


Terry  talked  with  Rose  about  his  childhood,  which  he 
virtually  never  discussed  with  anyone.  He  also  described  his 
early  career  in  the  Marine  Corps,  his  friends,  his  new 
assignment,  and  how  he  came  to  be  in  her  small  restaurant. 

He  also  told  her  all  about  Maria.  He  told  Rose  about  their  trials 
and  tribulations.  He  also  told  her  how  deeply  he  loved  his  wife 
and  how  much  he  missed  her  already. 


The  Marine  decided  that  he  liked  this  waitress.  She  was 
pretty,  and  smart,  and  an  extremely  positive  person,  especially 
for  everything  she  had  been  through.  Terry  got  up  and  as  he 
started  to  leave  his  tip  on  the  table,  Rose  grabbed  the  hand 
holding  the  money  and  looked  up  into  his  eyes.  "Terry,  you 
know  that  people  don't  tip  in  Japan." 
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He  smiled,  put  his  money  in  his  pocket  and  as  he  walked 
out,  he  turned  back  and  asked,  "You  here  every  day?" 

"Just  until  I  marry  a  millionaire."  She  returned  his 
smile  and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

Terry  hurried  to  the  base.  Allen  would  be  ready  to  go  out 
by  now  and  it  would  have  to  be  an  early  night.  Master  Gunny 
Schull  had  no  intent  of  being  more  hung  over  than  the  troops  he 
would  be  inspecting  in  the  morning. 


Eric  opened  his  eyes  and  discovered  he  was  still  on  the 
sofa  and  still  dressed  in  his  traveling  clothes.  He  reached  over, 
turned  on  the  light  next  to  the  sofa,  and  looked  at  his  watch, 
"0400." 


He  sat  up  and  saw  that  the  living  room  had  been  cleaned 
up  a  little.  This  was  one  time  that  Eric  was  glad  that  the  long 
trip  had  confused  his  body  clock,  for  he  was  now  quite  awake 
and  he  had  a  lot  to  do.  His  meeting  with  Colonel  Mason  was 
under  three  and  a  half  hours  away. 
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Eric  opened  his  suitcase  and  pulled  out  a  wrinkled  suit. 
He  then  removed  an  equally  wrinkled  shirt  and  tie.  He  searched 
throughout  the  house  and  finally  located  the  iron  and  ironing 
board.  He  plugged  the  iron  in;  it  didn't  work.  The  steam  vents 
were  crusted  with  corrosion  indicating  the  iron  had  not  been 
used  in  several  months.  Eric  cussed  under  his  breath,  cleaned 
the  iron  and  then  pressed  his  clothes  as  best  he  could. 
Afterward,  he  showered  and  finished  getting  ready. 


Now  dressed,  Eric  stood  in  the  open  doorway  of  his 
bedroom  and  watched  his  wife  sleeping.  Brenda  was  sprawled 
across  the  bed  on  her  back.  She  was  wearing  her  favorite 
tattered  terry  robe  and  her  eyeglasses.  She  must  have  fallen 
asleep  reading,  he  thought. 


He  then  stepped  across  the  hall  and  quietly  opened  the 
door  to  his  daughter's  bedroom.  Sarah  was  curled  up  around  a 
large  stuffed  sheep  dog.  Sarah  had  always  wanted  a  real  dog, 
but  Eric  was  afraid  that  while  he  was  at  work,  Brenda  would 
forget  to  walk  it  or  feed  it  and  consequences  of  that  would  be 
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obviously  unpleasant.  Eric  kissed  his  young  daughter  as  she 
slept,  then  slipped  out  of  the  house. 

It  was  only  about  a  fifteen-minute  drive  from  his  quarters 
to  the  office  of  the  Staff  Judge  Advocate  (SJA).  By  the  time  Eric 
parked  the  rental  car  and  walked  inside,  it  was  0715.  The  clerk 
at  the  reception  desk  recognized  him  immediately.  "Agent 
Pecaro,  long  time,  no  see.  Where  have  you  been?" 


Eric  addressed  the  bubbly  female  Marine.  "Just 
vacationing  on  the  rock.  Hey  Corporal  Gates,  you  gain  a  little 
weight?" 

Gates  laughed  and  rubbed  her  belly.  "Almost  eight 
months  along.  This  maternity  uniform  doesn't  do  much  to  hide 
it  either.  You  here  to  see  the  colonel?" 


Lieutenant  Colonel  Bill  Mason  had  been  in  his  office  since 
0615.  An  aggressive  prosecutor,  and  stellar  Marine,  he  had  long 
since  made  it  his  personal  mission  to  rid  the  Navy  and  Marine 
Corps  of  anybody  who  would  violate  the  special  trust  placed 
upon  those  who  wore  the  uniform  of  the  United  States  military 
service. 
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This  case  especially  pissed  him  off.  He  had  offered  the 
accused  the  deal  of  a  lifetime  and  the  little  fucking  dirt  ball 
had  thumbed  his  nose.  Now,  Mason  had  virtually  no  time  to 
prepare  for  trial.  He  had  no  doubt  that  the  eleventh  hour 
decision  to  refuse  the  plea  agreement  was  a  deliberate 
defense  tactic. 


The  Chief  Prosecutor  stood  and  shook  Pecaro's  hand  as 
he  entered  the  office.  "Top,  we  finally  meet.  I've  heard  all  sorts 
of  good  things  about  you.  How  was  the  trip?" 

"Not  bad  Sir,  I  flew  commercial  the  whole  way.  Beats  the 
hell  out  off  AMC." 

Mason  gestured  to  the  large  over  stuffed  chair  in  his 
office.  Pecaro  laid  his  briefcase  next  to  the  chair  and  sat  down. 
The  colonel  too  had  frequently  experienced  the  pleasure  of 
flying  the  Air  Force's  "Air  Mobility  Command"  aircraft. 


"Hey  Top,  they  still  have  the  box  lunches  with  the  soggy 
sandwich  and  rotten  orange?" 
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"Apple  Sir,  apparently  there  is  an  ongoing  citrus 
shortage.  Something  about  an  early  frost  in  Florida." 

Colonel  Mason  chuckled  and  then  his  tone  turned 
serious.  "Top,  we  go  to  trial  tomorrow.  By  everything  righteous 
and  holy,  this  asshole  should  be  on  his  way  to  the  Federal 
Correctional  Facility  at  Fort  Leavenworth  by  Wednesday 
afternoon." 


Mason's  mood  turned  dark.  "But  I  got  to  tell  you,  Top 
Pecaro,  I  am  a  little  nervous.  I  know  we  have  a  pretty  damned 
airtight  case.  However,  this  guy's  defense  attorney  is  good  and 
he  is  slick.  He  has  been  playing  every  game  in  the  book,  and  a 
few  that  even  I  have  not  seen  written  anywhere.  Lately,  my  full 
time  job  has  consisted  of  trying  to  figure  out  what  kind  of 
slippery  bullshit  he  is  going  to  pull  next." 


"Sir,  who  is  the  defense  attorney?" 

"Major  Westover,  Major  Doug  Westover.  I  believe  he  was 
here  when  you  were.  You  know  him?" 
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"Yes  Sir,  I  know  him."  Eric  leaned  back  in  the  chair  and 
looked  up  at  the  ceiling.  "I've  run  into  him  before." 

"From  the  sound  of  it  Top,  I  guess  it  was  a  less  than 
pleasant  experience?" 

"Like  swimming  naked  through  a  pool  of  piranha  Sir." 

Mason  smiled.  He  had  never  heard  Doug  Westover's 
professional  tactics  described  in  quite  that  way.  Still,  all  in  all  it 
was  a  pretty  damned  accurate  analysis.  Bill  Mason  played  golf 
with  Westover  almost  every  Saturday  and  on  a  personal  basis, 
he  liked  Doug.  He  was  just  opposed  to  his  style  of  ruthless 
lawyering. 


Colonel  Mason  grabbed  the  file  off  his  desk  and  leaned 
back  in  his  chair.  "Okay  Top,  let's  see  if  we  can  both  make  it  to 
the  side  of  the  pool  without  getting  bit.  I  understand  that  you 
were  involved  with  this  case  from  the  start  and  I  need  you  to  tell 
me  exactly  how  this  whole  thing  went  down." 


Eric  Pecaro  had  learned  early  in  his  career  to  keep  a  copy 
of  his  cases  in  his  personal  files  until  the  case  went  to  court. 
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The  ten  minutes  he  had  waited  to  see  the  prosecutor  enabled 
him  to  skim  through  the  entire  file  he  had  fished  out  of  his 
desk  at  home. 

"Okay  Sir,  from  the  beginning.  It  was  a  Saturday 
morning,  May  the  twenty-ninth  and  I  was  the  NCIS  duty  agent. 
I  received  a  call  from  the  military  police  that  there  was  a 
thirteen-year-old  girl  at  the  Quantico  PMO  and  she  was 
reporting  that  she  had  been  raped. 


"When  I  arrived  at  PMO,  the  girl  and  her  parents  were 
sitting  in  one  of  the  CID  interview  rooms.  A  victim  advocate 
from  the  Family  Services  Center  was  also  there.  Her  name  was 
Takisha  Jones.  I  had  worked  with  her  several  times  before  and 
I  knew  I  could  trust  her.  Takisha  was  an  exceptional  advocate 
and  she  was  especially  helpful  that  day" 


"Why  was  that,  Top?"  Colonel  Mason  asked. 

"Because  she  talked  the  parents  into  letting  me  speak  to 
the  child  without  them  in  the  room.  Kids  don't  always  open  up, 
especially  about  sexual  issues,  when  their  parents  are  present." 

"Go  on,  Top." 
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"Takisha  introduced  me  to  the  victim,  Sonya  Morales. 
Sonya  immediately  reached  over  and  shook  my  hand.  I  noticed 
that  she  was  remarkably  composed  for  a  thirteen-year-old  girl 
who  had  just  been  allegedly  raped.  I  took  a  mental  note  of  that 
and  then  sat  down  across  from  her.  Sonya  was  wearing  khaki 
shorts  over  a  one-piece  bathing  suit.  That  bathing  suit  later 
turned  out  to  be  evidence." 


"What  exactly  did  she  report?" 

"She  said  that  she  had  gone  to  her  friend's  house.  Her 
friend  was  a  twelve-year-old  girl  named  Tammy  Williams. 
Tammy's  father  is  the  accused  in  this  case,  Petty  Officer  First 
Class  Ray  Williams.  According  to  Sonya,  it  was  about  ten  a.m. 
and  she  was  on  her  way  to  the  dependent's  pool  a  couple  of 
blocks  away  when  she  thought  she  would  stop  and  ask  Tammy 
if  she  wanted  to  go  along. 


"Sonya  knocked  on  Tammy's  front  door  and  Tammy's  dad 
answered.  He  let  her  in  and  closed  the  front  door  behind  her. 
Sonya  reported  that  when  she  followed  Tammy's  dad  into  the 
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living  room,  she  could  see  a  pornographic  movie  playing  on  the 
television. 

"She  alleged  that  the  accused  then  invited  her  to  sit  on  a 
sofa  directly  in  front  of  the  television  on  which  the  movie  was 
playing.  Sonya  claimed  to  be  very  uncomfortable  by  all  this  and 
asked  Williams  where  his  daughter  was,  to  which  he  stated  that 
his  daughter  and  the  rest  of  the  family  was  out  of  the  house. 


Then,  according  to  Sonya,  Williams  sat  down  next  to  her 
and  asked  her  to  watch  TV  with  him,  promising  that  Tammy 
would  be  home  'any  minute.'  She  reported  that  the  accused 
smelled  of  alcohol,  and  that  there  were  several  empty  beer 
cans  on  the  coffee  table.  She  also  said  that  Williams  offered 
her  a  beer,  but  that  she  had  refused. 


"Sonya  alleged  that  Williams  kept  pointing  to  the  TV  and 
talked  about  how  'good'  sex  was  and  how  'nice'  it  made  people 
feel.  He  then  allegedly  started  telling  this  thirteen-year-old  girl 
how  good  he  could  make  her  feel.  He  then  reached  over  and 
started  rubbing  the  inside  of  her  thigh. 
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"She  was  wearing  that  one-piece  bathing  suit  I  described 
earlier,  so  basically,  her  legs  were  uncovered.  Sonya  reported 
that  he  was  rubbing  her  pretty  damn  near  the  crotch  area  and 
she  was  getting  more  and  more  nervous. 


"Finally,  she  told  Williams  that  she  had  to  leave.  Williams 
allegedly  responded  by  slipping  his  fingers  under  the  crotch 
area  of  the  bathing  suit  and  onto  the  exterior  of  her  vagina.  He 
then  climbed  on  top  of  the  victim  and  started  kissing  her  neck 
as  he  continued  to  fondle  her  crotch." 


Mason  asked,  "Top  Pecaro,  did  the  victim  allege  any 
physical  force  up  to  this  point?" 

"No  Sir,  Sonya  claimed  that  by  this  time,  she  'knew  what 
was  going  to  happen.'  That  is  a  direct  quote.  She  said  that  she 
laid  still  as  he  pulled  off  her  bathing  suit,  dropped  his  own 
pants  down  past  his  knees,  got  on  top  of  her,  and  inserted  his 
penis  inside  of  her.  Then  according  to  Sonya,  they  had  sexual 
intercourse  until,  and  I  quote  her  again,  'he  came.'" 
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Colonel  Mason  interrupted,  "Top,  you  have  said  that 
according  to  the  victim,  she  was  'very  uncomfortable,'  and  that 
she  was  'nervous'  while  this  fucking  pervert  was  molesting  her. 
What  the  court  is  going  to  want  to  know  is  what  the  hell  was  this 
girl  still  doing  in  that  house?  Why  wasn't  she  screaming  and 
running  for  her  life?" 


"Sir,  I  asked  her  that.  She  claimed  to  have  been 
confused  and  intimidated.  After  all,  this  was  a  grown  man  and 
her  best  friend's  father." 

"And?"  Mason  sensed  there  was  something  else. 

"And,"  Eric  admired  this  colonel's  perception.  "This  was 
by  no  means  Sonya's  first  sexual  experience.  To  put  it  bluntly, 
Sonya  Morales  was  quite  popular  'with  the  boys,'  if  you  know 
what  I  mean.  Although  that  makes  absolutely  no  difference  in 
the  crimes  of  rape  or  carnal  knowledge,  it  did  ultimately  have  an 
affect  on  the  resolution  of  this  case,  specifically  the 
interrogation  of  the  defendant. 
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"Sir,  it  amazed  me  how  'matter  of  fact'  Sonya's  tone  was 
throughout  the  entire  interview.  She  talked  about  sex  like  a  pro. 
Please  don't  misunderstand  what  I  am  about  to  tell  you,  but  her 
entire  demeanor  was  not  unlike  prostitutes  I  have  interviewed 
in  the  past." 


"Did  you  ask  her  how  many?"  Mason  knew  he  did  not 
even  have  to  finish  the  question. 

"Yes  Sir,  she  wasn't  quite  sure.  She  has  been  sexually 
active  since  before  the  age  of  twelve.  The  first  time  was  by  a 
sixteen-year-old  boy  in  the  neighborhood.  Once  Sonya 
discovered  how  popular  she  could  become  by  giving  the  boys 
what  they  wanted,  she  started  giving  it  to  them  all  the  time.  To 
answer  your  question  sir,  she  figures  to  have  had  sexual 
intercourse  with  somewhere  between  fifteen  and  twenty  boys 
between  the  ages  of  thirteen  and  seventeen." 


"Any  Marines?"  Lieutenant  Colonel  Mason  asked  the 
obvious  question. 
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"She  claims  to  have  never  been  with  anyone  on  active 
duty,  but  to  tell  the  truth  Sir,  I  doubt  that.  I  think  she  knows  the 
trouble  that  could  cause." 

"And  she  never  got  pregnant?" 

Eric  had  asked  the  victim  the  same  question.  "Sir,  I 
guess  God  looks  out  for  drunks  and  little  children." 

Colonel  Mason  let  out  a  deep  sigh.  "He  could  have  done 
a  better  job  looking  out  for  this  one.  Okay  Top,  tell  me  what 
she  said  happened  after  the  accused  ejaculated." 

"According  to  Sonya,  he  just  climbed  off  and  pulled  his 
pants  back  up.  Now  here  is  the  kicker.  He  told  Sonya  that  his 
daughter  had  informed  him  of  all  the  boys  that  she  had  sex 
with.  He  then  told  Sonya  that  if  she  ever  told  anyone  about 
what  they  had  done,  that  they  would  never  believe  her  and  he 
would  then  be  forced  to  tell  her  parents  what  a  big  'whore'  she 
was." 


"Yeah  Top,"  Mason  added,  "I  read  that  in  her  statement. 
What  a  piece  of  shit." 
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"You  know  something  funny?"  Pecaro  asked. 

"What's  that  Top?" 

"The  only  time  Sonya  cried  during  the  entire  interview, 
was  when  she  thought  her  parents  would  find  out  she  was  a 
whore.'  Colonel,  the  girl  needed  counseling,  and  fast.  Takisha 
Jones  assured  me  that  she  would  personally  make  sure  she  got 
it." 


"Top,  if  she  was  so  concerned  about  her  parents  finding 
out,  why  did  she  report  what  happened  in  the  first  place?" 

"Sir,  at  first  she  wasn't  going  to  say  anything,  she  was 
going  to  chalk  it  up  to,  and  I  quote  her  again,  'having  to  fuck 
another  guy  in  the  neighborhood.'" 

"So  what  changed  her  mind?" 

"Sonya  told  me  that  when  she  left  and  went  down  to  the 
pool,  she  happened  to  catch  her  reflection  in  the  water  and 
decided  that  she  couldn't  look  at  herself.  She  told  me  that  for 
the  first  time,  she  felt  'really  dirty.'  She  realized  that  her  friend's 
dad  had  done  something  to  her  that  was  terribly  wrong.  She  ran 
home  and  reported  to  her  parents  what  happened." 
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Eric  smiled  a  little.  "One  of  the  positives  in  this  case  is 
that  Sonya,  at  her  tender  age,  was  smart  enough  to  fight  the 
natural  desire  to  jump  in  the  pool  and  wash  what  he  had  done 
out  of  her.  That  is  why  the  rape  kit  successfully  revealed 
Williams'  pubic  hairs  and  semen." 


"Top,  tell  me  about  the  arrest." 

"Not  much  to  talk  about  Sir.  After  I  talked  to  the  victim,  I 
called  in  a  couple  more  NCIS  agents  and  the  duty  CID 
investigator  called  in  a  couple  more  of  his  guys.  We  sent  the 
victim  to  the  hospital  with  Takisha  and  one  of  the  CID 
investigators  to  have  the  rape  kit  done. 


"Then  I  took  the  duty  CID  investigator,  and  two 
additional  NCIS  agents,  and  knocked  on  Williams'  door. 
Tammy  answered  and  as  she  swung  the  door  open,  we 
observed  Williams  coming  out  of  the  kitchen.  As  soon  as  he 
saw  us,  he  bolted  upstairs.  We  ran  up  the  stairs  in  pursuit  and 
found  Williams  cowering  in  his  daughter's  closet.  I  think  he 
knew  what  we  were  there  for." 

Mason  pulled  a  statement  out  of  the  file  and  held  it  up. 
"Top,  I  have  Williams'  confession  here.  Now  as  a  prosecutor, 


Page 


419 


Pecaro’s  Year 


confessions  can  either  be  my  greatest  asset  or  my  worst 
liability.  I  have  read  the  confession  and  I  know  what  it  says.  I 
need  you  to  tell  me  exactly  how  these  words  got  on  this 
paper."  The  colonel  leaned  forward  for  emphasis.  "Top,  the 
court  knows  that  very  few  suspects  just  walk  in  your  office  and 
confess  to  a  crime  that  could  potentially  put  them  in  prison  for 
the  rest  of  their  lives.  What  I  am  saying  is  that  I  need  the  'blow 
by  blow'  here." 

This  prosecutor  impressed  Eric  more  and  more  as  each 
minute  passed.  The  fact  that  Mason  brought  him  to  Quantico  a 
day  early  to  talk  about  the  case  was  a  pleasant  surprise.  Eric 
recalled  the  numerous  times  he  was  called  to  testify  for  the 
government  and  neither  the  prosecutor,  nor  the  defense  for  that 
matter,  took  the  time  to  talk  to  him  first. 


Unfortunately  failing  to  properly  interview  a  witness  often 
caused  an  unprepared  prosecutor  to  flounder  when  a  sharp 
defense  attorney  brought  up  unexpected  issues  on  cross- 
examination.  Lieutenant  Colonel  Bill  Mason  was  obviously 
doing  everything  in  his  power  to  make  sure  that  did  not  happen. 
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"Sir,  Petty  Officer  Williams  was  not  a  fast  interrogation. 
After  his  apprehension,  we  transported  him  to  my  office  at  NCIS 
and  took  him  immediately  into  an  interview  room.  He  was  pretty 
shook  up,  kept  wanting  to  know  'what  this  was  about.'  I  sat 
down  with  him,  informed  him  that  he  had  a  rape  complaint 
made  against  him,  and  advised  him  of  his  rights.  To  tell  the 
truth,  I  did  not  think  he  would  waive  his  rights,  but  he  did. 


"I  conducted  a  preliminary  interview  to  get  his 
background  data,  to  build  some  rapport,  and  to  assess  his  non¬ 
verbal  behaviors.  Williams  was  cooperative  to  the  point  of 
being  patronizing.  It  was  pretty  clear  to  me  that  although  he  sat 
very  still,  non-verbally  he  was  a  cat  in  a  cage.  I  could  tell  he 
wanted  out  of  there. 


"Williams'  initial  statement  was  that  Sonya  had  just 
walked  into  his  house  when  his  family  got  home  that 
morning  and  that  nothing  had  happened  between  them.  He 
also  claimed  that  he  had  not  been  watching  a  pornographic 
video  and  that  he  did  not  own  any  pornography.  That  was 
his  first  mistake  and  I  capitalized  on  it. 
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"I  told  him  that  if  that  was  true,  it  would  surely  blow  a 
hole  in  Sonya's  story  and  since  I  would  never  want  him 
wrongfully  accused,  I  was  sure  that  he  would  not  mind  giving 
me  permission  to  search  his  house  for  any  X-rated  videos. 


"Williams  knew  he  was  caught.  He  started  stumbling  and 
stammering,  and  finally  admitted  that  he  owned  several 
pornographic  movies.  I  then  took  a  chance  and  asked  him  if 
any  of  the  films  portrayed  girls  that  could  be  'misconstrued'  as 
underage.  As  soon  as  I  asked  him  that,  he  looked  like  someone 
had  just  stolen  his  cookies  out  of  his  lunch  box. 

That's  when  I  decided  to  seize  the  moment  and  launch  into  him. 


"Sir,  I  went  at  him  with  all  the  usual  child  molester 
themes.'  I  told  him  that  girls  grow  up  much  faster  these  days 
and  that  Sonya  was  truly  more  of  a  woman  than  a  girl.  I  also 
played  on  the  fact  that  Sonya  was  'loose'  and  'a  slut.'  I  told  him 
that  everyone  else  in  the  neighborhood  was  having  sex  with 
that  woman,'  and  that  he  had  every  right  to  expect,  'his  turn."’ 
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Eric  smiled,  "Sir,  he  liked  that  one  a  lot,  but  you 
know  which  theme  got  him  to  finally  confess?" 

"I'm  all  ears,  Top."  Colonel  Mason  answered. 

"Well,  I  explained  to  him  that  I  had  heard  around  the 
neighborhood  that  Sonya  had  always  been  turned  on  by  him 
and  that  she  really  wanted  him.  He  started  buying  this  theme, 
so  I  really  rolled  it  on  thick.  I  told  him  that  I  knew  the  real 
reason  Sonya  went  over  there  that  day  was  to  get  him  alone,  so 
she  could  make  mad,  passionate  love  to  him.  I  told  him  that  I 
knew  for  a  fact  she  found  him  to  be  'really  hot'  and  that  she  had 
been  dreaming  of  screwing  his  brains  out  for  months." 


The  Chief  Prosecutor  laughed.  "Do  you  mean  to  tell  me 
that  Williams,  a  thirty-something  year  old,  fat,  dirty,  slimy 
grease  ball,  actually  believed  that  the  thirteen-year-old  girl  next 
door  wanted  to  jump  his  bones?" 


Eric  nodded  his  head.  "That's  right  Sir.  In  fact,  once  I 
sensed  he  was  buying  into  the  theme,  I  posed  to  him  the 
following  dichotomy.  I  told  him  that  since  it  was  undeniable  that 
they  had  sex,  then  the  only  question  was,  did  he  throw  her 
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down,  hold  a  knife  to  her  throat,  and  savagely  rape  her,  or  was 
he  was  just  responding  to  the  way  he  knew  she  felt  about 
him?"  "And  his  choice?"  Colonel  Mason  already  knew  the 
answer. 

"Petty  Officer  Williams  looked  right  at  me  and  explained 
in  detail  exactly  how  that  little  girl  wanted  him  to  climb  on  top 
of  her  little  body  and  stick  his  penis  into  her." 

Mason  let  out  a  low  whistle.  "That  mother  fucker  is  going 
away  forever.  Now  I'm  glad  that  grease  ball  didn't  take  his  deal. 
I  had  offered  five  years  and  a  dishonorable  discharge.  From 
what  I'm  now  hearing,  that  is  far  too  little  time  for  this  piece  of 
shit.  I  guess  I  should  have  spoken  with  you  sooner." 


From  the  colonel's  tone,  Eric  did  not  doubt  the  sincerity 
of  his  statement.  "Sir,  just  to  tie  up  the  loose  ends,  Williams 
confessed  to  everything.  The  teeny-bopper  porno  films,  his 
desire  to  get  a  couple  of  beers  into  Sonya,  to  'loosen  her  up,' 
the  holding  her  down,  even  though  he  knew  she  really  wanted 
to  leave,  the  sexual  intercourse  itself,  and  the  threat  he  made  to 
get  her  to  keep  her  mouth  shut.  Most  of  that  should  be  in  the 
signed  confession  you  have  on  your  desk." 
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Pecaro  had  one  last  bit  on  information.  "You  know,  I 
asked  him  why  he  picked  Sonya  that  particular  morning  and  he 
gave  me  two  reasons.  He  told  me  that  since  she  had  been  so 
promiscuous  with  the  boys  in  the  neighborhood,  he  figured  it 
was  all  right  for  him  to  also  have  sex  with  her.  He  also  said  that 
she  was  ’convenient."' 


"Convenient?"  Mason  asked. 

"Yes  Sir,  it  turns  out  that  little  thirteen-year-old  Sonya 
Morales  had  knocked  on  this  vulture's  door,  just  as  he  was 
starting  to  masturbate  to  all  the  pretty,  naked,  underage  girls  on 
his  TV  screen." 


Mason  almost  did  not  want  to  ask  the  next  question. 

"How  many  others?" 

Eric  sat  back  in  the  chair.  "Colonel,  when  we  searched  the 
house,  we  found  several  boxes  of  child  pornography,  mostly 
books,  photos,  and  videos.  However,  these  were  mostly  copies 
of  copies,  freely  traded  in  the  pedophile  community.  None  of  the 
photos  contained  children  that  anybody  recognized. 
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"Additionally,  we  talked  to  all  the  girls  in  his 
daughter's  school,  members  of  organizations  they  belonged 
to,  and  everything  else  we  could  think  of.  Unfortunately,  we 
never  found  any  other  victims.  If  they  were  out  there,  they 
weren't  talking." 


It  was  almost  ten  a.m.  by  the  time  Eric  left  the  prosecutors 
office  for  his  appointment  with  Major  Westover.  Just  as  Eric 
entered  the  defense  offices,  he  saw  Westover  exit  his  office  with 
Petty  Officer  Williams  in  tow. 


Eric  stopped  the  major.  "Sir,  I  don't  know  if  you 
remember  me.  My  name  is..." 

"Pecaro,  Special  Agent  Eric  Pecaro!"  How  you  doin' 
Eric?"  Westover  was  a  little  too  happy. 

"Fine  Major.  Sir,  I  think  we  had  an  appointment  for  this 
morning."  Eric  glanced  at  Williams  standing  next  to  his 
attorney. 
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"Damn,  you're  right  Eric,  sorry.  Some  things  came  up 
and  I  won't  be  able  to  talk  with  you  today.  I  did  want  to  go  over 
some  case  facts  with  you,  but  don't  worry,  we'll  just  cover 
them  tomorrow  in  court.  See  you  then!" 


Eric  stood  and  watched  Westover's  back  as  he  walked 
away  with  his  client.  The  hairs  on  the  back  of  Eric's  head  were 
standing  up.  He  was  sure  that  he  didn't  like  this  one  bit. 

As  Eric  piloted  his  rental  car  out  of  the  SJA  parking  lot, 
it  occurred  to  him  that  he  should  stop  into  his  old  office.  Most 
of  the  people  he  worked  with  should  have  still  been  there. 
After  all,  he  had  been  gone  less  than  six  months. 


Within  minutes,  Eric  was  at  the  NCIS  office.  He  found  a 
spot  in  the  chronically  overcrowded  lot  and  went  inside.  He 
approached  the  bullet  resistant  glass  in  front  of  the 
receptionist's  area  and  rung  the  bell.  A  female  voice  he 
recognized  came  over  the  intercom. 


"May  I  help  you?" 

"Tess,  it's  me  Eric.  Open  the  door." 
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He  had  barely  gotten  the  request  out,  when  the  door 
swung  open  and  Elizabeth  Tessari,  the  oldest  secretary  in  the 
agency,  maybe  the  entire  damned  government,  stood  in  the 
door  with  both  arms  outstretched. 


"Give  Tess  a  hug,  Baby!" 

Eric  put  his  arms  around  his  favorite  receptionist 
and  asked,  "Where's  the  boss?" 

"You  mean  Guy?  You  know  he's  retiring." 

Eric  was  surprised  by  the  news.  Guy  Thompson  was  the 
Resident  Agent  in  Charge  of  the  Quantico  NCIS  Regional 
Activity  and  a  good  friend.  He  had  unsuccessfully  pulled  every 
string  in  the  book  to  get  Eric's  orders  to  Okinawa  rescinded  and 
burned  up  quite  a  few  favors  in  the  process.  When  all  his  best 
efforts  could  not  keep  Eric  Pecaro  in  Virginia,  Guy  threw  the 
biggest  going  away  bash  that  Eric  had  ever  seen. 


Eric  knew  that  Guy  loved  his  job  and  could  have  definitely 
held  on  another  few  years  before  he  would  have  faced  the 
mandatory  age  fifty-seven  retirement  for  federal  law 
enforcement  officers. 
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Tess  took  Eric  Pecaro  by  the  hand  and  led  him  down  the 
hall  to  the  RAC's  office.  She  pushed  open  the  door  and 
announced,  "Look  Mr.  Thompson,  look  who  I  have  here!" 

Guy  Thompson  saw  his  old  friend,  jumped  out  of  his  high 
back  executive  chair,  and  came  around  his  desk.  He  grabbed 

Pecaro's  hand. 

"Eric,  you  old  son  of  a  bitch!  I  knew  you  couldn't  stay 
away  long!  Sit  down,  can  I  get  the  overpaid  help  to  get  you  a 
cup  of  coffee  or  something?" 

"No  thanks  Guy,  I'm  fine."  Eric  replied. 

Guy  Thompson  shooed  Tess  from  the  office  and  asked, 
"Are  you  here  for  the  Williams  case?" 

"Yes,  in  fact  I've  been  with  the  prosecutor  all  morning." 

"Figured  that,  they  called  here  a  couple  of  days  ago 
looking  for  you.  Did  you  get  the  news  about  my  retirement?" 

"Yeah,  just  got  it  from  Tess." 

"Telephone,  telegraph,  tell  it  to  Tess."  Guy  laughed. 

"How  long  did  she  wait  to  tell  you? 
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"Oh,  about  four  seconds."  Eric  smiled.  "Why  are  you 
pulling  the  plug  now?" 

"Got  an  offer  I  couldn't  refuse.  I  have  been  asked  to  take 
the  Deputy  Director  job  at  FLETC." 

Eric  was  happy  for  his  friend  and  former  supervisor. 
The  Federal  Law  Enforcement  Training  Center,  or  FLETC, 
located  at  the  former  Glenco  Naval  Air  Station  in  Brunswick, 
Georgia,  is  the  basic  training  academy  for  most  of  the  federal 
law  enforcement  agencies.  Having  been  there  several  times 
before,  Eric  was  quite  fond  of  "Club  Fed"  as  it  is 
affectionately  called  by  its  thousands  of  alumni  throughout 
the  federal  government. 


Eric  also  knew  that  the  Treasury  Department  had 
historically  run  the  huge  facility  and  always  staffed  its  senior 
positions  with  Treasury  personnel.  Curiosity  got  the  best  of 
Eric  and  he  asked  Guy  how,  as  a  retiring  Department  of 
Defense  employee,  he  got  such  a  coveted  position. 
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"It  helps  if  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  owes  you  a 
favor."  Guy  smiled  broadly  at  his  friend.  "You  know  that  FA-18 
Hornet  that  flew  off  the  deck  of  a  certain  aircraft  carrier  about  a 
year  ago?" 

Eric  searched  his  memory  for  a  moment.  "Yeah,  I 
remember.  You  flew  out  personally  on  that  case.  The  brass 
was  convinced  it  was  'pilot  error'  and  they  were  getting  ready 
to  courts  martial  the  Navy  lieutenant  flying  the  plane.  You 
found  out  that  a  bad  arrestor  cable  actually  caused  the 
accident.  You  saved  that  pilot's  ass.  He  was  a  young  guy,  a 
Lieutenant  Carson'  if  I  remember." 


"It  was  Lieutenant  Carlson,  the  son  of  Bill  Carlson,"  Guy 
replied. 

Eric  made  the  connection.  "William  H.  Carlson,  the 
Secretary  of  the  Treasury?"  He  smiled  at  his  old  supervisor. 
"Nice  move,  Guy." 

"No  old  friend,  just  incredibly  good  luck.  Carlson  found 
out  I  was  thinking  about  retirement  and  one  thing  sort  of  led  to 
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another."  Guy  looked  hard  at  his  friend.  "When  are  you 
punching  out,  Eric?" 

"I  really  don't  know  for  sure  Guy.  I  was  going  to  retire  in 
about  seven  months.  That  would  be  the  earliest  I  would  be 
eligible.  But  now,  since  I  am  overseas,  I  may  have  to  give  them 
another  year  in  the  states,  so  I  can  find  a  job." 


"Want  to  work  for  me  at  FLETC?  I  mean,  I  don't  know 
what  sort  of  positions  might  be  open  when  I  get  there,  but  I 
would  love  to  have  you  on  my  staff  again." 

"Be  an  instructor,  Guy?  I  don't  know.  I  have  never 
thought  about  teaching.  You  know  what  they  say,  'Them  that 
can,  do.  Them  that  can't,  teach.'" 

"Eric,  look  at  it  this  way,"  Guy  shot  back,  "Them  that  are 
getting  too  old  to  chase  suspects  up  flights  of  stairs,  either 
teach  or  die  of  premature  pulmonary  embolisms." 

"Good  point  Guy,"  Eric  admitted.  "Let  me  give  it  some 
thought." 

"Talk  to  Brenda.  In  the  meantime,  if  I  see  anything  that 
might  interest  you,  I'll  give  you  a  call.  How  about  that?" 
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During  his  short  drive  back  to  his  on-base  quarters,  Eric 
tried  to  plan  for  his  pending  collision  with  Major  Douglas 
Westover.  Eric's  last  interaction  with  the  defense  attorney 
resulted  in  the  suppression  of  a  confession  he  had  obtained 
from  a  suspect  and  it  was  the  only  confession  he  had  ever  lost 
in  court.  The  loss  of  that  confession  was  solely  due  to  the 
impressive  legal  skills  and  outright  gall  of  Doug  Westover. 


It  was  several  years  earlier  and  Eric  had  interrogated  a 
female  Marine  for  theft.  She  became  the  main  suspect  after  it 
was  revealed  that  she  had  been  seen  exiting  two  of  the  rooms 
hit  during  her  burglary  spree. 

This  suspect  was  a  tough  veteran  of  the  streets. 
Nonetheless,  Eric  had  managed  to  get  her  to  willingly  confess 
to  a  barracks  burglary  spree  that  she  had  committed  over  a 
period  of  several  weeks.  The  multiple  thefts  she  perpetrated 
against  her  fellow  Marines  had  netted  this  sterling  citizen 
several  thousand  dollars  in  ill-gotten  cash. 

During  the  two  hour  interrogation,  Eric  talked  the  suspect 
into  relinquishing  the  master  key  she  had  stolen  from  the 
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barracks  manager  and  convinced  her  to  lead  him  to  where  she 
had  concealed  the  money.  The  suspect  had  sealed  the  money 
in  a  plastic  box  and  hid  the  box  under  six  inches  of  standing 
dirty  water  in  the  bottom  of  a  mop  bucket  under  the  sink  in  her 
barracks  room. 

At  her  trial,  then  Captain  Westover  convinced  the 
members  of  the  panel  that  the  accused  was  a  not  particularly 
bright,  downtrodden  young  woman  from  the  inner  city.  This 
poor  girl  was  obviously  no  match  for  the  slick,  manipulative  CID 
investigator,  who  through  his  coercive  interrogation  tactics  had 
"brow  beat"  a  poor  innocent  woman  into  confessing  to 
something  she  had  not  done. 


Westover  also  got  the  members  to  believe  that  the 
thousands  of  dollars  seized  from  the  bottom  of  the  bucket  was 
actually  his  client's  life  savings,  and  that  she  kept  money  in 
buckets  of  water  because  she  did  not  trust  banks.  As  far  as  the 
stolen  master  key  was  concerned,  she  had  found  that  and  was 
just  getting  ready  to  return  it. 
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While  he  was  at  it,  the  good  captain  also  made  sure  the 
panel  knew  that  his  client  was  three  months  pregnant  and  had 
been  saving  the  money  to  try  and  have  something  to  raise  her 
baby  with,  since  she  would  unfortunately  have  to  raise  the  baby 
all  by  herself. 


Then,  just  to  assure  victory,  Westover  decided  to  also 
attack  Eric  personally.  As  the  unsuspecting  CID  investigator 
learned  that  day,  a  lie  can  be  easily  planted,  then  immediately 
accepted  as  the  truth  by  the  jury.  Such  was  Captain 
Westover's  plan  for  the  cross-examination  of  Eric  Pecaro. 


"Staff  Sergeant  Pecaro,  you  have  testified  that  my  client 
became  a  suspect  chiefly  because  she  was  allegedly  seen 
coming  out  of  one  of  the  burglarized  rooms."  Westover  began. 

"Two  of  the  rooms  Sir,"  Eric  had  corrected. 

"Two  of  the  rooms,"  the  bored  Captain  Westover 
repeated.  "You  also  said  that  you  interrogated  her  solely 
because  of  this  alleged  eye-witness  testimony." 

"That  is  correct  Sir." 
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"Are  you  SURE  that  was  the  only  reason?"  Westover 
looked  at  the  witness  with  obvious  disgust. 

"Yes  Sir."  Eric  remembered  how  the  hair  of  the  back  of 
his  head  had  started  to  stand  up. 

"Are  you  SURE  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  fact  that  my 
client  is  African-American?"  Westover  shot  a  knowing  smile  at 
the  three  black  members  of  the  panel. 

"Sir,  the  race  of  your  client..." 

"Staff  Sergeant,  and  I  remind  you  that  you  are  under  oath, 
is  it  not  true  that  on  several  occasions,  you  referred  to  my 
client  as,  That  Black  Bitch'?" 

"Sir,  that's  absolutely  not  true!"  Eric  looked  at  the  panel 
that  happened  to  be  forty  percent  African-American.  They  all 
returned  his  look  with  disapproving  glares. 

Westover  continued,  "Staff  Sergeant  Pecaro,  how  do  you 
really  feel  about  black  people?" 

The  prosecutor  finally  jumped  to  his  feet.  "Your  Honor,  I 
object.  This  line  of  questioning  has  nothing  to  do  with..." 
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"No  further  questions  your  Honor."  Westover  interrupted 
the  objection.  He  was  finished.  He  had  done  his  job. 

It  took  the  members  just  under  an  hour  to  dismiss 
the  charges  and  admonish  the  bewildered  Eric  Pecaro  for 
his  "unacceptable  treatment  of  a  clearly  innocent  Marine." 

As  the  dazed  investigator  left  the  courtroom,  Westover 
pulled  him  aside.  "Eric,  I  want  you  to  know  that  you  made  the 
right  call  on  this  case.  You  simply  lost  the  game  this  time. 
Keep  up  the  good  work  Marine.  I  hope  we  get  to  work  on  the 
same  team  someday." 


That  was  it.  A  guilty  perpetrator  went  free,  the  victims 
were  out  their  money  since  Eric  was  now  required  to  release  it 
back  to  the  criminal,  and  the  nine  senior  officers  who  made  up 
the  panel  all  believed  that  he  was  some  sort  of  coercive  racist. 
All  Westover  had  to  say  was  that  Eric  had  "lost  the  game  this 
time."  The  bitter  experience  of  that  trial  taught  Eric  Pecaro  to 
make  sure  that  he  never  lost  another  case,  but  he  also  never 
forgot  the  injustice  that  was  done  that  day. 

Eric  walked  in  the  front  door  of  his  quarters  still  wondering 
what  Major  Westover  would  have  up  his  sleeve  this  time. 
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Sarah  was  already  home  from  school  and  invited  her  father  to 
play  a  video  game  with  her.  The  house,  although  still  dirty,  had 
been  picked  up  quite  a  bit.  Brenda  was  in  the  kitchen  and  was 
frying  chicken,  Eric's  favorite  meal. 

Later  that  night,  as  Eric  lay  naked  next  to  his  wife,  his 
mind  raced  with  conflicting  feelings.  He  looked  over  at  the 
woman  snoring  beside  him.  He  had  put  his  lips  upon  hers,  and 
yet  he  felt  no  excitement.  She  disrobed  in  front  of  him,  yet  he 
felt  no  need  and  no  drive  to  take  her  body.  Although  they  had 
thrust  their  bodies  together  and  both  had  achieved  their 
individual  climaxes,  Eric  felt  empty,  wrong,  and  very  alone. 


Midori  Sasaki  returned  from  lunch  and  walked  past  the 
bench  that  she  had  shared  with  Eric  on  so  many  occasions. 
She  stopped  and  stared  at  it  for  several  moments,  then  glanced 
at  her  watch,  realized  she  was  late,  and  rushed  upstairs  to  her 
office. 


She  had  been  terribly  disappointed  when  she  returned  to 
work  the  Monday  following  the  Marine  Corps  Ball  and  found  out 
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that  Eric  had  gone  to  the  states.  Midori  remembered  sitting  at 
her  desk  outside  the  colonel's  office  and  watching  the  usual 
procession  of  senior  staff  file  out  after  the  Monday  morning 
meeting.  When  she  did  not  see  Eric,  she  grew  concerned  and 
finally  stopped  Major  Mathis  as  she  walked  by. 

"Major,  excuse  me  please.  Where  is  Top-San?" 

"Midori,  I'm  sorry,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  has  been 
called  back  to  the  states." 

Midori  went  pale.  Sally  Mathis  could  see  that  Midori  had 
misunderstood  her  and  believed  that  Eric  had  left  Okinawa 
permanently. 

"Oh  no  Midori,  I'm  sorry."  Sally  corrected  herself.  "Top  is 
in  the  states  for  about  a  week.  He  has  been  asked  to  testify  at  a 
trial." 


Midori  was  visibly  relieved.  She  also  feared  that  her 
expression  might  have  given  her  away.  She  thanked  the  major 
and  quickly  excused  herself  from  the  room.  A  short  time  later, 
Major  Mathis  stopped  by  Midori's  desk  and  asked  if  she  was  all 
right.  Mathis  then  reassured  her  that  Eric  would  be  back  in  a 
few  days. 
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Midori  realized  that  the  deputy  provost  marshal  had 
probably  recognized  her  feelings  for  Eric.  Major  Mathis  had 
never  said  anything  to  Midori  openly,  but  Midori  knew  that 
women  shared  what  the  Americans  called  a  "sixth  sense"  about 
these  things. 


Midori  put  her  small  purse  away  and  busied  herself  with 
filing  the  incident  complaint  reports  that  Colonel-San  had 
reviewed  earlier  that  day.  These  days  Midori  Sasaki  tried  to 
always  stay  very  busy.  For  when  her  work  slowed  down,  she 
could  not  help  but  think  about  the  man  who  had  held  her  in  his 
arms  so  securely  and  that  for  the  briefest  of  time  she  had 
feared  nothing. 


That  night,  Midori  drove  her  small  car  home.  After  eating 
dinner  with  her  family,  she  retired  to  her  room  where  she  lay  on 
her  bed  and  stared  at  the  bright  gold  button  on  her  dresser  until 
her  eyes  would  stay  open  no  longer.  Midori  fell  asleep  and 
dreamed  of  dancing  across  the  deck  of  a  mighty  sailing  ship. 
The  bright  sky  was  covered  in  soft  white  clouds  and  she  was  in 
the  arms  of  the  extraordinary  man  with  the  deep  blue  eyes. 
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"Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  do  you  swear  or  affirm  to  tell 
the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  so  help 
you?"  Mason  asked  of  the  Marine  on  the  witness  stand. 

"Yes  Sir,  I  do."  Eric  replied  then  sat  down  and  prepared  to 
answer  the  prosecutor's  questions  on  direct  examination.  It 
was  1345  hours,  Wednesday  and  the  trial  had  been  going  on  for 
over  a  day  and  a  half.  The  court  had  just  returned  from  a  thirty- 
minute  lunch  break  and  the  judge  was  determined  to  send  the 
panel  into  deliberations  by  1630  that  afternoon. 


The  military  court  system  totally  embraces  the  concept 
of  speedy  justice.  Any  frustrated  civilian  lawyer  who  has 
worked  the  military  court  system  would  certainly  agree. 
Courtroom  maneuvers  such  as  repeated  requests  for 
continuances  and  other  delaying  tactics  are  generally  not 
tolerated.  Attorneys  had  better  be  ready  to  go  when  court  is 
called  into  session,  or  be  ready  to  face  the  consequences. 


Major  Douglas  Westover  was  as  ready  as  he  would  ever 
be.  In  the  last  thirty-six  hours,  Westover  had  managed  to  cast 
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doubt  on  the  search  warrant  served  against  his  client,  the 
methods  used  in  the  DNA  collection,  and  even  the  testimony  of 
the  girl  that  his  client  had  held  down  and  raped.  Now,  as  he  sat 
at  the  defense  table  and  watched  Pecaro's  testimony,  Doug 
Westover  was  impressed  with  the  professional  demeanor  and 
the  obvious  candor  displayed  by  this  investigator. 

Pecaro  posed  a  most  serious  problem  to  the  defense 
attorney,  for  no  matter  what  other  evidence  Westover  had  been 
able  to  call  into  doubt,  if  the  panel  believed  Pecaro,  then  they 
would  accept  the  confession  he  took  from  Williams.  If  they 
accepted  the  confession  at  face  value,  then  it  was  all  over  for 
his  client.  Westover  knew  that  he  had  no  choice.  He  had  to 
destroy  Eric  Pecaro. 


"Master  Sergeant  Pecaro."  Major  Westover  started  his 
cross-examination.  "You  have  testified  that  after  roughing  up 
my  client..." 

"Objection  your  Honor,"  Mason  jumped  up.  The  defense 
is  making  insinuations  against  my  witness!" 

"Sustained,"  remarked  the  judge.  "Be  careful,  Major 
Westover." 
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"Your  Honor,"  Westover  declared.  "The  witness  has 
already  testified  that  he  went  to  my  client's  house,  pushed  my 
client's  little  daughter  out  of  the  way,  and  then  chased  Petty 
Officer  Williams,  who  it  had  not  been  established  had  done 
anything  wrong,  up  a  flight  of  stairs.  The  witness  then  testified 
that  he  dragged  my  client  down  those  same  stairs,  in  hand- 
irons,  in  front  of  his  children  and  the  entire  neighborhood.  Your 
Honor,  for  whatever  reason,  it  is  clear  to  me  that  the  witness 
roughed  up  my  client." 


"Your  Honor."  Mason  was  again  on  his  feet.  "I  must 
object  again.  Those  are  standard  apprehension  procedures." 

The  judge,  a  "Full  Bird"  Marine  colonel  was  growing 
impatient.  "The  panel  is  to  disregard  Major  Westover's  last 
statement.  Counsel,  I  will  remind  you  again  that  it  is  a  little  too 
early  in  the  winter  to  be  skating  on  such  thin  ice  with  me." 


"I'm  sorry  your  Honor."  Westover  replied.  He  then  turned 
his  attention  back  to  the  witness.  "So  I  am  to  understand  that 
you  apprehended  my  client  and  drove  him  to  the  NCIS  office  in 
handcuffs.  You  then  placed  him  in  an  eight  by  eight  room, 
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accused  him  of  raping  a  child,  and  then  he  simply  signed  a 
confession  because  he  thought  it  was  the  right  thing  to  do?" 

"No  Sir,"  Eric  replied.  "We  took  his  handcuffs  off  first, 
got  him  a  Coke,  advised  him  of  his  rights,  and  asked  him  for 
his  side  of  the  story.  Then  your  client  confessed  to  raping  the 
victim." 


Major  Westover  looked  over  at  the  panel.  Most  were 
smiling.  They  liked  Pecaro,  especially  the  enlisted  members. 

As  a  defense  attorney,  Westover  hated  enlisted  panel 
members.  Generally,  the  Panel,  the  military  equivalent  of  a 
jury,  consists  of  commissioned  officers.  However  regulations 
allow  an  enlisted  defendant  to  ask  for  a  certain  percent  of  the 
panel  to  be  enlisted.  The  thought  behind  the  rule  was  that 
enlisted  members  would  be  less  prejudicial  against  the 
accused.  Unfortunately  in  virtually  every  case,  the  enlisted 
members  turned  out  to  be  significantly  less  compassionate.  In 
this  case,  they  obviously  liked  the  prosecution's  chief  witness. 
Westover  had  to  do  something  and  fast. 
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"Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  did  you  tell  my  client  anything 
to  make  him  confess  to  this  crime?"  Westover  knew  he  had 
one  shot. 

"Sir,  I  don't  'make'  suspects  do  anything." 

"Allow  me  to  rephrase  the  question."  Westover  smiled  at 
the  jury.  "Didn't  you  tell  my  client  that  if  he  owned  any 
pornographic  movies,  especially  any  in  which  the  participants 
could  be  'misconstrued'  as  underage,  then  people  would  decide 
he  raped  that  girl?" 


"No  Sir,  that's  not  what  I  said,  exactly."  Pecaro  could  see 
that  the  defense  was  taking  the  tactic  of  mixing  part  of  an 
actual  statement,  with  a  completely  false  allegation,  therefore 
placing  him  in  the  position  where  he  would  have  to  "admit"  to 
something  that  was  not  true. 


Westover  was  not  going  to  let  up.  "And  didn't  you  tell  my 
client  that,  and  I  believe  I  am  quoting  you  here,  "That  it  was 
okay  to  have  sex  with  this  girl  because  she  was  'loose'  and  a 
slut?'" 
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"Sir,  I  never  said  it  was  acceptable  to  have  sex  with  that 

girl." 


"But  you  do  remember  calling  the  alleged  victim  a 

'slut? . Yes  Sir,  I  recall  saying  that  to  your  client." 

"And  Top  Pecaro,  I  also  believe  you  explained  to  him  that 
it  was  okay  to  have  sex  with  that  girl,  because  'everyone  else 
was.'" 


"I  never  said  it  was  okay  to  have  sex  with  her,  Sir." 

"Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  did  you  insinuate  to  my  client 
that  you  knew  for  a  fact  that  this  young  girl  was  sexually 
interested  in  him?  I  think  you  may  have  used  the  words, 
turned  on'  by  him  and  that  she  really  'wanted  him?"' 


Eric  knew  that  Westover  was  aware  that  the  Supreme 
Court  had  decided  a  long  time  before  this  trial  that  the 
police  were  allowed  to  deceive  suspects  in  this  fashion. 
Westover  was  clearly  attempting  to  mislead  the  panel. 


"Sir,  I  do  recall  using  that  line  of  reasoning  with 
your  client." 
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"So  at  exactly  what  point  during  your  interview  of 
the  alleged  victim,  did  she  admit  to  you  her  amorous 
feelings  towards  my  client?" 

"Sir,  the  victim  never  told  me  anything  like  that." 

"So,  you  admit  that  you  LIED  to  my  client?"  Major 
Westover's  tone  turned  accusatory,  mocking.  "So  tell  me  Top, 
what  else  have  you  LIED  about?  What  are  you  LYING  about 
now?" 


Mason  jumped  to  his  feet.  "I  object  Your  Honor.  The 
defense  counsel  is  clearly  berating  my  witness!" 

"Major  Westover,"  the  judge  boomed,  "Please  approach 
the  bench!" 

As  the  three  officers  of  the  court  huddled  in  extended 
discussion,  Eric  continued  to  sit  on  the  witness  chair  and 
looked  over  at  the  Marines  on  the  panel.  They  looked  back  at 
him  uneasily.  Eric  decided  this  sidebar  was  taking  far  too  long. 


As  he  continued  to  argue  inane  points  of  law,  Doug 
Westover  kept  sneaking  glances  back  at  the  witness  and  the 
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panel.  This  was  going  exactly  as  he  had  planned.  Westover 
had  hoped  his  allegation  would  damage  Pecaro's  rapport  with 
the  panel  and  that  the  extended  lapse  in  questioning  would 
allow  their  "relationship"  to  become  more  and  more 
uncomfortable  as  they  all  would  be  forced  to  stare  at  each 
other  in  silence. 

Finally,  the  judge  would  allow  Westover  to  argue  no 
longer.  "The  panel  is  to  disregard  the  outburst  by  the  defense. 
Major  Westover,  do  you  have  any  further  questions?" 

"Not  at  this  time  Your  Honor.  However,  I  reserve  the  right 
to  recall  this  witness."  Westover  placed  a  definitive  element  of 
distaste  in  his  reply. 

The  prosecutor  was  well  aware  that  he  had  been  placed  in 
the  position  of  having  to  rehabilitate  his  star  witness.  "Master 
Sergeant  Pecaro,"  he  began.  "Can  you  list  for  this  court,  the 
training  in  Interview  and  Interrogation  you  have  received  as  an 
investigator  and  special  agent?" 


Westover  jumped  to  his  feet.  "Your  Honor,  the 
prosecution  has  already  laid  the  foundation  for  the  testimony  of 
this  witness!" 
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"Overruled  counsel,  I  will  allow  this  line  of  questioning 
to  continue." 

"Thank  you  Your  Honor."  Mason  continued,  "Master 
Sergeant  Pecaro,  you  may  answer  the  question." 

"Well  Sir,  I  have  received  Interview  and  Interrogation 
training  at  the  U.S.  Army  Criminal  Investigation  Course  and  the 
Naval  Criminal  Investigative  Service  basic  agent's  course.  I  am 
also  a  graduate  of  the  Treasury  Department's  advanced 
interview  course,  the  Reid  basic  and  advanced  courses  in 
Interviews  and  Interrogations,  and  the  Kinesics  course.  In 
addition,  I  have  taught  basic  and  advanced  Interviews  and 
Interrogations  to  federal,  state,  and  local  police  departments 
across  the  country." 


"Now  Top,  I  am  sure  the  defense  would  argue  that  you 
most  certainly  used  all  this  training  and  experience  in  Interviews 
and  Interrogations  to  overwhelm  his  'poor  defenseless  client.' 
However,  I  understand  that  there  is  a  common  element  to  all 
these  courses,  something  far  more  important  than  simply 
getting  someone  to  confess  to  a  crime.  Am  I  correct?" 
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"Yes  Sir,"  Eric  agreed. 

"And  what  is  that,  Top?" 

"The  rules  sir.  There  are  strict  operational  and 
constitutional  rules  an  investigator  must  follow,  or 
admissions  made  by  a  suspect  are  useless." 

"Okay  Top,  and  what  do  you  understand  the  rules  to  be 
regarding  lying  to  a  suspect?" 

Westover  sprang  to  his  feet.  "I  object!" 

"Overruled,  sit  down  counsel."  The  judge  addressed  the 
witness.  "You  may  answer  the  question,  Master  Sergeant." 

"Sir,  trickery  and  deceit  are  completely  appropriate 
providing  the  ruse  used  would  not  cause  an  innocent  person 
to  confess." 

"Now  Top,  if  I  wrongfully  accused  you  of  raping  a  thirteen- 
year-old  girl..." 

Westover  again  jumped  to  his  feet.  "I  object  Your  Honor! 
The  prosecution  is  asking  the  witness  to  form  a  conclusion!" 
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"You  are  premature,  counsel.  I  may  consider  your 
objection  in  about  a  minute  and  a  half.  Continue,  Colonel 
Mason." 

Colonel  Mason  smiled  and  looked  directly  at  the  panel  as 
he  posed  the  question  to  his  witness.  "Thank  you,  Your  Honor. 
Now  Top,  if  you  were  accused  of  raping  a  thirteen-year-old  girl 
and  a  police  interrogator  told  you  that  it  was  okay  to  rape  her 
because  she  was  a  'slut'  anyway,  would  you  confess?" 


Westover  jumped  up.  The  judge  cut  him  off.  "Your 
objection  is  sustained,  Major.  Top,  you  are  not  to  answer  that 
question." 

The  damage  was  done.  The  panel  members  looked  at 
each  other.  Clearly,  not  one  of  them  would  have  confessed  to 
a  crime  that  they  did  not  commit,  based  simply  on  statements 
made  about  the  morals  of  the  victim. 


The  prosecutor  continued.  "Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  I 
understand  that  it  is  possible  for  a  confused  and  fearful 
suspect  to  simply  'go  along'  with  statements  made  by  a  police 
interrogator.  However,  didn't  Petty  Officer  Williams  explain  to 
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you,  in  his  own  words,  why  he  believed  it  was  all  right  to  have 
sex  with  this  little  girl?" 

This  time  Westover  wasn't  ready.  Before  he  could  come 
up  with  an  issue  to  object  to,  Eric  answered  the  prosecutor's 
question. 


"Yes  Sir,  he  did,"  Eric  began.  "Do  you  want  it  verbatim 

Sir?" 


"Yes,  Top,  please  tell  the  court  exactly  what  he  said." 

"Sir,  Petty  Officer  Williams  said,  and  I  quote,  'She 
raised  her  ass  as  I  pulled  off  her  bathing  suit.  That's  how  I 
knew  she  wanted  me.'" 
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The  flight  from  Los  Angeles  to  Osaka,  Japan,  was  full  and 
once  again  Eric  Pecaro  found  himself  quite  unable  to  sleep. 
This  time  he  attributed  it  to  the  hard  narrow  coach  seat.  No 
matter  how  much  the  Marine  twisted  and  turned,  he  just  could 
not  get  comfortable.  Worse  yet,  he  was  in  an  aisle  seat.  This 
meant  that  every  time  he  accidentally  allowed  some  part  of  his 
body  to  protrude  into  the  aisle,  he  would  get  that  body  part 
clipped  by  the  metal  drink  cart  as  it  was  pushed  through  by  the 
sour,  middle  aged,  overweight,  flight  attendant.  Eric  thought 
about  how  he  had  never  in  his  life  paid  this  much  attention  to 
stewardesses,  but  ever  since  he  saw  that  girl  on  Asiana 
Airways,  he  was  spooked. 


Eric  had  dreamed  of  Midori  almost  every  night  since  the 
Marine  Corps  Ball.  In  the  dream,  they  were  together  on  the 
deck  of  a  grand  yacht,  he  in  his  dress  blues,  and  she  in  a  white 
silk  gown.  They  were  dancing,  but  there  was  no  music,  just  the 
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sound  of  the  wind,  the  ocean,  and  the  repeated  swish  of  the 
gown  against  the  wood  decking  of  the  three-mast  ship.  In  the 
dream,  he  held  her  so  tightly  that  his  hands  could  feel  the 
bones  of  her  back  through  the  thin  white  silk  of  her  gown.  In 
the  dream,  he  steadily  looked  down  into  her  eyes,  which  were 
in  turn  looking  up  into  his,  their  gazes  locked  together  for  an 
eternity.  In  the  dream,  the  dance  never  ends. 

Eric  shook  his  head  and  turned  his  thoughts  to  the  trial 
he  had  just  testified  in.  Several  witnesses  had  been  recalled;  he 
was  not.  Still,  he  was  told  that  he  could  not  leave  Quantico  until 
the  whole  thing  was  over.  It  was  late  Thursday  afternoon  before 
he  got  the  word  that  he  could  fly  out  on  Friday  morning.  The 
panel  had  decided  on  a  verdict. 


The  ecstatic  Lieutenant  Colonel  Mason  had  personally 
called  Eric  on  Thursday  night  and  informed  him  that  Petty 
Officer  First  Class  Ray  Williams  was  found  guilty  of  Rape, 
Carnal  Knowledge,  Assault,  and  Obstruction  of  Justice.  He  was 
sentenced  to  thirty  years  in  maximum  security  at  Fort 
Leavenworth,  Kansas  and  he  was  in  fact,  already  on  his  way  to 
prison. 

Eric  was  pleased  and  relieved.  He  had  felt  pretty  good 
about  his  testimony  when  he  got  off  the  stand.  He  was  quite 
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surprised  however,  when  Colonel  Mason  put  the  defense 
attorney  on  the  phone.  Major  Westover  actually  congratulated 
Eric  on  the  quality  of  his  testimony  and  repeated  the  statement 
he  had  made  ten  years  earlier  that  he  would  love  to  work  on  the 
same  "side  of  the  fence"  someday. 

Eric  put  the  trial  out  of  his  mind  and  closed  his  eyes.  His 
thoughts  immediately  returned  to  Midori. 


"Theodore,  I  have  wonderful  news!"  Maria  Schull  spoke 
excitedly  into  her  phone.  "Please  come  by  my  house.  I  have  to 
tell  you!" 

The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  was  in  his  church  office 
and  had  been  working  on  Sunday's  sermon  when  the  phone 
rang.  He  really  was  not  in  the  mood  to  talk  to  anybody  right  at 
that  moment.  "Maria,  I  am  extremely  busy.  How  about  we  talk 
after  church  on  Sunday?"  Quinn  had  grown  used  to  his  Sunday 
afternoon  interludes  with  the  wife  of  his  former  supervisor. 


"Theodore,  I  can't  wait  to  tell  you!"  She  was  overjoyed. 
"Why  don't  you  come  by  my  house  tonight?  I  promise  I  will  do 
everything  for  you.  You  will  have  a  very  wonderful  time." 
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Ted  Quinn  would  have  loved  to  take  her  up  on  her 
proposal,  but  he  simply  could  not  get  away  this  evening. 
Nonetheless,  he  knew  that  Master  Gunny  Schull  was  going  to 
be  out  of  town  for  the  foreseeable  future  and  he  sure  wouldn't 
mind  having  sex  with  Maria  on  something  other  than  his  office 
sofa. 


"I  tell  you  what  Maria,  tonight  is  just  impossible.  How 
about  we  get  together  tomorrow  night?  I  can  come  by  your 
house  at  about  nine  p.m." 

Maria  was  disappointed,  but  understood  the  busy 
schedule  of  her  lover,  the  extraordinary  man  of  God  who  had 
performed  the  most  wonderful  miracles.  Yes,  she  would  wait 
for  him,  once  again. 


"Theodore,  I  will  see  you  tomorrow  night,  and  Theodore?" 
"Yes  Maria?" 

"I  love  you." 

Quinn  placed  the  phone  down  into  the  cradle  and  leaned 
back  in  his  torn  swivel  chair.  He  was  troubled.  He  had  never 


Page 


456 


Pecaro’s  Year 


meant  for  his  relationship  with  Maria  to  go  this  far.  He  knew 
that  Maria  needed  a  physical  relationship  with  him  to  rebuild 
her  self-esteem  and  to  understand  that  she  was  a  worthy 
recipient  of  God's  love.  Now  it  had  probably  gone  too  far.  Maria 
had  fallen  in  love  with  him  and  that  was  not  what  he  wanted. 
Worse,  her  feelings  could  possibly  be  dangerous  to  him  and 
his  ministry. 

Theodore  Quinn  decided  that  he  just  could  not  let  that 
happen  and  decided  that  when  he  dropped  by  that  next 
evening,  he  would  tell  her  that  they  would  not  be  able  to  "get 
together"  anymore.  Quinn  was  sure  that  Maria  would 
understand.  She  was  one  of  God's  creatures  and 
appropriately,  she  looked  to  him  for  guidance.  The  reverend, 
satisfied  with  his  resolution,  returned  to  the  preparation  of 
his  sermon. 


Sally  Mathis  waited  just  outside  the  baggage  claim  area  of 
the  Naha  International  Airport,  as  Eric  emerged  through  the 
double  doors.  She  shook  her  friend's  hand,  grabbed  the  largest 
of  Eric's  suitcases  and  walked  briskly  out  to  the  parking  lot  with 
the  jet-lagged  master  sergeant  in  tow. 


Page 


457 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Damn,  I  am  going  to  have  to  hobble  that  woman  before 
she  kills  me,  Eric  grimaced,  as  he  followed  her  out  to  her  car. 
Well,  at  least  it  is  Saturday  and  I  can  get  caught  up  on  my 
sleep.  The  thought  comforted  him. 


Sally  and  Eric  stowed  the  bags  in  the  trunk  of  Sally's 
sport  coupe,  and  as  they  buckled  their  seat  belts,  Sally  offered 
a  suggestion.  "Hey  Eric,  it's  after  1800  hours  and  Speedy's  is 
open.  Let's  get  us  a  beer." 

"Aw,  I  don't  know  Sally.  I'm  dead  to  the  world.  Can  I  get  a 
rain  check?" 

"Fuck  no,  Eric."  She  smiled,  "I'm  thirsty  as  hell  and  I  want 
to  hear  all  about  your  'big  case.'" 

Eric  Pecaro  knew  that  to  argue  with  his  bull  headed  friend 
would  have  been  futile.  Besides,  now  that  he  had  a  chance  to 
reconsider,  he  decided  that  a  cold  beer  sounded  pretty  good 
right  about  now.  "Well,  you're  driving  Major.  I  guess  I  should 
consider  myself  hijacked." 
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The  forty-five  minute  drive  to  Kadena  Air  Base  was  filled 
with  mostly  small  talk.  Sally  had  some  things  she  wanted  to 
ask  Eric  about,  but  figured  those  things  were  best  discussed 
over  a  beer,  or  two,  or  six. 


Sally  zipped  into  the  parking  lot  of  Speedy's  with  the 
usual  screech  of  her  tires  and  within  minutes,  the  two  friends 
were  sitting  at  a  small,  round,  wobbly  table  in  the  basement  bar. 
Each  of  them  sipped  on  an  ice-cold  Sapporo  beer. 


"You  look  like  shit  Eric,"  Sally  began,  "now  tell  me 
all  about  the  case." 

For  the  next  hour,  Eric  Pecaro  described  the  prosecution 
and  conviction  of  Petty  Officer  First  Class  Ray  Williams  in 
intimate  detail.  After  he  was  finished,  Sally  gathered  the  dead 
soldiers  off  the  table  and  carried  them  to  the  bar.  She  then  sat 
back  down,  heartily  congratulated  "The  best  damn  cop"  she 
ever  met,  and  promptly  shifted  the  focus  of  the  conversation. 


"Now,  tell  me  Eric.  How  are  things  at  home?" 
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Eric  decided  that  he  had  not  yet  consumed  enough  beer 
to  discuss  that  particular  issue  and  made  a  proposal.  "I'll  tell 
you  what  Sally,"  he  began,  "You  buy  me  another  beer  and  tell 
me  how  your  hot  date  with  the  Air  Force  guy  went,  and  I  might 
fill  you  in  on  a  few  grizzly  details  of  my  own." 


"You  mean  the  guy  at  the  ball?  Fair  enough.  Hey 
Speedy!"  Sally  yelled  over  to  the  old  Japanese  proprietor  that 
the  club  was  named  after.  "Two  more  very  large  Sapporo's  for 
me  and  my  boyfriend!" 


Sally  narrowed  her  eyes  and  shot  Eric  her  most  serious 
look.  "He  was  a  complete  dork,  Eric.  Ann  and  I  took  him  and 
his  fellow  'fly  boy'  out  on  the  town.  We  had  those  losers  out 
until  after  0400  and  then  took  them  back  to  our  place." 

"So  what  happened?"  Eric  inquired. 

"Nothing." 

"Nothing?"  Eric  was  astounded.  He  always  found  both 
Sally  and  Ann  to  be  incredibly  sensuous  women. 
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"Nothing  Eric,  not  a  fucking  thing!  Ann's  date  was  so 
drunk  he  passed  out  on  the  sofa,  and  my  date  turned  out  to  be 
such  a  loser  that  I  decided  to  tell  him  to  wake  up  his  buddy 
and  just  get  the  hell  out." 

"Gee  Sally.  I  am  really  sorry.  It  looked  like  you  guys 
were  having  a  really  good  time." 

"Well,  that's  how  the  fortune  cookie  crumbles  Eric. 
Talking  about  fortune  cookies,  I  do  believe  I  saw  you  and  Midori 
Sasaki  dancing  up  a  storm  at  the  ball."  Sally  was  now  smiling 
broadly. 


Eric  had  to  play  this  down.  "Sally,  it  was  just  a  dance." 

"No  Eric,  to  be  more  accurate,  it  was  more  near  to  a  shit 
load  of  dances,  not  that  I  was  counting.  In  fact  you  guys  were 
still  going  strong  when  Ann  and  I  left  with  the  loser  twins.'" 

"I'm  sure  it  wasn't  that  many..." 

"So,  did  you  take  her  home?"  Sally  looked  at  her  friend 
with  the  largest,  most  inquisitive  eyes  she  could  express. 

"Sally,  I  am  a  married  man!"  Eric  protested. 
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"So,  did. ..you. ..take. ..her.. .home?"  Sally  was  still 
grinning  as  she  asked  her  friend  more  slowly. 

Eric  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  answered  pensively,  "No 
Sally,  I  truly  did  not." 

"Then  you  truly  are  a  fucking  idiot,"  she  announced.  "You 
know,  that  filly  is  hopelessly  in  love  with  you." 

"Sally,  what  the  hell  am  I  supposed  to  do?"  The 
frustration  was  building.  "I  am  married!"  If  I  so  much  as  lay  a 
finger  on  Midori,  I  could  lose  my  career,  my  retirement, 
everything.  The  Marine  Corps  does  not  take  kindly  to  adultery!" 


Sally  could  see  the  intense  conflict  in  her  friend  and 
decided  it  was  time  to  change  the  subject.  "You  promised  to  tell 
me  about  how  things  went  at  home,"  she  asked  more  quietly 
this  time. 


"Sally,  you  don't  really  want  to  know."  Eric  had  always 
kept  this  subject  deep  inside  of  himself.  Now  he  was  a  little 
drunk,  very  tired,  and  extremely  beat-up  emotionally.  God, 
don't  push  me  on  this,  he  thought. 
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Sally  touched  the  back  of  her  friend's  hand.  "Try  me,"  she 
whispered. 

Eric  gave  up.  He  was  tired  and  it  was  time  to  talk  to 
somebody.  Over  the  succeeding  two  hours,  and  numerous 
drinks,  the  increasingly  intoxicated  Eric  Pecaro  told  his  friend 
the  complete  story  of  his  married  life.  He  discussed  each  of 
Brenda's  problems  in  intimate  detail  and  as  compassionately  as 
he  could.  However,  the  alcohol  made  it  significantly  harder  for 
the  Marine  to  disguise  the  fact  that  he  felt  absolutely  nothing 
for  his  wife  of  almost  eight  years. 


As  she  listened,  Sally  felt  herself  wishing  that  there  were 
some  magic  potion  that  she  could  give  her  friend  that  would 
cause  him  to  be  suddenly  in  love  with  the  most  unattractive, 
slovenly,  lazy,  and  self-centered  woman  he  had  ever  known. 


Finally,  it  was  all  out.  Eric  was  as  drained  as  the  brown 
glass  bottle  that  up  until  recently  had  contained  his  latest  beer. 

"Why  don't  you  divorce  her?"  Sally  asked. 
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"I  can't  Sally.  She  needs  me.  I  feel  responsible  for  her," 
Eric  continued,  "Brenda  really  does  not  have  much  family  and 
since  she  married  me,  what  was  left  of  her  family  has 
fragmented.  She  would  have  nowhere  else  to  go.  Besides,  my 
father  lost  his  children  through  a  nasty  divorce.  I  could  never 
do  that  to  either  Sarah  or  myself."  He  looked  at  his  friend;  his 
demoralized  state  was  obvious.  "Pretty  pathetic,  huh?" 


"And  you  never  loved  her?"  Sally  was  still  trying  to 
digest  what  she  had  been  told. 

"Sally,  to  tell  the  truth  I  have  always  thought  that 
the  whole  'love'  thing  was  pretty  over  rated  anyway." 

"And  you  won't  leave  her."  This  was  more  of  a  statement 
then  a  question.  Sally  was  starting  to  understand. 

"I  can't  Sally,  I'm  responsible.  Besides,  she  doesn't 
function  well  on  her  own." 

Eric  looked  at  his  disbelieving  friend  and  then  decided  he 
would  share  something  he  had  never  shared  with  anyone.  "To 
tell  the  truth  Sally,  I  tried  to  leave  her  once." 

"What  happened?" 
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"She  swallowed  a  bottle  of  pills.  I  found  her  unconscious 
on  the  sofa.  The  pills  were  on  the  floor.  When  she  came  to  in 
the  hospital,  I  was  there.  She  begged  me  not  to  leave  her  and 
swore  that  she  would  change.  Sally,  she  did  change  for  about 
six  months  and  then  went  back  to  the  person  she  always  was. 
Still,  I  can't  leave  her,  Sally.  I  can't  be  responsible  for  anything 
happening  to  her." 


Midnight  had  just  passed  when  Sally  Mathis  drove  her 
friend  home  and  put  him  to  bed.  She  was  still  reeling  from 
everything  he  had  said.  Her  heart  was  breaking  for  him.  Eric 
Pecaro  was  one  of  the  smartest,  sexiest,  kindest,  and  most 
honorable  men  she  had  ever  known.  He  was  in  a  horrible 
position.  There  was  no  doubt  that  he  loved  Midori,  perhaps  as 
much  as  Midori  loved  him,  if  that  was  possible.  Yet  it  was  now 
quite  clear  that  he  would  never  do  anything  to  act  on  his 
feelings. 


Sally  also  knew  that  Midori  Sasaki  carried  with  her  an 
equally  strong  sense  of  honor,  morality,  and  strength  of 
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character.  But  Sally  could  plainly  see  that  Eric  had  now 
become  the  center  of  Midori's  world. 

Unfortunately,  as  long  as  Eric  Pecaro  was  the  property  of 
another  woman,  Midori  would  never  do  anything  about  the  love 
she  felt.  There  was  no  doubt  of  this.  As  the  young  major  pulled 
into  the  parking  space  in  front  of  her  apartment,  she  decided 
that  she  was  just  as  sure  of  one  other  thing.  This  state  of  affairs 
could  not,  would  not,  stand. 


The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  piloted  his  black  Toyota 
Crown  through  the  back  streets  of  Ishikawa,  in  central  Okinawa. 
It  was  after  nine  p.m.  on  Saturday  and  he  was  running  late  for 
his  appointment  with  Maria.  As  he  sat  at  a  light,  Quinn  ran  his 
hand  over  the  red  leather  interior.  Losing  the  CID  sedan  all 
those  months  earlier  had  turned  out  to  be  a  blessing.  The 
congregation,  after  hearing  of  his  plight,  put  their  money 
together,  and  purchased  him  this  beautiful  car,  just  like  his 
flock  had  done  in  South  Carolina  nearly  a  year  earlier.  Quinn 
quoted  Psalm  103  to  the  empty  passenger  cabin. 

"Praise  the  Lord  who  satisfies  your  desires  with 
good  things." 
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Quinn  thought  about  his  church  in  Beaufort.  He  would 
see  them  all  again  in  less  than  three  months.  He  missed  his 
church.  He  also  missed  his  wife  and  children.  Yet,  he  was 
gladdened  by  the  work  he  had  been  able  to  do  in  Okinawa. 
Theodore  had  lost  count  of  all  the  souls  he  had  personally 
brought  to  the  Lord  and  spent  every  day  glowing  over  the 
rewards  he  knew  he  would  receive  one  fine  day. 


Ted  Quinn  was  well  aware  that  his  time  in  Japan  had  not 
been  a  complete  success.  For  one  thing  he  had  lost  any 
authority  he  ever  had  at  CID.  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  had  seen 
to  that.  In  just  a  few  short  months,  Ted  had  gone  from  being 
the  de-facto  Chief  Investigator,  to  being  the  "Central  District 
NCOIC."  That  put  him  under  the  constant  thumb  of  the  chief 
investigator.  It  was  a  position  that  everyone  knew  had  no  real 
authority. 


"The  Legendary  Eric  Pecaro,"  Quinn  seethed  out  loud. 
"He  is  in  the  chair  that  should  have  been  mine."  Quinn 
wondered  to  himself.  Nobody  even  knew  he  was  coming  to 
Okinawa .  He  was  not  wanted  here . 
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Over  the  months,  Gunny  Quinn  had  spent  many  sleepless 
nights  wondering  how  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  after  years  with 
NCIS,  and  in  his  final  assignment  in  his  Marine  Corps  Career, 
got  sent  to  CID,  Okinawa. 


Quinn  was  sure  that  Pecaro  must  have  messed  up 
somewhere,  but  where,  and  how?  At  one  time,  that  information 
would  have  been  valuable,  very  valuable.  Now,  Pecaro  had 
made  a  name  for  himself  that  even  Quinn  could  not  damage, 
and  Ted  Quinn  certainly  knew  how  to  bring  people  down.  He 
had  found  it  necessary  to  do  that  before.  Pecaro,  it  seemed, 
was  in  too  good  with  the  right  people.  He  was  in  the  place  that 
should  have  been  Ted  Quinn's. 


The  rain  pounded  incessantly  against  the  windshield  of 
the  big  Toyota.  When  Quinn  made  his  plans,  he  had  failed  to 
consider  the  weather.  Late  November  was  the  tail  end  of  the 
typhoon  season,  the  worst  part.  This  evening,  Okinawa  was  in 
TC-1E,  Tropical  Storm  Condition  One  "Emergency." That 
meant  that  the  arrival  of  a  dangerous  typhoon  was  imminent 
and  both  the  military  and  local  authorities  ordered  everyone, 
military  and  civilian  alike,  inside. 
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Theodore  Quinn  would  have  very  much  liked  to  be 
inside,  in  his  own  quarters,  but  he  had  an  appointment  he  had 
promised  to  keep.  As  he  got  closer  to  the  base,  he  found 
himself  having  to  repeatedly  dodge  downed  trees,  flying 
trashcans,  and  other  high-speed,  wind  blown  hazards. 


Gunny  Quinn  drove  up  to  the  gate,  and  was  stopped  by 
the  sentry  on  post.  No  active  duty  personnel  were  authorized 
to  be  on  the  roads.  Quinn  flashed  his  CID  badge  and 
credentials  at  the  Marine  MP,  who  allowed  him  to  go  through. 
The  gusts  were  already  well  in  excess  of  one  hundred  miles  an 
hour  and  as  Quinn  drove  through  the  family  housing  area,  he 
found  that  his  windshield  wipers  were  quite  useless  against 
the  driving  rain. 


Quinn  pulled  into  the  Sergeant's  Major  residential  area.  It 
was  the  nicest  enlisted  housing  in  Okinawa.  As  an  E-9,  Master 
Gunnery  Sergeant  Terry  Schull  had  earned  the  right  to  live 
there.  Now,  Mrs.  Schull  would  be  waiting  just  behind  the  living 
room  curtain,  to  give  her  body  to  the  man  who  had  taken  her 
husband's  place,  first  at  the  job  and  then  in  his  own  bed.  Quinn 
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dimmed  the  Toyota's  lights  and  coasted  to  the  curb  in  front  of 
the  quarters. 

Before  he  could  knock,  Maria  opened  the  door  and  pulled 
him  into  the  front  room.  Quinn  instantly  felt  the  heat,  not  just 
the  hot  breath  of  the  married  woman  with  whom  he  was  about 
to  fornicate,  but  also  the  heat  blasting  from  the  vents  in  the 
floor  of  the  quarters.  Maria  had  often  told  him  how  she  hated 
the  cold,  feared  it,  as  one  feared  death.  Maria  closed  the  door 
behind  her  lover  and  threw  the  deadbolt,  allowing  her  thin  robe 
to  fall  to  the  floor;  exposing  her  nakedness  fully  to  the  man  she 
loved.  She  threw  her  arms  around  him  and  kissed  Quinn  deeply 
before  leading  him  to  her  bedroom. 


This  time  the  sex  with  Maria  was  especially  passionate. 
She  got  on  top  of  the  good  reverend  and  rode  him  wildly, 
without  fear  or  remorse.  Her  gold  crucifix  dangled  just  above 
the  reverend's  face  as  he  lay  on  his  back  and  enjoyed  the  fruits 
of  this  fervent  woman's  gifts. 


After  she  finished  making  love  to  her  minister,  Maria  laid 
her  head  on  the  pillow  next  to  his  and  quickly  fell  asleep.  As 
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she  dozed  contentedly  beside  him,  the  reverend  thought  of  all 
the  things  that  had  transpired  that  had  led  him  to  be  in  bed 
with  the  wife  of  his  former  supervisor. 

Quinn  had  never  expected  things  to  turn  out  this  way. 

He  thought  back  to  the  weeks  immediately  succeeding  his 
arrival  in  Okinawa.  Master  Gunny  Schull  was  the  chief 
investigator  at  that  time,  but  it  did  not  take  long  for  Quinn  to 
decide  that  Schull  was  completely  incompetent  and  needed  to 
be  replaced.  The  trouble  was  that  Schull  was  pretty  well  liked 
by  the  colonel  and  nothing  short  of  Schull  committing  some 
kind  of  criminal  act  was  going  to  get  the  Master  Gunny 
relieved.  Then  Ted  Quinn  met  Sophia  Aguiar. 


Acting  on  a  tip,  Gunny  Quinn  had  staked  out  the 
unsuspecting  Sophia  as  she  picked  up  several  cases  of  black 
market  liquor  from  a  civilian  worker  at  the  PX  "Package  Store" 
on  base.  Quinn  followed  Sophia  out  to  her  place  where  he 
personally  busted  her  with  an  apartment  full  of  black-market 
alcohol  and  cigarettes.  Sophia's  arrest  was  an  especially 
unfortunate  situation,  because  as  a  Philippine  National,  she 
would  most  certainly  be  deported  just  as  soon  as  Quinn  had  a 
chance  to  contact  the  Japanese  authorities. 
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Sophia  had  sobbed  openly  in  Quinn's  office  surrounded 
by  the  evidence  taken  from  her  home.  Each  time  Quinn 
reached  for  the  telephone  to  call  the  customs  service,  she 
grabbed  his  arm  and  begged  him  to  stop.  She  finally  informed 
the  chief  of  the  black-market  section  that  she  was  supporting 
her  ten-year-old  child  back  in  the  Philippines  and  that  if  she 
were  deported,  she  and  her  little  boy  would  both  certainly 
starve. 


Sophia  threw  herself  on  the  mercy  of  the  American 
investigator  and  pleaded  with  him.  She  took  his  hand  and 
placed  it  over  heart.  She  begged  him  not  to  make  the  call  and 
ardently  promised  that  she  would  do  anything  not  to  be  taken 
away. 


Quinn's  heart  was  softened  by  the  pleas  of  the  Filipina. 
He  took  mercy  on  her  and  decided  not  to  report  her  to  the 
Japanese  government.  Later  that  night,  as  they  lay  naked  in 
the  bed  in  her  apartment,  Sophia  explained  to  Quinn  how  she 
had  gotten  involved  in  black  marketing. 
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Sophia  Aguiar  had  originally  come  to  Okinawa  on  a 
"Dance  Contract."  The  much  used  "dancing  contracts" 
themselves  were  a  lie,  a  farce.  They  were  nothing  more  than  a 
way  to  legally  import  foreign  woman  into  Japan  for  purposes 
of  prostitution. 


The  worst  part  was  that  many  of  the  women  left  the 
Philippines  honestly  believing  they  were  going  to  dance.  Once 
they  arrived  at  the  Naha  airport,  the  sponsoring  bar  owners 
would  take  their  passports  from  them  and  pile  them  into 
windowless  vans  where  they  would  then  be  driven  to  any  one  of 
hundreds  of  shabby  apartments,  and  locked  in  from  the  outside. 


Life  always  went  downhill  from  there.  Permission  to 
fornicate  with  a  newly  arrived  girl  would  be  bartered  or  sold  to 
investors  or  benefactors  of  the  bar  that  held  the  contract.  If  the 
newly  arrived  girl  resisted  in  any  way,  she  was  beaten  until  she 
submitted.  Then  she  would  be  put  to  work  dancing  at  any  of  a 
number  of  cheesy  strip  joints  across  Japan. 
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Once  the  six  months  were  up,  the  girl  would  be  driven  to 
the  airport,  and  given  her  passport  at  the  ticket  counter.  The 
girls  were  so  relieved  just  to  be  given  a  trip  home  that  they 
never  complained,  never  reported.  They  just  filed  back  onto  the 
plane  for  the  trip  back  to  their  life  of  poverty  and  despair. 


Sophia  Aguiar's  contract  expired  but  she  never  made  it 
back  to  the  airport.  When  her  mamasan  came  by  to  pick  her  up 
for  the  ride  to  Naha  International  Airport,  she  was  long  gone. 
Sophia  spent  the  next  five  years  clawing  her  way  through  life  in 
the  Naha  underground,  first  as  a  prostitute,  then  a  bar  hostess, 
then  as  a  mamasan. 


Finally,  she  earned  enough  capital  to  invest  as  a  part 
owner  in  one  of  the  seedy  clubs  downtown.  Purchasing  her 
alcohol  on  the  black-market  seemed  a  good  way  to  stock  her 
bar  and  realize  significantly  greater  profits.  She  needed  all  the 
profit  she  could  muster  since  she  had  to  send  money  home  to 
her  mother,  to  whom  she  had  entrusted  her  young  son. 
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Then  she  was  arrested  and  suddenly  her  world  crashed 
down  around  her.  Sophia  Aguiar  was  now  indebted  to 
Theodore  Quinn.  He  had  given  back  her  freedom.  Of  course, 
she  was  made  aware  that  her  freedom  would  not  be  without 
cost.  For  one  thing,  Sophia  had  to  identify  everyone  she  knew 
who  had  ever  been  involved  in  black-marketing.  That  is  how 
Quinn  found  out  about  Maria  Schull. 


Maria,  as  it  turned  out,  was  a  friend  of  Sophia's,  and  had 
transferred  several  bottles  of  tax-free  liquor  from  the  base 
package  store,  to  her.  According  to  Sophia,  Maria  had  done 
this  mostly  as  a  favor,  though  she  had  made  a  few  dollars  on 
the  transactions.  This  was  not  necessarily  big  news,  but  Quinn 
felt  it  could  be  useful  later.  He  hadn't  yet  realized  how  true  that 
would  turn  out  to  be. 


Theodore  Quinn  also  made  Sophia  promise  that  she 
would  faithfully  attend  his  church  for  he  could  see  that  she 
desperately  needed  salvation.  It  was  a  real  bonus  when  the 
Reverend  Quinn  discovered  that  Sophia  Aguiar  was  also  a 
talented  musician. 
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The  Lord  works  in  mysterious  ways,  he  had  thought. 

Lastly,  Sophia  was  to  provide  him  a  key  to  her  small 
apartment,  so  he  could  have  a  place  to  get  away,  a  place  he 
could  go  to  and  receive  the  inspiration  he  needed  to  write  his 
many  brilliant  sermons.  Her  body  she  provided  willingly. 
Theodore  Quinn  was  a  powerful  man  with  intense  needs;  she 
would  never  dream  of  telling  him,  "no." 


A  few  weeks  after  the  arrest,  Quinn  asked  her  to  do 
something  for  him.  What  he  asked  her  to  do  was  difficult,  but 
he  insisted  it  would  prove  that  she  did  appreciate  all  the 
Reverend  Quinn  and  God  had  done  for  her.  His  request  had 
made  Sophia  uncomfortable,  but  she  agreed  to  do  as  he  asked. 
After  all,  he  had  turned  her  life  around  and  now  it  was  time  to 
make  a  payment  on  her  debt. 


Theodore  asked  her  to  call  Maria  Schull  and  tell  her  that 
her  business  was  in  terrible  financial  straits.  She  was  to  ask 
Maria  to  use  her  military  dependent's  ID  card  to  purchase 
several  cases  of  alcohol  from  the  Package  Store  on  Camp 
Butler  and  in  turn,  sell  her  the  alcohol  for  her  bar.  She  was 
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then  to  get  Maria  to  help  her  transport  the  alcohol  to  her  club 
in  town. 

Sophia  had  been  frightened  by  what  she  was  asked  to 
do.  She  was  also  worried  that  Maria  would  never  go  along  with 
committing  such  a  serious  criminal  act,  even  if  asked  as  a 
friend. 


Of  course,  she  had  no  way  of  knowing  that  Theodore 
Quinn  was  already  quite  familiar  with  Maria  Schull's  reputation 
for  moneymaking  schemes  as  well  as  her  other  activities. 
Quinn  had  also  figured  out  that  Maria  placed  great  value  on  the 
friendship  she  shared  with  other  Filipinos.  That  need  for 
friendship  was  the  biggest  reason  Maria  would  go  along  with 
whatever  Sophia  suggested. 


It  had  taken  another  two  weeks  to  put  the  plan  into 
action.  Quinn  knew  that  God's  hand  was  truly  in  this  when 
Terry  Schull  was  directed  by  the  provost  marshal  to  personally 
supervise  a  drug  bust  at  Camp  Hansen  on  a  Friday  afternoon. 


Quinn  got  Sophia  to  call  Maria  and  ask  her  to  meet  at  the 
Camp  Butler  Package  Store.  Once  at  the  store,  Sophia  asked 
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Maria  to  buy  the  alcohol  and  when  Maria  balked,  she  offered 
her  double  her  cost  to  buy  the  alcohol  and  help  her  transport 
it.  Maria,  though  still  uncomfortable,  agreed  and  went  into  the 
store  to  get  the  liquor. 

What  neither  woman  knew,  was  that  Gunny  Quinn  had 
ordered  his  black-market  team  to  conduct  a  special  video 
surveillance  of  the  store.  After  the  team  followed  the  two 
women  and  the  van  full  of  alcohol  into  town  and  made  the 
apprehension,  Quinn  informed  the  team  leader  that  Sophia 
Aguiar  was  a  "registered  source"  and  got  her  out  of  the  CID 
office  before  the  Japanese  Customs  officials  arrived. 


The  apprehension  of  Maria  Schull  had  resulted  in  the 
desired  outcome.  Master  Gunnery  Sergeant  Schull  was 
relieved  of  duties  the  next  day  and  since  Ted  Quinn  was  the 
next  most  senior  CID  agent,  he  was  immediately  promoted  to 
Chief  Investigator.  Of  course,  he  had  no  way  of  knowing  that 
within  weeks,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  would  ride  into  town 
and  take  his  job. 
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Quinn  glanced  down  at  Maria.  She  was  sleeping  so 
lightly,  that  it  seemed  that  every  time  he  took  a  breath,  she 
would  start  to  awake.  Maria  always  puts  so  much  of  herself 
into  sex,  he  thought.  As  if  the  act  itself  defines  who  she  is. 
Yes,  he  thought  to  himself.  This  whole  thing  has  resulted  in 
some  very  unexpected  outcomes.  Now  it  was  time  to  break  it 
off. 


The  Reverend  Quinn  was  sure  that  she  was  healed  now. 
He  had  helped  her  discover  God's  love  and  her  own  spiritual 
peace.  Theodore  Quinn  contemplated  how  he  had  found  the 
poor  woman  through  his  need  to  remove  her  incompetent 
husband  from  his  position. 


Quinn  was  proud,  for  he  had  laid  his  hands  upon  the 
discouraged  Maria  and  through  his  strength  in  the  Lord,  had 
exorcised  her  demons.  This  was  now  finished  and  the 
Reverend  Quinn  decided  that  he  would  not  need  to  see  Maria 
Schull  after  this  night. 


Truly  my  work  is  done,  he  thought. 
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Maria  opened  her  eyes,  raised  her  head,  and  looked  up  at 
the  man  she  loved.  There  was  something  she  had  wanted  to 
share  for  a  few  days  now.  This  was  the  time. 

"Theodore?" 

"Yes,  Maria?" 

"I  am  carrying  your  child." 

Quinn  felt  his  blood  turn  to  red  snow.  He  sat  in  stunned 
silence  and  contemplated  what  she  had  just  said. 

Uncontrollable  terror  started  to  build  deep  inside.  No,  this  is 
impossible,  he  told  himself.  There  is  absolutely  no  way  that  this 
Filipino  whore,  this  prostitute  from  the  streets  of  Olongapo,  is 
carrying  my  child,  not  m  child! 


He  refused  to  believe.  Quinn  was  a  beloved  and 
respected  man  of  God  after  all.  The  Lord  blessed  everything 
he  did  and  he  had  been  chosen  to  bring  the  love  of  God  to 
these  wretched  people.  I  minister  to  them,  I  am  not  OF  them, 
he  thought.  This  can  not  be.  This  harlot  is  mistaken. 
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"Maria,  my  child,"  Quinn  uttered  in  his  most  fatherly 
way.  "Are  you  sure?" 

"Theodore  my  love,"  she  smiled  tenderly.  "A  woman 
knows  these  things.  My  time  is  two  weeks  overdue  and  I  am 
never  late." 

"But  a  woman  can  be  late,"  he  offered. 

"My  dear  Theodore,  I  have  the  sickness;  my  belly  grows 
firm."  The  joy  was  clearly  painted  upon  the  small  woman's 
face.  "There  is  no  doubt;  my  baby  grows  within  me." 

"But  you  can't,  I  mean  we  can't." 

"Theodore,  God  has  worked  a  miracle  in  my  body, 
through  you,  his  faithful  servant.  I  am  sure  of  this.  My  darling,  I 
never  thought  that  I  would  ever  have  a  baby  and  YOU  have 
given  me  one.  This  is  a  child  of  God  and  I  am  sure  that  as  his 
parents,  we  will  always  treasure  and  care  for  this  wonderful 
baby,  this  miracle." 


Quinn  sat  straight  up.  The  panic  grabbed  him.  He  felt  his 
throat  close. 
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"Maria,  you  know  that  I  am  married!  What  will  people 
think?  What  will  happen  to  my  ministry?  If  I  can't  pastor,  I  can't 
do  anything!"  Quinn  pleaded,  "I  have  to  think.  There  has  to  be  a 
way  to  handle  this!" 


Maria  got  out  of  bed,  walked  over  to  her  dresser  and 
picked  up  a  long  white  envelope. 

"Theodore,"  she  began.  "This  is  a  letter  to  Terry.  I  have 
written  him  and  told  him  all  about  us  and  of  the  miracle  baby 
you  have  given  me.  Terry  loves  me  and  will  understand.  He  will 
know  that  this  is  what  I  always  wanted,  what  I  have  always 
needed.  I  have  told  him  in  this  letter  that  I  don't  want  any  of  his 
money.  I  just  want  a  quick  divorce,  so  that  I  can  spend  the  rest 
of  my  life  with  the  man  I  love,  the  father  of  my  beautiful  baby." 


"Maria!"  Quinn  again  beseeched.  "I  have  a  wife  I,  we, 
have  to  think  of  her." 

"Theodore,  I  have  written  her  a  letter  also."  Maria  took  a 
second  envelope  off  the  top  of  her  dresser.  "I  know  that  as  a 
woman  who  already  has  many  children,  she  would  understand 
how  important  it  is  for  you  and  I  to  raise  our  miracle  child 
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together.  I  got  her  address  from  the  birthday  card  she  sent  you 
a  couple  of  weeks  ago.  I  thought  that  maybe  we  could  send  her 
letter  out  on  Monday.  Oh  Theodore,  this  is  truly  the  most 
blessed  day  of  my  life!" 

The  naked  Maria  got  back  into  bed  and  hugged  the  man 
who  was  to  surely  become  her  new  husband,  the  father  of  the 
baby  growing  inside  her  belly. 


The  hallway  of  the  concrete  military  barracks  was  bitter 
cold,  not  unlike  the  walk  in  meat  freezer  that  had  been  in  her 
father's  grocery  store  before  he  died.  The  doors  on  either  end 
of  the  hall  were  propped  open,  allowing  the  winds  from  the 
typhoon  to  whip  unhindered  through  the  dark  passageway 
and  to  drive  the  fierce  cold  through  her  rain  soaked  clothes. 


Midori  Sasaki  laid  her  forehead  against  the  gray  steel 
door  that  bore  the  name  of  the  one  she  had  come  to  see.  For 
the  past  several  minutes,  she  had  held  her  hand  up  against  the 
door,  ready  to  knock.  To  the  terrified  Midori  it  seemed  much, 
much  longer.  As  she  stood  there  in  her  simple  white  cotton 
skirt  and  low  cut  peasant  blouse,  she  realized  that  she  was 


Page 


483 


Pecaro’s  Year 


shaking;  only  she  couldn't  tell  if  it  was  from  the  piercing  cold 
or  her  abject  fear.  What  am  I  doing  here?  Please,  please,  what  I 
am  doing  here?  She  implored  of  the  wind  as  it  screamed 
through  the  hall  and  through  her  trembling  body. 

Midori  thought  of  the  telephone  call  she  received  earlier 
that  day.  She  had  been  in  her  mother's  front  room  reading  a 
book  and  warming  her  feet  under  the  heated  kutatsu  table 
when  she  heard  her  mother  answer  the  ringing  phone. 

Outside,  the  black  clouds  of  an  impending  typhoon  hung  like  a 
funeral  shroud  around  her  small  house.  Midori  and  her  mother 
would  soon  pull  the  steel  window  shutters  closed  and  wait  out 
the  storm  as  they  had  sat  through  hundreds  before. 


Midori  listened  as  her  mom  struggled  in  her  very 
best  English.  "Justa-minit,  yes,  Midori-San  here.  Justa- 
minit  please!" 

Midori  put  her  book  down  and  chuckled  as  she  watched 
her  mom  come  rushing  from  the  kitchen,  cordless  phone  in 
hand,  and  shuffling  as  quickly  as  her  Donald  Duck  slippers 
would  allow. 
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Mrs.  Sasaki  nervously  called  out  for  her  daughter. 
"Midori-Chan,  Midori-Chan.  Odenwa-dozo.  Haiyaku!" 

Midori  took  the  receiver  and  spoke  into  it  as  her  mom 
looked  on,  beaming  proudly.  Her  daughter  spoke  such 
wonderful  English.  It  was  moments  like  this  that  assured  Mrs. 
Sasaki  that  the  years  of  private  English  lessons  for  her 
Midori-chan  had  been  well  worth  the  financial  sacrifice. 


"Hello?" 

"Midori?" 

"Yes,  who  is  this?" 

"It's  Major  Mathis.  Honey,  we've  got  to  talk." 

For  the  next  forty-five  minutes,  Midori  sat  in  stunned 
silence  and  listened  intently  as  Sally  Mathis  told  her  everything, 
absolutely  everything. 

After  the  call,  Midori  hung  up  the  phone  and  tried  to  return 
to  her  book,  but  could  not.  When  she  tried  to  do  any  of  the 
things  she  normally  did  on  a  Saturday,  she  could  not.  The  very 
bewildered  young  woman  spent  the  next  several  hours  thinking 
about  everything  that  the  deputy  provost  marshal  had  told  her. 
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Finally  the  answer  came  to  her  and  she  fully  understood 
what  she  had  to  do,  what  every  cell  in  her  body  demanded  she 
do.  It  was  after  nine  p.m.  when  the  very  frightened  Midori  made 
her  decision.  As  the  clouds  from  the  nearing  typhoon  rolled 
overhead,  she  packed  a  small  overnight  bag  and  started  for  the 
door. 


"Midori-chan!  Doko-iku?"  Her  mother  demanded  to  know 
where  Midori  was  going  on  such  a  dangerous  night. 

Midori  stopped  in  the  door  and  turned  around.  She 
looked  at  her  mother,  her  tone  insistent,  pleading,  "Ocaasan, 
Dijobe'  desu!  Ashta-ne." 

Mrs.  Sasaki  looked  in  her  daughter's  eyes  and  realized 
that  she  was  not  to  interfere  this  time.  "Kitsgete-ne?" 

"Yes  mom,"  she  answered  in  English.  "I'll  be  careful." 

Now,  as  she  stood  at  the  door  to  his  room,  shivering  from 
the  cold,  Midori  had  so  many  doubts.  Her  heart  so  raced  in  her 
chest  that  she  was  sure  that  it  would  explode  any  minute.  She 
started  to  turn  away,  but  didn't.  Finally,  she  reached  up, 
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Steadied  her  trembling  body  against  the  cold  steel  doorframe, 
and  drawing  on  everything  present  in  her  soul,  she  knocked. 

Eric  stepped  out  of  the  shower  and  put  on  his  loose  gray 
sweatpants  and  dark  red  tank  top.  Because  of  the  Typhoon,  he 
would  be  unable  to  go  out  anywhere  tonight.  Not  that  he 
particularly  wanted  to.  Sally  Mathis  had  kept  him  out  pretty  late 
the  night  before  and  besides,  he  was  still  exhausted  from  all  the 
travelling. 


He  looked  in  his  refrigerator  and  quickly  inventoried 
several  days  of  food,  beer,  and  other  supplies.  Eric  was  not 
concerned  about  the  lights  going  out  and  his  supplies  going 
bad.  Because  of  the  extensive  underground  utility  system,  the 
power  on  base  almost  never  went  out,  even  during  the  worst 
storms.  No,  this  was  going  to  be  a  day  or  two  of  lying  around 
and  watching  the  storm  through  his  thick,  Plexiglas  windows. 


Eric  heard  the  gentle  tapping  at  his  door.  It  was  so  soft 
that  he  had  almost  missed  it.  He  was  unsure  that  it  was  even  a 
knock.  It  could  have  been  the  wind  rushing  through  the  hall,  or 
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perhaps  it  was  the  rain  against  his  window.  Nevertheless,  he 
tucked  his  tank  top  into  his  loose  sweats,  and  opened  the  door. 

His  breath  stopped  as  he  looked  upon  the  damp, 
trembling,  and  amazingly  beautiful  Midori  standing  in  his 
doorway.  He  could  think  of  nothing  to  say  as  he  stood  there 
and  looked  at  her. 


Midori  moved  a  little  closer  to  him  and  looked  up  into 
his  eyes,  the  eyes  of  the  man  who  was  to  become  her  lover 
this  night.  She  was  also  sure  that  she  looked  every  bit  as  wet 
and  cold  as  she  felt.  "May  I  come  in  Eric?" 


Still  overwhelmed,  Eric  stepped  aside  and  allowed  her  to 
enter.  He  reached  out  and  touched  her  arm.  She  was  shaking 
terribly.  He  closed  the  door  quickly  behind  her  to  maintain  the 
temperature  of  the  room. 


"Midori,  what  are  you  doing  here?" 

The  warm  room  felt  wonderful  but  Midori  could  not  stop 
shaking.  She  reached  down  deep  within  herself  to  gather  the 
courage  for  what  she  knew  she  had  to  say  next.  Never 
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breaking  her  gaze  from  his  deep  blue  eyes,  she  whispered, 
"Eric,  I  have  come  here  to  make  love  to  you." 

Before  he  could  reply,  Midori  put  her  finger  to  his  lips. 
This  time  it  was  Eric  who  took  Midori's  face  in  both  his  hands 
and  kissed  her  deeply.  As  she  fell  into  his  arms,  she  instantly 
discovered  that  she  was  no  longer  cold.  Her  violent  shaking 
melted  away  and  was  replaced  by  the  warmth  of  a  flame  that 
was  already  starting  to  build  in  a  place  deep  inside  of  her. 


As  their  probing,  unrelenting  kiss  continued,  Eric  slowly 
backed  her  into  the  wall  behind  the  door,  leaving  her  no  avenue 
to  escape.  Their  mouths  were  locked  together,  their  tongues  in 
vicious  exploration. 


After  a  hundred  lifetimes  of  wanting  and  waiting,  it  was 
finally  happening.  Neither  Eric  nor  Midori  had  dared  to  think  of 
this  moment.  Now  it  was  happening  and  it  was  already  out  of 
their  control.  The  love  that  had  been  smoldering  for  months 
was  now  exploding  all  around  them.  The  relentless  crashing  of 
thunder  outside  the  barracks  window  only  served  to  intensify 
the  final  destruction  of  the  walls  that  they  had  built  between 
them. 
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Eric  dropped  one  hand  to  the  back  of  her  leg  and  slowly 
ran  it  up  under  Midori's  short  skirt  until  it  finally  rested  on  the 
outside  of  her  tiny,  black  lace  panties.  The  instantaneous 
reaction  deep  inside  of  Midori's  slender  body  was  as  if 
someone  had  just  thrown  a  bucket  of  gasoline  on  what  had 
been  that  tiny  flame. 


Their  kiss  became  even  more  ferocious  as  Eric  hesitantly 
slipped  his  hand  under  the  elastic  waistband  of  Midori's  panties 
and  slowly  caressed  her  firm  buttocks.  The  fire  inside  was  now 
roaring  out  of  control  as  she  reached  up  and  pulled  his  tank  top 
over  his  head.  Eric  returned  the  gesture  by  removing  Midori's 
damp  blouse.  Her  small,  firm  breasts  immediately  swelled, 
begging  to  be  freed  from  the  cups  of  her  black  lace  bra. 


Eric  grabbed  her  hair  and  pulled  Midori  towards  him.  As 
he  kissed  her  roughly,  he  reached  behind  her  and  quickly 
released  the  one  small  clasp  that  held  her  bra  together.  The 
fragile  garment  dropped  to  the  floor  and  Eric  looked  down 
upon  the  two  most  perfect  breasts  he  had  ever  seen.  Her  hard 
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nipples  stood  bright  red  against  her  pale  skin,  her  breasts 
firm  and  erect. 

Midori  stepped  out  of  her  shoes  and  quickly  released  the 
catch  of  her  small  skirt.  It  too  slid  to  the  floor,  leaving  her  tiny 
black  panties  as  the  only  article  of  clothing  she  was  still 
wearing. 


By  this  time,  Eric's  engorged  organ  was  virtually  pushing 
through  his  sweat  pants.  Midori  again  stepped  into  his  arms 
and  kissed  his  lips.  She  then  slowly  and  deliberately  slid  to  her 
knees,  her  fingernails  lightly  scratching  his  back  as  she  so 
gracefully  moved.  She  pulled  down  Eric's  sweat  pants  just 
enough  to  free  his  throbbing  erection.  His  head  swam  and  he 
leaned  back  against  the  wall  to  steady  himself.  Midori  began  to 
gently  caress  his  testicles  with  one  hand  as  she  lightly  kissed 
the  head  of  his  rock  hard  sex. 


Eric  already  felt  the  explosion  starting  to  mount  within 
him,  but  it  was  not  the  time  to  do  that,  not  yet.  Dazed  and 
disoriented,  Eric  grabbed  Midori's  head  with  both  hands  and 
stopped  her  before  he  knew  it  would  be  to  late.  He  kicked  off 
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his  sweats,  picked  Midori  up  and  tenderly  carried  her  to  his  bed. 
He  laid  Midori  gently  on  her  back.  Their  mouths  instantly  locked 
together;  their  tongues  danced. 

Eric  started  to  lightly  kiss  the  rest  of  the  incredibly 
beautiful  woman,  first  on  her  forehead,  then  cheeks,  then  her 
ears,  and  finally  down  both  sides  of  her  neck.  The  flame  in 
Midori  was  now  a  firestorm,  as  she  reached  out  and  found  him, 
just  within  her  grasp.  She  could  not  hold  on  for  long  however, 
as  Eric  started  to  move  his  kisses  down  her  chest  and  then 
over  to  her  breasts. 


As  he  took  her  nipple  into  his  mouth  and  licked  it  roughly, 
a  strange  and  wonderful  feeling  started  to  build  deep  within 
Midori.  This  was  a  feeling  that  the  young  woman  had  never  felt. 
Still,  she  instinctively  knew  what  it  was  and  she  found  herself 
overwhelmed  by  what  was  starting  to  occur  deep  inside,  for  she 
had  always  heard  that  it  took  a  lot  more  than  this. 


Eric  alternated  his  caresses  from  one  erect  nipple  to  the 
other  with  growing  fervor.  Midori  was  now  moaning  audibly  and 
running  her  hands  through  his  thick  black  hair.  The  incredible 
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feeling  was  growing  larger  and  larger  inside  as  her  body  started 
to  rock  back  and  forth  instinctively. 

She  was  filled  with  both  rapture  and  fear  as  she  felt  her 
breaths  becoming  rapid  and  shallow.  Midori  was  panting  by  the 
time  Eric's  kisses  worked  beyond  her  breasts  and  towards  her 
firm,  flat,  belly.  She  then  felt  him  slip  her  tight  lace  panties  off 
and  instantly  comprehended  through  the  white-hot  flame  racing 
through  her,  that  this  was  it.  There  would  be  no  turning  back. 


She  felt  her  legs  being  gently  parted  as  his  kisses  now 
alternated  from  the  inside  of  one  thigh  to  the  inside  of  the  other. 
As  he  slowly  worked  closer  and  closer  to  her  most  secret  of 
places,  her  body  trembled.  Only  this  time  it  was  not  from  the 
cold,  for  every  inch  of  Midori  Sasaki  was  consumed  with  fire. 


Suddenly,  Midori  felt  her  lover's  hot  breath  against  that 
place  deep  between  her  legs,  which  promptly  opened  wider  for 
him  without  any  conscious  instructions  from  her.  Then,  she  felt 
the  wonderful  sensation  of  his  tongue  as  it  repeatedly  caressed 
that  tiny  button  up  inside  the  protective  folds  of  her  private 
place. 
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Now  consumed  with  desire,  she  lost  all  control,  reaching 
out  wildly,  blindly  searching  for  something,  anything  to  hold 
onto.  Finding  nothing  else,  she  grabbed  the  bed  sheets  with 
both  hands  and  immediately  ripped  them  from  the  mattress. 


Finally,  unable  to  hold  back  any  longer,  she  exploded. 
Midori's  body  rocked  in  violent  uncontrollable  spasms  and  her 
back  arched  as  she  reached  down  and  grabbed  her  lover's 
head  with  both  hands.  To  Midori,  it  seemed  as  if  every  light  in 
the  world  had  just  turned  on  and  the  cracks  of  thunder  outside 
the  window  had  actually  come  from  inside  her  small  body. 


At  that  instant,  Midori  realized  she  would  never,  ever  be 
able  to  describe  these  incredible  feelings  to  anyone,  in  any 
language.  She  also  began  to  comprehend  that  her  wonderful 
lover  was  far  from  finished.  He  was  still  down  there  and  those 
same  sensations  were  beginning  again.  Oh  God,  she  thought. 
He  is  going  to  kill  me. 
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Theodore  Quinn  sat  up  in  bed.  He  was  sick  to  his 
stomach.  His  career,  his  church,  his  very  life  was  on  the  line 
and  this  stupid  woman  just  refused  to  understand.  He  had  to 
make  her  realize  that  she  could  not  tell  anybody  about  this. 
Quinn  tried  to  reason  with  her,  but  Maria  only  cried  harder  and 
rocked  her  nakedness  back  and  forth  on  the  edge  of  the  bed. 
As  the  rains  of  the  typhoon  pounded  the  bedroom  window, 
Quinn  tried  to  make  her  see  that  many  more  people  than  just 
her,  or  even  the  unborn  baby  she  carried  in  her  belly,  needed 
him. 


"Maria,  I  have  bigger  responsibilities  than  this.  I  cannot 
possibly  marry  you." 

"But  Theodore,  what  larger  responsibility  does  a 
person  have  than  to  raise  a  child?" 

"Maria,  I  am  responsible  for  many  souls.  If  this  is  found 
out,  than  my  work  will  be  taken  from  me!" 

"Theodore,  I  have  faith  that  they  will  understand!  You  and 
I  have  created  a  miracle  baby.  God  has  worked  through  you  to 
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give  us  this  child.  Certainly,  you  must  want  to  raise  this  little 
baby  with  me?" 

Quinn  was  starting  to  panic.  Truth  was  that  he  had  long 
since  grown  tired  of  this  crazy  woman.  The  last  thing  he 
desired  was  to  raise  a  family  with  her.  He  HAD  to  get  himself 
out  of  this. 


"Maria,  you  have  always  listened  to  me.  Listen  to  me 
now.  I  cannot  marry  you.  That  is  impossible.  I  am  going  back 
to  South  Carolina  in  a  few  months  and  you  are  going  to  stay 
with  your  husband.  I  am  sure  he  will  raise  the  child." 


"But  Theodore,"  she  pleaded.  "He  will  know  that  the  baby 
is  not  his.  I  will  not  do  that  to  him.  It  is  OUR  baby  and  we  will 
raise  it!" 

Suddenly,  he  hated  her.  His  voice  chilled.  "Maria,  you 
will  get  rid  of  it." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Theodore?"  Maria  was  confused  for 
a  brief  moment.  Then  she  started  to  comprehend.  "Do  you 
mean?  No!  I  can't  do  that;  I  can  never  do  that!" 
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"You  can  get  rid  of  it,  in  fact  you  WILL  get  rid  of  it.  It  is  an 
abomination,  a  plan  by  Satan  to  destroy  me!" 

Maria  went  white.  Slowly  she  began  to  know  the  true 
man  with  whom  she  had  shared  herself.  "Kill  our  baby? 
Theodore,  what  are  you  saying?  The  devil  must  have  your 
heart.  My  God,  No!  You  and  I  are  going  to  raise  our  baby!  It  is 
not  an  abomination!  How  can  you  say  that?  This  is  the 
beautiful  baby  that  God  has  meant  for  us  to  have!" 


Maria  then  looked  in  his  eyes  and  suddenly  saw 
something  that  caused  her  blood  to  freeze.  She  felt  afraid  and 
was  not  sure  why.  She  tried  to  soften  her  tone.  "Theodore,  you 
are  worried,  but  I  know  in  my  heart  that  God  has  meant  for  this 
to  be.  We  will  tell  everyone  of  this  miracle  and  they  will  rejoice 
with  us!  Theodore,  I  know  that  you  are  truly  a  man  of  God. 
Please,  I  will  get  my  bible  and  we  will  read  it  together  and  pray." 


Still  nude,  Maria  kissed  the  pale  and  trembling  man  in  her 
bed.  She  then  stood  up  and  walked  across  the  room  to  her 
dresser  and  bent  down  to  open  the  center  bottom  drawer.  From 
there,  she  removed  her  large  red  leather  covered  bible. 
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As  she  stood  back  up,  she  was  reassured  to  feel  the  warm, 
presence  of  the  man  she  deeply  loved  standing  behind  her. 

Maria  now  smiling,  turned  around,  and  looked  up  into 
the  eyes  of  the  father  of  her  child.  Only  as  she  looked  into  his 
eyes,  she  saw  something  she  had  never  seen,  a  dark  terror, 
much  like  the  look  of  an  animal  that  has  been  cornered  by  a 
predator. 


She  suddenly  felt  very  cold,  gripped  with  resolute  fear 
and  the  need  to  flee.  Instead  she  was  frozen  in  place,  unable  to 
move  or  to  speak.  Then,  as  if  in  a  dream,  she  saw  him  come  at 
her  and  felt  his  cold,  fleshy  hands  close  tightly  around  her 
throat.  The  large  bible  slipped  from  her  grasp  and  fell  at  the  feet 
of  the  preacher  as  she  started  to  flail  her  arms  wildly. 


"Forgive  me  Lord!"  Quinn  cried  as  he  continued  to 
tighten  his  grip  around  the  throat  of  the  naked  Filipina.  He  was 
digging  both  thumbs  into  Maria's  windpipe,  crushing  the  larynx 
and  effectively  cutting  off  her  supply  of  oxygen. 

Oh  God,  she  thought  as  the  warm  darkness  started  to 
close  in  around  her.  He  is  going  to  kill  me. 
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Sheets  of  rain  pounded  incessantly  against  the  windows 
of  Eric's  third  floor  barracks  room.  The  winds  of  the  typhoon 
were  now  blowing  at  close  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  an 
hour  and  all  traffic  on  the  street  below  had  long  ceased. 

Neither  he,  nor  Midori  were  cognizant  of  any  of  this.  Eric's  face 
was  buried  deep  between  the  beautiful  woman's  legs,  and  she 
had  a  firm  grip  on  his  short  Marine  haircut. 


To  Midori,  it  seemed  that  everything  his  tongue  and 
fingers  came  in  contact  with  sent  another  shattering  climax 
through  her.  As  her  body  started  to  rock  yet  again,  she  knew 
she  could  wait  no  longer  and  pulled  the  strong,  beautiful  man 
up  on  top  of  her. 


Their  mouths  instantly  locked  together  and  Eric  plunged 
himself  deeply  inside.  Midori's  back  arched  sharply  upward  to 
accept  the  fullness  of  him.  Although  he  felt  huge,  the 
diminutive  Midori  felt  no  pain,  just  a  sureness  that  he  had 
caused  her  burning  tunnel  to  stretch  to  its  absolute  limits. 
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For  Eric,  this  was  a  dream  from  which  he  prayed  to  never 
awake.  As  he  repeatedly  moved  himself  in  and  out  of  the 
beautiful  woman  lying  under  him,  his  gaze  locked  on  her 
angelic  face,  he  was  sure  that  he  had  never  seen  the  love  light 
shine  so  brightly  as  it  did  in  her  almond  eyes.  Midori  felt  so 
very  tight  around  him  that  he  was  sure  he  was  hurting  her.  Yet 
all  he  saw  as  he  looked  through  her  eyes  and  into  her  soul  was 
unbridled  rapture. 


Midori's  small  body  was  moving  in  perfect  rhythm  to  his 
and  as  he  accelerated  his  movements,  he  could  tell  that 
another  explosion,  the  biggest  one  yet,  was  quickly  building 
inside  of  her.  An  animal  like  groan  started  to  emanate  from 
deep  within  Midori  and  just  as  her  body  went  into  another 
irrepressible  orgasm,  Eric  realized  he  could  no  longer  control 
himself.  He  was  sure  his  heart  stopped  as  he  exploded  with  a 
gusher  that  went  on  and  on. 


Eric  held  her  tightly  as  he  experienced  the  sensation  of 
her  vaginal  muscles  milking  him.  This  was  something  Eric  had 
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never  felt  a  woman's  body  do  and  it  amazed  him.  Exhausted, 
he  lay  on  top  of  Midori  for  several  minutes.  He  could  not  stop 
looking  at  her. 

She  smiled  peacefully  as  she  looked  up  at  him,  realizing 
that  they  were  more  in  love  at  this  brief  moment  in  time  then 
most  human  beings  have  the  privilege  to  be  at  any  time  in  their 
lives. 


As  the  lovers  lay  together,  their  souls  continued  to  reach 
out  into  the  night  and  scream  silent  volumes  of  their 
unquenchable  thirst  for  the  other.  Simple  words  between  them 
were  unnecessary,  for  the  heat  of  the  inferno  that  each  felt 
rising  from  the  soul  of  the  other,  created  a  level  of 
understanding  most  never  know. 


He  again  lowered  his  lips  onto  her  waiting  mouth  and  they 
kissed  fiercely. 


Quinn  released  Maria  and  crumpled  to  the  floor  beside 
her.  She  was  still  alive;  choking  and  gasping  for  air,  but  alive. 
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Quinn  sobbed,  "It's  gone,  all  gone,"  he  lamented  as  the 
harlot  slowly  came  to. 

Maria,  using  the  side  of  the  dresser  for  support,  slowly 
pulled  herself  to  her  feet  and  never  taking  her  eyes  off  him, 
warily  backed  away.  As  she  watched  him  crying,  alone  on  the 
bedroom  carpet,  Maria  slowly  stumbled  from  the  bedroom  and 
into  the  hall,  where  she  quietly  picked  up  the  receiver  of  the 
princess  telephone  and  reached  for  the  dial.  Before  she  could 
complete  the  three  numbers  that  would  have  summoned  the 
military  police,  she  felt  her  head  being  jerked  violently 
backward. 


Quinn  had  her  by  the  hair.  He  whipped  her  head  back 
and  just  as  she  begged,  "PLEASE,  NO!"  Quinn  rammed  her 
face  into  the  oval  mirror  hanging  just  behind  the  telephone 
table.  The  mirror  smashed  and  glass  shards  slashed  Maria's 
face  as  Quinn  then  pushed  her  to  her  knees,  slammed  her 
head  into  the  corner  of  the  table,  and  screamed,  "YOU  ARE 
NOT  GOING  TO  RUIN  ME,  YOU  WHORE!" 

The  Reverend  Quinn  lost  control.  His  anger,  fear,  and 
loathing  of  all  that  Maria  represented,  exploded.  He  pounded 
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her  face  over  and  over  into  the  sharp  corner  of  the  heavy 
ornate  wood  table. 

Maria  fell  to  the  hard  tiled  floor  and  covered  her  bleeding 
face  with  both  hands.  She  cried  out  in  agony,  "WHY  ARE  YOU 
DOING  THIS  TO  ME?" 


Quinn  responded  by  ripping  the  telephone  from  the  wall, 
grabbing  the  back  of  Maria's  head  and  again  smashing  her  face 
into  the  edge  of  the  table.  Blood  spattered  against  the  walls  as  if 
flung  from  the  brush  of  a  mad  painter. 


Quinn  then  pulled  the  bleeding,  struggling  woman  to  her 
feet  and  as  Maria  blindly  flailed  at  the  preacher's  face,  he 
grabbed  her  by  the  throat  and  shoved  the  screaming  woman 
backward  down  the  narrow  tiled  stairs. 


Already  blinded  by  the  blood  pouring  from  the  deep 
lacerations  on  her  forehead,  Maria  felt  the  floor  give  way  under 
her.  She  had  no  idea  she  was  airborne  until  she  landed 
inverted  and  felt  the  back  of  her  head  crack  against  the  tiled 
steps.  The  concentrated  impact  fractured  the  base  of  her  skull, 
sending  an  intense  light  show  before  her  swollen  eyes  as  she 
continued  to  tumble  helplessly  down  the  stairs. 
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Maria  threw  out  her  arms  wildly  in  a  desperate  attempt  to 
break  her  fall.  Her  left  arm  got  caught  in  the  iron  stair  railing 
and  snapped  cleanly  as  the  momentum  caused  her  small  body 
to  continue  to  flip  backward.  This  sent  an  excruciating  jolt  of 
pain  through  her  entire  body  as  she  continued  to  roll  down  the 
stairs,  cracking  several  ribs  as  the  full  force  of  her  tumbling 
body  slammed  into  step  after  step. 


Dazed  but  still  conscious,  the  naked,  broken,  and 
bleeding  Filipina  lay  motionless  on  her  back  on  the  first  floor 
landing.  Her  left  arm  was  twisted  grotesquely  beneath  her. 
She  tried  desperately  to  move  but  discovered  she  could  not. 
Now  consumed  by  terror,  she  watched  her  maniacal  lover 
slowly  descend  the  stairs.  The  Reverend  Quinn  stopped  just 
two  steps  above  her  and  slowly  opened  his  hand  to  inspect 
Maria's  gold  crucifix,  the  broken  chain  dangling  between  his 
fingers. 


Quinn  sat  down  pensively  a  couple  of  steps  above  the 
paralyzed  wife  of  his  former  boss  and  looked  down  at  her  with 
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strangely  inquisitorial  eyes.  Maria  returned  his  look  and  as  the 
blood  slowly  drained  from  the  corner  of  her  mouth,  whispered 
the  only  words  that  came  to  her.  "Our  baby,  you  killed  our 
baby." 


Midori  lay  quiet,  motionless  on  her  side,  and  in  the  arms 
of  the  man  she  had  loved  for  a  very  long  time.  She  was 
consumed  by  feelings  she  did  not  yet  fully  understand  as  he 
gently  caressed  her  skin.  He  touched  her  so  softly,  just  enough 
to  stoke  the  fire  still  smoldering  deep  inside  of  her. 


Eric  lay  beside  Midori  and  looked  down  at  her  with 
strangely  inquisitorial  eyes.  Midori  returned  his  look  and  as 
the  intense  and  unspoken  communication  freely  passed 
between  them,  she  whispered  the  only  words  that  came  to  her. 
"My  love,  you  have  brought  me  life.  Whatever  was  mine,  is 
now  yours." 


Eric  moved  in  closer  and  reached  around  the  willing 
Midori  to  cup  a  small  firm  breast  in  each  hand.  He  started 
kissing  her  ear,  her  neck,  and  that  place  in  the  small  of  her 
back. 
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Midori  groaned  softly  from  deep  within.  The  pain  of  her 
desire  unbearable,  she  instinctively  opened  her  legs  to  allow 
him  to  enter  easily  from  behind.  He  chose  to  not  go  in  right 
away,  opting  instead  to  just  rest  himself  against  her  opening. 
Midori  was  going  crazy.  She  begged  him  for  relief,  begged  him 
to  put  it  inside  of  her  and  quench  her  suffering,  to  finish  it  once 
and  for  all. 


The  rains  of  the  typhoon  pounded  relentlessly  against  the 
windows  of  the  dark  house.  The  Reverend  Quinn  tenderly 
picked  Maria  up  from  the  landing  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  and 
carried  her  into  the  living  room. 


She  groaned  softly  from  a  place  deep  within  herself.  The 
pain  from  her  injuries  was  unbearable  as  Quinn  lowered  her 
gently  onto  her  back.  The  carpet  felt  soft  under  her  fingers. 

Quinn  disappeared  into  the  kitchen  and  reappeared  with  a 
damp  towel,  which  he  placed  lovingly  on  her  forehead.  He  then 
left  again  and  returned  a  few  minutes  later  with  her  bible,  the 
one  she  had  dropped  just  before  he  killed  her  baby. 
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Maria  lay  helplessly  on  her  back  and  watched  closely  as 
Reverend  Quinn  sat  down  beside  her  and  read  to  her  from  her 
bible. 


"The  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  I  shall  not  be  in  want." 

Maria  quietly  interrupted.  "Help  me  Theodore." 

"He  makes  me  lie  down  in  green  pastures.  He  leads  me 
beside  quiet  waters.  He  restores  my  soul." 

"Theodore,  please."  Her  tears  fell  onto  the  carpet. 

"He  guides  me  in  paths  of  righteousness  for  his 
name's  sake." 

"Please  Theodore,  don't  let  me  die." 

"Even  though  I  walk  through  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will 
fear  no  evil,  for  you  are  with  me.  Your  rod  and  your  staff  they 
comfort  me." 

"Theodore,  I  beg  you." 

"You  prepare  a  table  for  me  in  the  presence  of  my 
enemies.  You  anoint  my  head  with  oil.  My  cup  overflows." 

"Save  me,  Theodore,  please." 
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"Surely  goodness  and  love  will  follow  me  all  the  days 
of  my  life  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  forever." 

Quinn  looked  down  and  gently  moved  Maria's  matted  hair 
from  her  face.  Her  eyes  were  swelled  almost  completely  shut, 
her  dry  lips  crusted  with  congealed  fluid,  her  body  filled  with 
the  blood  of  torn  internal  organs.  The  tiny  Filipina  was  in  more 
pain  than  she  could  ever  have  possibly  imagined.  Her  voice 
was  now  barely  above  a  whisper. 


"Please  call  a  doctor  for  me,  Theodore.  I  won't  tell,  I 
promise." 

Her  body  shook  from  a  sudden  spasm;  she 
whispered,  "I'm  so  cold;  please  don't  let  me  die." 

The  Reverend  Quinn,  knelt  beside  Maria  and  looked 
down  on  the  once  ravishing  woman,  as  each  of  her  breaths 
grew  shallower,  more  labored. 

"You  will  not  suffer  my  child,  this  I  promise." 
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Quinn  then  produced  the  large  butcher  knife  he  had 
found  in  the  Schull's  kitchen  and  with  both  hands  held  the 
blade  high  over  the  broken  woman. 

Maria  stared  in  horror  at  the  knife  poised  above  her  body 
and  understood  that  she  was  about  to  die.  Tears  flowed  freely 
from  her  swollen  eyes.  She  now  comprehended  that  she  was 
to  become  a  sacrifice,  a  blood  offering  for  the  forgiveness  of 
sins,  his  sins. 


Her  soul  screamed  out  in  urgent  regret  as  she  thought  of 
everything  she  had  done.  Her  spirit  recoiled  over  the  intense 
pain  and  bitter  shame  she  had  brought  her  mother,  her  family, 
and  most  of  all,  her  husband.  Terry,  who  had  rescued  her  from 
hell  and  then  loved  her  with  everything  he  possessed,  had  only 
asked  for  her  faithfulness  in  return. 


Now  as  she  lay  powerless  at  the  feet  of  the  last  of  a  long 
line  of  lovers,  she  started  to  beg  for  her  life,  but  silently 
reconsidered.  Maria  now  understood  that  it  was  time  to  pay  and 
the  price  was  to  be  her  last  few  pathetic,  useless  breaths.  She 
slowly  turned  her  head  so  she  could  look  into  his  eyes,  and 
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softly  begged  him  for  relief,  to  quench  her  suffering,  to  finish 
it  once  and  for  all. 

"To  you  my  God,  I  submit  the  soul  of  this  wretched 
sinner,"  he  proclaimed  as  the  knife  came  down. 

Maria  arched  her  back  sharply  as  she  felt  the  thick  blade 
plunge  deep  into  her  chest.  A  morbid  cry  of  anguish  wailed  from 
within  the  soul  of  the  dying  woman,  as  bright  red  foam 
immediately  poured  from  the  wound,  saturating  the  cheap  beige 
rug  beneath  her. 


The  Reverend  Quinn  looked  in  pity  upon  his  offering.  He 
then  smiled  in  assurance  that  his  humble  sacrifice  would  be 
acceptable  to  the  Lord. 


Eric  Pecaro  lay  beside  the  sleeping  Midori  and  looked 
down  on  the  beautiful  woman  as  each  of  her  sweet  breaths 
cycled  in  peaceful,  virtually  silent  movements. 

Lightning  danced  outside  the  barracks  window  and  lit 
the  room  through  the  steamed  glass,  enabling  Eric  to  closely 
examine  the  innocent  face  lying  on  the  pillow  beside  him.  It 
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occurred  to  him  that  he  had  been  well  on  his  way  to  living  an 
entire  life  without  ever  knowing  this  feeling. 

On  this  night,  Eric  Pecaro  learned  what  he  had  never 
known,  comprehended  what  he  had  never  understood,  and  fully 
realized  the  love  between  a  man  and  a  woman  as  God  had 
meant  it  to  be. 


He  had  never  been  a  religious  man.  Nevertheless,  on  this 
night,  Eric  Francis  Pecaro,  part  Jewish,  part  Italian  Catholic, 
and  formally  agnostic,  lay  in  bed  with  the  most  perfect  woman 
he  had  ever  known  and  found  himself  thanking  God  for  having 
delivered  her. 


He  was  also  worried.  Not  only  was  adultery  morally  and 
spiritually  wrong,  it  was  also  a  crime  under  the  Uniform  Code  of 
Military  Justice.  He  could  conceivably  go  to  jail  for  this.  He 
could  lose  his  job,  his  rank,  and  the  twenty  years  of  his  life  he 
had  invested  towards  his  military  pension. 


Yet  he  knew  that  he  would  not  trade  the  way  he  felt  about 
the  angel  sleeping  quietly  in  his  bed  for  anything.  He  leaned 
over  and  kissed  Midori  softly  on  her  cheek.  She  smiled 
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peacefully  for  a  second  and  then  returned  to  her  dreams.  Yes, 
Eric  decided.  She  is  worth  the  risk.  She  is  worth  everything. 


Theodore  Quinn  sat  beside  the  body.  She  had  taken  a 
long  time  to  die,  perhaps  fifteen  minutes,  maybe  a  little  more. 
Quinn  never  left  her  side  and  paid  rapt  attention  as  she  lay  on 
her  back,  her  life  slowly  draining  from  her. 


The  knife  that  he  had  buried  deep  in  her  breast  rose  and 
fell  with  each  breath  her  weakening  body  struggled  to  take. 

What  Quinn  found  the  most  interesting,  was  that  she  never  took 
her  dying  eyes  from  him.  Even  in  the  final  seconds  of  her  life,  as 
the  last  of  her  breaths  turned  to  nothing  more  than  weak 
gurgling  sounds,  she  kept  looking  at  him. 


In  the  end,  he  watched  as  she  painfully  turned  her  head 
and  looked  up  at  the  ceiling  just  long  enough  to  cough  up  a 
small  gusher  of  bright  crimson.  As  the  red  foamy  fluid  then 
drained  down  both  sides  of  her  face,  she  turned  her  head 
towards  him  one  more  time.  Her  lips  struggled  to  express  her 
final  words. 
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She  then  died,  leaving  Theodore  Quinn  to  forever 
contemplate  her  last  whispered  communication;  "I  loved  you." 

For  the  next  thirty  minutes,  Theodore  Quinn  sat  and 
stared  at  the  body  as  if  waiting  for  something  else  to  happen. 
Finally,  he  stood  and  looked  down  at  his  own  nakedness. 
Quinn  looked  around  the  living  room  for  his  clothes  and 
found  them  near  the  door,  where  a  vibrant  and  alive  woman 
had  passionately  disrobed  him  only  a  few  hours  earlier.  He 
got  dressed  and  then  returned  to  the  corpse. 


He  averted  his  eyes  from  her  dead  stare,  her  face  forever 
frozen  in  agony.  The  Reverend  Quinn  slowly  pulled  the  bloody 
knife  from  the  body,  and  took  it  into  the  kitchen.  He  carefully 
washed  the  knife  and  placed  it  back  in  the  butcher-block  holder 
in  which  he  had  found  it. 


Quinn  then  filled  a  plastic  bucket  with  hot  soapy  water 
and  starting  with  the  first  floor  landing.  He  washed  the  tile 
steps  of  the  stairway,  one  by  one.  He  then  carried  the  bucket 
to  the  second  floor,  where  he  scrubbed  the  wall,  table,  and 
floor. 
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With  the  storm  still  raging  outside,  Quinn  determinedly 
retrieved  each  of  the  shards  of  glass  from  the  mirror  and  placed 
them,  along  with  the  mirror  frame,  into  a  large  plastic  garbage 
bag.  He  took  the  bag  down  to  the  first  floor  and  then  out  to  the 
garbage  can,  just  outside  the  back  door  of  the  quarters.  The 
wind  whipped  at  his  clothes  as  he  set  the  bag  inside  the  heavy 
steel  can  and  secured  the  lid. 


He  found  Maria's  robe  on  the  living  room  carpet  and 
carefully  dressed  the  body.  He  then  picked  Maria  up  and 
carried  her  lifeless  remains  carefully  up  the  steep  stairway  to 
her  bedroom.  Quinn  pushed  the  bedroom  door  open  with  his 
shoulder,  and  carried  Maria,  her  arms  dangling,  over  to  her 
bed.  He  laid  her  gently  down.  He  then  went  over  to  the  other 
side  of  the  bed  and  pulled  the  sheets  back. 


"Oh  God!"  Quinn  dropped  to  his  knees.  "She  wasn't!"  His 
head  started  to  swim  and  he  had  to  fight  to  keep  from  passing 
out.  For  as  the  Reverend  looked  at  her  starched  white  bed 
sheets,  he  saw  a  fresh,  dark  red  blood  smear,  in  the  exact 
place  he  and  Maria  had  fornicated  just  a  few  hours  earlier. 
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The  developing  realization  of  what  this  meant  quickly 
filled  every  crevice  of  his  already  troubled  soul.  The  harlot  had 
lost  her  life  solely  because  she  was  late.  Maria  was  never 
pregnant.  There  had  never  been  a  baby.  She  had  died  because 
her  menstrual  cycle  was  late. 


Quinn  now  began  to  panic  as  the  irony  and  brutality  of 
what  he  had  done  viciously  grabbed  hold  of  his  consciousness. 
He  looked  down  again  at  the  shell  of  what  once  had  been  a 
beautiful  and  vivacious  woman.  Her  lovely  face  was  covered  in 
bruises  and  blood;  her  dark  haunting  eyes  were  now  swollen 
nearly  closed  and  locked  for  all  eternity  in  fear  and  excruciating 
pain. 


He  had  to  get  out  of  there,  fast. 

The  Reverend  Quinn  ran  down  the  stairs  full  speed.  He 
wanted  to  flee  from  that  place,  to  run  as  far  and  as  fast  as  he 
could,  never  looking  back.  He  reached  the  front  door  and 
started  to  pull  back  the  bolt,  but  just  as  suddenly,  he  stopped. 
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Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn,  Marine  Criminal  Investigator 
ended  the  reckless  flight.  He  reached  deep  inside  and  forced 
himself  to  calm  down.  He  had  to  think,  had  to  be  careful,  very 
careful.  He  looked  around  the  room  and  realized  that  he  had 
important  work  to  do  before  he  could  leave  the  crime  scene. 
There  was  evidence  around,  too  much  evidence. 


Quinn  walked  back  into  the  living  room  and  made  a 
mental  list  of  everything  he  had  to  do.  He  had  already  cleaned 
the  blood  from  the  knife  and  all  signs  of  a  struggle  from  the 
upstairs  hallway,  the  stairs,  and  the  first  floor  landing. 


He  looked  over  to  the  place  on  the  living  room  carpet 
when  the  body  had  been.  "Damn,"  he  proclaimed  to  the  empty 
room.  There  was  a  puddle  of  deep  red  blood  on  the  beige 
carpet,  signifying  the  exact  location  of  the  body  before  death. 


Gunny  Quinn  realized  that  he  would  never  be  able  to 
clean  the  carpet  sufficiently  to  remove  her  bodily  fluids.  This 
would  speak  volumes  to  any  decent  NCIS  agent  that  she  had 
probably  died  there  and  not  in  her  bed,  where  he  had  just 
placed  her  body. 
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Quinn  then  realized  he  had  to  change  his  plan.  He 
contemplated  removing  the  corpse  and  disposing  of  it 
somewhere,  but  now  considered  the  closeness  of  the  military 
quarters  in  this  housing  area.  With  the  dissipating  storm  and 
the  coming  of  the  dawn,  there  was  far  too  significant  a  chance 
that  he  would  be  seen  carrying  her  from  the  house.  No,  the 
body  would  have  to  stay  where  it  was. 


Then  it  dawned  on  him.  DNA  evidence!  My  semen  is 
inside  of  her!  He  suddenly  felt  sick  again.  Quinn  sat  down  on 
the  landing  that  just  an  hour  before  had  held  the  mortally 
injured  Maria.  I  have  to  think.  Oh  God,  I  have  to  think! 


He  made  his  decision.  He  went  upstairs  to  the  bedroom 
and  retrieved  the  body  from  the  bed,  then  carried  it  to  the 
master  bathroom  and  dropped  it  into  the  bathtub.  Quinn  then 
filled  the  bathtub  with  hot  water  and  watched  the  steaming 
water  as  it  slowly  covered  first  her  feet,  then  her  belly,  then  her 
breasts,  and  finally  her  face.  The  water  turned  a  light  pink  as 
blood  escaped  from  the  cadaver. 

Quinn  wrapped  a  wet  hand  towel  around  the  wood  handle 
of  a  plunger  that  he  found  under  the  sink,  next  to  a  sealed  early 
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pregnancy  test  kit.  He  then  reached  into  the  pink  water, 
separated  Maria's  legs,  and  rammed  the  wrapped  plunger  in 
and  out  of  the  dead  woman's  vagina,  shoving  the  smooth  wood 
handle  as  far  inside  the  corpse  as  it  would  go.  A  dark  red  cloud 
emerged  from  between  her  legs,  as  he  continued  to  force  the 
tool  further  and  further  into  the  tiny  body. 

Satisfied  he  had  scrubbed  away  all  signs  of  his  semen, 
Quinn  removed  the  towel  from  the  end  of  the  plunger  and 
washed  it  in  hot,  soapy  water.  He  then  deposited  the  towel  in 
the  sink.  He  placed  the  plunger  beside  the  toilet  and  returned 
to  the  bedroom  to  retrieve  the  two  letters  Maria  had  written.  He 
shoved  them  in  his  pocket  as  he  walked  from  the  room. 


As  he  passed  by  the  bathroom  on  his  way  downstairs,  he 
realized  he  had  to  urinate.  As  the  preacher  stood  at  the  toilet 
and  directed  the  stream  into  the  bowl,  he  glanced  over  to  the 
bathtub  and  found  himself  wondering  how  just  the  arms 
seemed  to  float  at  the  surface  of  the  water,  while  the  rest  of  the 
body  stayed  submerged. 


Quinn  descended  the  stairs.  It  was  starting  to  get  light 
and  the  storm  was  diminishing.  He  knew  that  he  was  running 
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out  of  time.  He  crossed  the  living  room  and  saw  Maria's  large 
red  leather  bound  bible  still  on  the  floor  where  he  had  left  it.  He 
leaned  over,  picked  the  bible  up,  and  put  it  on  the  end  table 
next  to  the  gray  velvet  sofa. 

Something  else  on  the  carpet  caught  his  eye.  It  was  so 
small  that  he  almost  missed  it.  As  he  leaned  down  to  pick  it  up, 
he  saw  that  it  was  Maria's  gold  crucifix,  its  delicate  chain 
broken.  Quinn  stood  for  a  moment  and  looked  at  the  detailed 
engraving,  as  it  seemed  to  sparkle  in  his  hand.  He  then  slid  the 
crucifix  into  his  trouser  pocket  and  headed  for  the  front  door. 
Quinn  had  to  hurry.  He  had  a  church  sermon  to  deliver. 


The  light  of  the  new  sun  poured  through  the  window 
and  billows  of  steam  surrounded  the  lovers  as  they  washed 
each  other  in  his  oversized  shower  stall.  They  giggled  like 
children  as  they  scrubbed  each  other's  bodies. 


It  was  Eric's  turn  with  the  sponge.  He  loaded  it  with  soap 
and  washed  Midori's  back.  Then  he  gently  turned  her  around. 
He  was  immediately  mesmerized  as  he  watched  the  hot  water 
run  over  and  between  Midori's  firm  breasts. 


Page 


519 


FtecarisYear 


He  started  to  gently  run  the  lathered  sponge  over  each  of 
her  hard  nipples  and  it  took  just  a  few  seconds  of  this,  before 
the  quickly  weakening  Midori  grabbed  his  hand,  stopping  his 
caress.  She  then  laid  her  head  against  his  chest,  moaning 
softly. 


She  recovered  a  little,  then  took  the  sponge  from  him  and 
dropped  to  her  knees.  She  gently  began  to  wash  his  genitals 
and  grew  more  excited  as  he  began  to  swell  in  her  hands. 

Midori  finally  dropped  the  sponge  and  gently  kissed  the  head  of 
his  swelled  organ.  Then,  as  the  water  continued  to  pour  over 
her  face,  she  took  him  into  her  mouth  and  started  to  slide  him 
as  deeply  as  she  could,  down  into  her  throat.  Midori  wanted  to 
taste  him,  all  of  him,  for  she  was  sure  that  she  would  love 
anything  that  came  from  his  need  for  her. 


Eric  knew  what  she  wanted,  but  he  wanted  more.  He 
abruptly  turned  off  the  shower  and  leaned  down  to  pick  up 
the  intensely  aroused  Midori.  He  then  carried  her,  soaking 
wet,  back  to  bed  where  he  laid  her  on  her  back  and  kissed  her 
passionately. 
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She  reached  down  and  gently  grabbed  his  throbbing 
sex.  Her  body  burned  for  him.  From  her  position,  she  could 
see  that  the  barracks  room  window  was  completely  hazed 
over.  She  did  not  know  if  it  was  from  the  shower,  or  if  it  was 
from  the  hot  steam  that  she  was  sure  was  rising  from  their 
wet  bodies.  All  Midori  knew  was  that  she  was  on  fire  and  had 
to  have  him.  She  looked  up  into  his  deep  blue  eyes;  she  could 
wait  no  longer. 


"Put  it  inside  me!"  She  begged. 

"Midori..." 

"PLEASE  ERIC,  NOW!" 

Eric  plunged  himself  all  the  way  into  the  writhing, 
panting  woman.  After  a  night  of  lovemaking,  Midori  was  used 
to  the  size  of  him,  but  still  found  she  had  to  hold  her  breath  for 
an  instant  until  he  was  all  the  way  in. 


She  was  in  instantaneous  ecstasy.  Through  the  long 
night,  she  had  found  out  that  Eric  had  a  way  of  pulling  all  the 
way  out,  then  hesitating  for  just  a  fraction  of  a  second  before 
bursting  into  her  again  and  again. 
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The  shy  Midori,  who  had  never  previously  experienced 
an  orgasm  in  her  entire  life,  had  received  more  this  long  night 
than  she  would  ever  be  able  to  remember.  Yet  another 
uncontrollable  eruption  started  to  mount  deep  inside  her  tired 
body. 


He  never  took  his  eyes  from  hers.  Midori  freely 
expressed  happiness,  sadness,  fear  and  need  with  her  eyes. 
Now,  as  he  moved  in  and  out  of  her  with  growing  urgency,  he 
watched  her  eyes  and  could  tell  that  she  was  quickly  building 
towards  another  shattering  climax. 


Eric  tried  everything  he  knew  to  hold  back  just  a  few  more 
seconds.  It  wasn't  working.  His  explosion  was  imminent. 

Midori  felt  this  and  her  own  body  began  to  thrash 
uncontrollably. 

Eric  felt  her  back  arch  and  saw  her  eyes  roll  back.  She 
screamed  "NOW  ERIC!" 

He  instantly  exploded  into  the  climaxing  Midori  with 
his  entire  life  force. 
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They  collapsed  onto  each  other's  arms. 

It  took  several  minutes  before  Eric  could  move.  When  he 
did,  he  rolled  onto  his  back  and  Midori  crawled  up  into  his 
arms.  Eric  looked  down  at  her.  She  looked  up  and  met  his  gaze. 
Overcome  by  the  essence  of  her,  Eric  expressed  the  obvious.  "I 
love  you,  Midori." 


She  smiled  and  touched  her  forefinger  to  his  lips.  "I 
know,  Eric." 


The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  was  asleep  at  the  desk  in 
his  small  church  office  when  he  awoke  to  the  sounds  of  organ 
music.  Sophia  Aguiar  had  arrived  early  for  Sunday  services 
and  had  let  herself  into  the  sanctuary  to  practice.  Quinn  stood 
up  and  hoping  that  Sophia  would  not  see  him,  stumbled  out  of 
his  office  and  into  the  men's  room  at  the  rear  of  the  sanctuary. 


Quinn  quietly  closed  and  locked  the  men's  room  door, 
then  took  a  long  look  in  the  mirror.  He  was  still  wearing  the 
same  wrinkled  clothes  from  the  night  before  and  he  was  dirty. 
He  looked  down  at  his  hands  and  then  immediately  looked 
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away  for  they  were  still  stained  with  the  blood  of  his 
most  faithful  parishioner. 

He  looked  back  into  the  mirror  and  started  to  sob 
uncontrollably.  The  more  he  attempted  to  take  control  of 
himself,  the  more  out  of  control  his  misery  became.  His  body 
rocked  in  sorrow  as  he  fought  to  keep  his  weeping  from 
becoming  audible.  Never  taking  his  eyes  from  the  dirty  mirror, 
he  watched  helplessly  as  the  tears  ran  freely  down  his 
unshaven  face. 


Quinn's  mind  scrambled  to  take  control.  He  had  less  than 
ninety  minutes  to  get  ready  to  preach.  He  wiped  the  tears  from 
his  face  with  the  sleeve  of  his  white  dress  shirt  and  then  tossed 
it  on  the  floor.  He  filled  the  sink  with  hot,  soapy  water  and  tried 
his  best  to  wash  her  off. 


Quinn  found  an  old  plastic  disposable  razor  in  the  rusty 
cabinet.  He  lathered  his  face  again  and  scraped  the  razor  over 
his  whiskers,  managing  to  shave  most  of  them  without  cutting 
himself  too  badly.  He  then  pulled  his  white  pastoral  robe  from 
the  wobbly  steel  locker  next  to  the  bathroom  sink  and  pulled  it 
over  his  head.  He  threw  the  dirty  shirt  into  the  locker,  ran  his 
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fingers  through  his  few  strands  of  greasy  hair,  and  looked 
again  in  the  mirror  as  he  departed  the  bathroom. 

This  feels  better,  Reverend  Quinn  decided.  My  people 
need  me.  It  was  time  to  save  a  few  souls. 

Quinn  stood  at  his  pulpit  and  looked  down  upon  the  flock. 
For  the  first  time  in  his  memory,  he  was  at  a  loss  as  to  what  to 
teach  to  his  congregation.  The  reverend  started  to  panic,  as  he 
looked  at  all  the  expectant  faces  that  were  looking  back  at  him. 


He  was  suddenly  angry.  Who  are  they  to  demand  that  I 
perform  for  them  like  some  sort  of  circus  act!  He  peered  down 
at  his  flock  and  suddenly  hated  each  and  every  one  of  them. 
They  in  turn,  looked  up  to  their  minister,  waiting  for  him  to 
enlighten  their  lives,  as  he  had  done  so  many  times  before. 


Sophia  looked  worriedly  at  her  reverend  as  she  continued 
to  pound  the  keys  of  the  old  church  organ.  What  is  wrong?  She 
thought  as  the  time  for  the  sermon  started  to  pass.  Quinn  again 
looked  down  at  his  hands.  She  was  still  on  his  skin,  still  under 
his  fingernails.  As  his  hands  shook,  he  picked  up  his  bible  and 
without  looking,  opened  to  a  place  where  he  could  begin.  He 
closed  his  eyes  and  prayed. 
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The  Reverend  Quinn  looked  down  at  the  passage  under 
his  finger,  then  looked  up  at  the  ceiling  and  smiled  in  silent 
appreciation.  He  proclaimed  to  the  waiting  mass,  "Do  not  be 
deceived!  God  cannot  be  mocked!  A  man  reaps  what  he 
sows.  The  one  who  sows  to  please  his  sinful  nature,  from  that 
nature,  will  reap  destruction!  This  is  the  word  of  the  Lord,  as 
God  tells  us  in  Galatians,  the  sixth  chapter  and  the  seventh 
verse!" 


Quinn  put  down  the  bible  and  looked  hard  at  his  flock.  "If 
you  live  in  sin,  you  WILL  die  that  way!  There  are  those  of  you 
out  there  who  are  still  mocking  the  name  of  the  Lord!  You  live 
whatever  life  you  happen  to  choose  and  you  believe  that  the 
reaper  will  never  come  to  call?  Rest  assured  my  children,  he 
will  call!" 


The  congregation  started  to  call  out  in  excited  agreement. 
This  was  Quinn,  better  than  ever.  "Amen,  Brother  Quinn!" 
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"If  you,  my  sisters,  lay  down  with  a  man  out  of  lust  and 
wanton  desire  and  not  as  instructed  by  the  Lord,  you  will 
surely  perish!" 

"Amen,  Brother  Quinn!" 

"And  if  you,  my  brothers  cause  a  sister  to  sin,  you  will 
be  ordered  by  God  to  punish  her  as  the  bible  demands!" 

"Amen,  Brother  Quinn!" 

Theodore  Quinn  looked  out  at  his  flock.  They  loved  him 
and  they  needed  him  to  show  them  the  way.  Quinn  realized 
that  the  moment  he  first  met  the  adulterous  Maria  Schull,  that 
she  was  already  dead.  God  had  sentenced  the  prostitute  for 
her  multitude  of  sins  and  had  called  upon  his  faithful  servant 
to  carry  out  the  sentence.  Quinn  had  not  understood  that  at 
the  time  he  was  driven  into  knowing  the  pathetic  woman  in  the 
most  intimate  way. 


Quinn  had  not  understood  why  the  whore  had  been  led 
somehow  to  believe  that  she  carried  his  child.  And  he  had  not 
understood  why  he  felt  driven  to  pick  up  a  knife  that  had  been 
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clearly  left  for  him  to  find  and  then  use  that  blade  to  drain  her 
miserable  life  from  her. 

Now  he  understood.  It  was  so  very  clear.  The  Lord  had 
tasked  him  with  difficult  ministries  his  entire  life.  This  was  just 
one  more.  Maria  Schull  was  a  thief,  a  liar,  a  user,  an  adulterer, 
and  a  whore.  She  was  destined  to  die  as  she  had  lived.  He  had 
ordered  it,  for  the  bible  clearly  declares  that  the  wages  of  sin 
are  surely  death.  The  Jezebel  had  earned  her  place  in  hell  and 
the  Reverend  Quinn  could  only  pray  that  the  wretched  woman 
had  found  salvation  in  her  final  moments. 


As  was  the  custom  on  every  Sunday,  the  reverend  stood 
outside  the  front  door  of  his  modest  church  and  shook  the 
hand  of  every  parishioner  as  they  made  their  way  back  to  their 
homes  and  their  lives.  Sophia  Aguiar  stood  behind  him  and 
watched  as  he  personally  interacted  with  each  and  every 
member  of  his  congregation.  Times  like  this  inspired  her. 
Theodore  was  truly  a  great  man  and  she  knew  that  she  loved 
him.  After  the  last  of  the  congregation  left,  Sophia  asked  him  if 
he  would  be  going  home  with  her,  really  hoping  he  would. 
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"I'm  sorry  Sophie,  I  need  to  stay  on  base  tonight.  I  have 
an  early  morning  planned.  Maybe  I  can  come  by  tomorrow 
after  work." 

Sophia  was  disappointed,  but  she  understood.  He  had  a 
very  busy  life.  She  stood  at  the  church  and  watched  him  as  he 
drove  off  in  his  black  Toyota.  She  then  went  back  into  the 
church  to  close  up. 

As  she  entered  the  sanctuary,  she  could  hear  the 
telephone  ringing  in  the  church  office.  Sophia  ran  to  the  back 
and  picked  up  the  phone.  It  was  one  of  the  local  ladies  asking 
about  Wednesday  night  services.  Sophia  opened  the 
reverend's  top  desk  drawer  and  pulled  out  the  schedule  of 
services.  She  answered  the  woman's  questions,  and  as  she 
started  to  close  the  drawer,  she  spotted  something  shiny. 


Sophia  picked  up  the  small  gold  crucifix  with  the 
broken  chain.  It  looked  familiar.  Sophia  turned  it  over  and  the 
engraving  on  the  other  side  confirmed  her  suspicions.  The 
blessed  cross,  carried  the  family  name  "Carabay."  She  knew 
this  name.  This  was  the  maiden  name  of  Maria  Schull. 
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Maria,  who  had  originally  been  her  friend  and  confidant, 
and  who  under  Quinn's  orders,  she  had  set  up  to  be  arrested, 
and  whom  she  ultimately  ended  up  competing  with  for 
Theodore's  attentions,  had  apparently  left  her  broken  cross  in 
his  possession.  Sophia  dropped  the  crucifix  into  her  purse, 
locked  up  the  church,  and  walked  home  to  her  small  apartment. 


Eric  awoke  and  looked  to  the  place  beside  him,  the  place 
that  Midori  had  staked  out  as  hers,  and  saw  that  she  was  gone. 
The  last  thing  he  remembered  was  falling  asleep  around  dawn, 
holding  her  in  his  arms,  her  head  on  his  chest. 


Now  it  was  after  noon,  the  typhoon  had  died,  and  the  sun 
was  shining  brightly.  Suddenly,  Eric  felt  empty  and  very  alone. 
Just  hours  earlier,  he  was  making  love  to  the  most  beautiful 
woman  in  the  world  and  now  she  was  gone. 


Eric  got  out  of  bed  and  pulled  on  his  sweatpants  and  tank 
top.  Midori  had  left  his  clothes  folded  neatly  for  him  on  the  end 
of  the  sofa.  He  looked  around  the  room  and  saw  that  she  had 
quietly  taken  her  own  things  with  her.  The  room  looked  as  if 
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she  had  never  been  there,  but  he  still  felt  her  presence,  he 
could  still  smell  her  delicate  perfume.  He  missed  her  already. 

Eric  looked  over  at  his  old  buzzing,  rattling  refrigerator. 
There  was  a  note  left  under  the  small  magnet  his  daughter  had 
sent  him  months  earlier.  Eric  retrieved  the  note  and  sat  back 
down  on  the  sofa.  The  message  was  a  simple  one.  "I  love  you 
Eric,  I  always  have." 


Eric  walked  over  to  the  window  and  looked  out  to  the 
ocean  as  it  glimmered  in  the  distance.  He  put  his  palm  against 
the  window  and  stared  through  the  glass  for  a  very  long  time. 
He  then  looked  down  at  the  note  he  held  in  his  other  hand.  Her 
handwriting  was  beautiful,  almost  gothic. 


He  slid  open  the  window.  The  immediate  blast  of  salty 
ocean  air  stung  his  face.  Eric  quietly  spoke  as  if  the  wind  would 
carry  his  whisper  to  a  small  Japanese  house  many  miles  from 
this  place. 


"I  love  you  too  Midori,  I  always  have." 

He  closed  the  window  and  watched  the  last  of  the  storm 
clouds  slowly  pass  by.  Eric  was  painfully  aware  of  the  reality  of 
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this  situation.  He  knew  that  he  did  not  have  the  right  to  make 
any  promises  to  Midori.  He  had  no  right  to  love  her. 

Eric  looked  over  to  the  tiny  magnet  stuck  to  his 
refrigerator,  the  simple  craft  lovingly  constructed  for  him  by 
his  little  girl.  He  realized  that  no  matter  how  much  his  love  for 
Midori  consumed  him,  no  matter  how  right  it  felt  for  him  to 
hold  her  close  and  to  love  her  with  everything  he  had,  he 
belonged  to  another. 


Eric  had  twice  made  a  solemn  promise  on  his  honor  that 
he  would  never  leave.  To  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  United 
States  Marine,  honor  was  a  mighty  force  indeed.  Yet  so  was 
the  power  that  drew  him  to  the  most  beautiful  person  he  had 
ever  known. 


Eric  was  torn  between  two  great  forces.  His  integrity 
demanded  he  do  what  was  right.  In  contrast,  his  heart  called 
out  to  him,  plead  with  him,  to  listen  and  to  follow.  Now  the 
agony  of  conflict  was  all  around  him  and  Eric  Pecaro  was 
being  called  to  be  a  man.  Only  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he 
wasn't  sure  what  that  meant. 
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CHAPTER  8--"HAEN-K0-GENBA"  (THE  SCENE) 


"Master  Sergeant  Pecaro?"  Sergeant  Bressette  tried  to 
get  the  chief  investigator's  attention. 

"Top?" 

Eric's  eyes  were  locked  on  the  conference  room  door, 
through  which  Midori  Sasaki  had  just  exited.  She  had  come  by 
to  pick  up  a  military  police  report  for  the  colonel. 

Bressette  tried  again,  "Top?" 

Eric  snapped  out  of  his  daydream  and  reinvested  his 
attention  on  the  investigators  around  the  table.  Today  was  the 
regularly  scheduled  case  review  meeting  and  there  were 
numerous  investigations  to  discuss.  "I'm  sorry,  I  got 
distracted  for  a  minute." 


He  looked  at  Kelly  Bressette  sitting  pensively  at  the  other 
end  of  the  table.  Eric  worried  about  this  young  investigator. 
Sergeant  Bressette  had  personal  issues  that  sometimes 
affected  her  concentration.  Worse,  Bressette  was  a  very 
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private  person  and  as  hard  as  he  tried,  Eric  ran  into  a  brick  wall 
every  time  he  tried  to  get  her  to  open  up.  He  had  hoped  she 
would  talk  to  him  after  the  morning  of  the  McCarren  arrest,  but 
she  had  not.  The  only  thing  that  Eric  knew  for  sure  was  that 
Kelly  Bressette  hated  Gunny  Quinn  and  the  feeling  seemed  to 
be  mutual. 

Eric  glanced  over  at  Ted  Quinn,  seated  immediately  to  his 
left.  The  gunny  had  proven  to  be  a  disappointment  of 
monumental  proportions.  Nonetheless,  he  had  been  right  about 
one  thing.  Because  of  Eric  Pecaro's  long  assignment  to  NCIS, 
he  had  been  away  from  the  "fleet"  far  too  long  to  be  able  to 
easily  assimilate  back  into  the  "real"  Marine  Corps. 


In  truth,  there  had  been  a  lot  that  Eric  did  not  know  about 
how  to  run  a  Marine  CID  office.  This  caused  him  to  have  to 
struggle  to  relearn  mountains  of  Marine  Corps  administrative 
and  operational  regulations  and  procedures. 


Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn  could  have  assisted  his  chief 
investigator,  could  have  taken  care  of  some  of  the  problems  that 
popped  up,  and  could  have  kept  his  boss  from  tripping  over 
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some  of  the  more  obvious  rocks  in  the  road.  That  is  after  all, 
what  a  strong  Number  Two  does. 

Instead,  Gunny  Quinn  had  used  every  opportunity  to  trip 
up  his  new  chief  investigator  and  as  Eric  reflected  back,  he 
realized  that  it  had  been  Quinn  who  had  thrown  most  of  those 
rocks  into  the  road  in  the  first  place.  Quinn  would  then  hold  up 
every  one  of  Pecaro's  mistakes,  big  and  small,  to  superiors  and 
subordinates  alike,  as  some  sort  of  a  prize,  proof  that  Eric 
Pecaro  was  not  fit  for  the  job  of  Chief  Investigator. 


Luckily,  things  seem  to  have  worked  out.  Since  he  had 
reassigned  Quinn  to  central  district,  Ted  had  been  keeping  a 
pretty  low  profile  and  Eric  was  finally  able  to  settle  into  his 
professional  responsibilities,  without  having  to  dodge  too 
many  more  arrows. 


Eric  also  figured  out  that  this  church  that  Ted  was 
involved  in  took  most  of  his  time,  and  he  was  more  than  happy 
to  let  Ted  Quinn  spend  his  time  out  there,  if  that  is  what  he 
wanted  to  do.  In  fact,  since  the  storm  last  weekend,  Ted  seemed 
especially  quiet  and  preoccupied.  Eric  was  surprised  to 
discover  that  he  was  actually  a  little  worried  about  his  gunny. 
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Eric  diverted  his  attention  to  Stu  Pettit.  "Stu,  I'm  sorry,  but 
your  plan  is  still  a  'no-go.'" 

"Aw  c'mon  Top!"  Pettit  had  come  to  the  staff  meeting 
prepared  and  he  was  insistent.  "Top,  most  of  the  stolen 
property  is  still  in  his  room.  We  can't  let  that  stuff  walk!" 

"Stu,  have  you  read  the  constitution  lately?"  Eric  was 
admittedly  impressed  with  his  young  sergeant's  plan. 
Unfortunately,  he  was  also  pretty  sure  that  the  Staff  Judge 
Advocate  would  not  have  been  amused  with  its  execution. 

"Stu,  you  know  full  well  that  you  need  a  search  warrant  to  go 
into  a  suspect's  room." 


Pettit  pleaded.  "You  know  the  Commanding  Officer  has 
turned  down  the  warrant  request.  For  God's  sake,  Top,  this 
guy  is  probably  wrapping  the  stuff  up  for  shipment  back  to 
the  states  right  now!" 


The  chief  investigator  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and 
thought  about  the  entries  he  had  reviewed  in  Pettit's 
personnel  file.  Prior  to  Eric's  arrival,  Stu  had  been  counseled 
several  times  for  "Non-standard  investigative  techniques." 
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Eric  liked  Sergeant  Pettit.  Stu  was  an  aggressive 
investigator  and  his  heart  was  certainly  in  the  right  place.  Now 
it  seemed  he  had  focused  his  gun  sights  on  a  certain  Lance 
Corporal  Timothy  Jordan,  a  twice-busted  cook  over  at  the 
chow  hall. 


"Okay  Stu,"  Eric  began.  "Maybe  we  can  find  a  way  to  get 
to  that  stolen  property.  Tell  me  everything  you  have  on  this 
case." 


"To  start  off  with  Top,  this  guy  is  a  fucking  piece  of 

shit."  "Stu,  I  can't  put  that  on  a  search  warrant," 

Most  of  the  investigators  at  the  table  chuckled.  Quinn 
remained  quiet.  Pettit  did  not  look  amused. 

"Top,  I'm  serious,"  he  implored.  "Three  weeks  ago,  most 
of  the  Marines  in  his  barracks  deployed  to  Africa  for  an 
emergency  peace  keeping  operation.  They  got  back  the  night 
before  last  and  every  room  had  been  broken  into.  There  were 
sixteen  rooms  in  all.  This  dirt  bag  got  away  with  stereo 
receivers,  CD  players,  video  camcorders,  cameras,  and  tons  of 
other  shit." 
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"Now  Stu,"  Eric  directed.  "For  everyone's  benefit,  tell  us 
why  you  believe  Jordan  to  be  the  perpetrator." 

"Top,  Jordan  was  the  only  Marine  left  back  when  the  unit 
deployed.  He  has  been  prosecuted  twice  for  theft.  That  is  why 
they  didn't  take  him  on  deployment.  The  unit  was  afraid  he 
would  steal  anything  that  was  not  nailed  down.  That  and  since 
he  is  pending  an  Other  Than  Honorable  discharge,  he  wasn't 
deployable  anyway.  Then,  after  the  thefts  are  discovered,  one 
of  the  victims  saw  a  stereo  just  like  his  missing  system,  sitting 
on  top  of  two  other  stereos  in  Jordan's  room.  This  guy  is  our 
man,  I  am  sure  of  it!" 


"Stu,  I  agree  that  you  are  probably  right  about  this. 
However,  if  I  remember  correctly,  the  victim  could  not  positively 
identify  the  property.  Now  if  I  was  the  Commanding  Officer,  I 
would  have  also  ruled  that  was  not  enough  probable  cause  for 
a  search  warrant." 


"But  Top,  I  can  get  somebody  in  the  room  without  a 
warrant." 
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"Yes,  Top  Pecaro-san,"  Musabe  chimed  in.  "Pettit-san 
has  a  very  good  plan." 

Eric  looked  over  at  Musabe  and  couldn't  help  but  smile. 
Musabe  was  one  of  his  newest  Japanese  investigators.  He 
was  young,  maybe  twenty-three,  and  a  little  on  the  stocky 
side,  with  a  bushy  mustache  that  would  have  done  any  Italian 
organ  grinder  proud.  The  investigator  had  quickly  earned  the 
nickname,  "Musabe"  because  he  put  the  ultra  spicy  green 
Japanese  condiment  on  everything  he  ate.  He  was  motivated 
though,  clearly  as  motivated  as  Sergeant  Pettit  was. 


Maybe  it  was  not  such  a  good  idea  to  have  teamed  these 
guys  up?  Eric  slowly  rubbed  his  eyes  and  then  looked  at  the 
two.  "Musabe,  Stu,  allow  me  to  make  this  very  clear.  There  is  no 
way  in  hell  I  am  going  to  dress  Musabe  up  in  a  maintenance 
uniform  and  send  him  into  Jordan's  room.  Mr.  Musabe,  God, 
what  the  hell  is  his  real  name  again?  would  still  be  acting  as  an 
agent'  of  the  U.S.  government,  and  therefore  his  going  into  that 
room  would  be  an  illegal  search." 
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Eric  could  see  both  men  were  having  great  difficulty 
hiding  their  disappointment.  "I'm  sorry  guys,  you  cannot  go  in 
his  room  without  a  warrant." 

Pettit  tried  one  last  argument.  "Top,  Lance  Corporal 
Jordan  flies  out  at  the  end  of  the  week.  Our  sources  at  the 
Transportation  Office  and  the  Post  Office  say  he  has  not 
shipped  anything  out  yet.  We  are  running  out  of  chances!" 


"Stu,"  Pecaro  offered.  "Maybe  he  has  not  shipped 
anything  out  yet,  because  he  didn't  steal  anything?" 

"No  way  Top,  he  is  our  thief  and  I  am  positive  the  stolen 
property,  or  at  least  most  of  it,  is  still  in  his  room." 

Eric's  own  "sixth  sense"  agreed.  Lance  Corporal  Jordan 
was  the  perpetrator  and  he  was  about  get  away  with  stealing 
from  his  fellow  Marines.  These  were  men  who  had  just  risked 
their  lives,  as  they  always  do,  to  protect  a  whole  bunch  of 
people  they  didn't  even  know.  Then  they  managed  to  come 
back  alive,  only  to  discover  that  some  low  life  has  gone  into 
their  personal  space  and  stolen  from  them. 

Eric  looked  around  the  room.  All  eyes  were  on  him. 
Besides  Pettit,  Bressette,  Musabe,  and  Gunny  Quinn,  he  could 


Page 


540 


Pecaro’s  Year 


see  that  Sergeants  John  Miller,  and  Anthony  Torres,  as  well  as 
Staff  Sergeants  Phil  Munoz,  and  Joe  Edan  all  were  watching 
him  expectantly,  waiting  for  Eric  to  make  one  of  those 
decisions  they  pay  master  sergeants  to  make. 

Eric  looked  empathetically  at  his  young  sergeant.  He 
rubbed  his  eyes  again  and  thought  for  a  moment.  He  came  up 
with  an  idea.  Still,  it  was  a  little  risky  from  a  legal  point  of  view. 
Could  it  work?  He  asked  himself.  Eric  thought  long  and  hard 
before  he  asked,  "How  badly  do  you  want  him  Stu?" 


"Top,  you  know  that  I'm  from  West  Virginia." 

"Yeah  Stu,  I  know." 

"Well  Top,  I  want  him  worse  than  I  want  my  sister." 

The  room  exploded  in  laughter.  The  chief  investigator 
waited  for  the  din  to  die  down  and  then  announced  his 
decision.  "Well  guys,  you  still  can't  go  into  his  room  to  get  that 
stolen  property,  but  I  think  that  we  can  maybe  get  him  to  bring 
the  evidence  to  us." 
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"Top,"  Pettit  was  confused.  "I  don't  think  we  can  just  call 
this  guy  and  ask  him  to  please  deliver  the  stolen  property  to 
us." 


"Why  not?'  Eric  smiled  wisely  at  his  subordinate.  "I  mean 
we  are  all  real  nice  and  helpful  folks,  aren't  we?"  He  turned  to 
the  even  more  confused  interpreter.  "Aren't  we  really  nice 
people,  Musabe?" 

"Yes  Pecaro-san!"  Musabe  knew  how  to  answer  this 
question  from  his  boss.  "You  are  very  nice  person,  Pecaro- 
San!" 


"Thank  you  Musabe.  Now  who  would  like  to  participate?" 

Everyone  in  the  room  raised  their  hands  except  for  Quinn, 
who  was  still  a  little  too  quiet  for  Eric's  comfort. 

"OK,  meeting  closed,  Pettit,  Bressette,  and  Munoz,  you're 
with  me."  The  three  investigators  followed  their  chief 
investigator  to  his  office.  "Sergeant  Petit  close  the  door,"  Eric 
ordered  and  then  turned  to  face  his  subordinates.  "Okay,  this 
will  not  be  completely  by  the  book." 
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Quinn  was  left  alone.  He  had  no  interest  in  some  stupid 
operation  to  recover  a  few  thousand  dollars  worth  of  stolen 
property.  He  wasn't  even  all  that  interested  in  the  obvious  fact 
that  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  about  to  involve  several 
subordinate  members  of  CID,  Okinawa,  Japan  in  a  course  of 
action  that  was  probably  in  violation  of  directives. 


If  that  got  out,  the  master  sergeant  would  be  in  a  lot  of 
trouble,  which  could  of  course  be  very  good  for  Quinn.  Still, 
Theodore  Quinn  was  not  interested  in  any  of  that,  for  he  alone 
knew  that  for  the  past  four  days,  in  a  very  warm  house  just  a 
few  kilometers  from  this  room,  a  corpse  was  rotting  in  a 
bathtub  filled  with  bloody  water. 


Time  was  running  out. 


"Good  morning,  Twelfth  Marines  Dining  Facility.  Corporal 
Davis  speaking." 

"Okay  Kelly,  you're  on."  Eric  Pecaro  handed  the 
telephone  to  his  young  investigator. 
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"Hello,  is  Lance  Corporal  Jordan  there?"  Kelly  Bressette 
asked  in  her  sweetest,  most  naive  voice. 

"Just  a  moment.  Hey  Jordan!"  Kelly  could  hear  the 
corporal  yelling  over  the  crashing  of  pots  and  pans  in  the 
mess  area.  "You  have  a  phone  call!  Make  it  short!" 

Kelly  smiled  as  she  listened  to  the  exchange  between  the 
two  Marines  in  the  chow  hall. 

"Who  is  it  Corporal?" 

"Fuck,  I  don't  know,  some  female.  What  do  I  look  like, 
your  personal  fucking  secretary?" 

Kelly  winced  as  the  roar  of  several  more  crashing  pots 
and  pans  suddenly  blasted  over  the  receiver. 

"Uh,  Lance  Corporal  Jordan  here,  may  I  help  you  Sir  or 
Ma'am?" 

"Is  this  Lance  Corporal  Timothy  Jordan?" 

Jordan  immediately  liked  the  sexy  voice  on  the  other  end 
of  the  telephone.  "Yes  it  is,  who's  this?" 
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"I'm  just  a  friend  of  a  friend  who  wants  to  do  you  a  very 
big  favor." 

Jordan  wondered  if  this  was  a  joke.  "What  kind  of  favor?" 
he  asked  cautiously. 

Kelly  raised  her  voice  a  notch  to  make  sure  she  was 
heard  over  the  din  of  the  scullery.  "Well  you  don't  know  who  I 
am,  but  I  thought  you  would  want  to  know  that  CID  is  at  the 
Battalion  Commander's  office  getting  a  search  warrant  for  your 
room  and  it  looks  like  they'll  be  leaving  his  office  with  it  in 
about  fifteen  minutes." 


"Who  is  this?  Who  the  fuck  is  this!"  Jordan  screamed 
into  the  telephone  receiver  as  it  went  dead  in  his  hand. 

The  trap  was  set.  Sergeant  Bressette  smiled  at  her  Chief 
Investigator,  who  responded  with  a  knowing  wink.  She  then 
keyed  the  radio. 

"India  two-one,  this  is  India  one-zero." 
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Sergeant  Pettit  and  Staff  Sergeant  Munoz  were  waiting  in 
the  parking  lot  just  outside  Jordan's  barracks.  "Go  Ahead  one- 
zero,"  Pettit  responded. 

"The  subject  should  be  en-route  to  your  location  in  about 
ten  mikes." 

"Copy  one-zero,  India  two-one,  out." 

The  telephone  rang.  Kelly  picked  up  the  receiver,  spoke 
to  the  caller  for  a  few  seconds  and  then  handed  the  receiver  to 
her  Chief  Investigator.  "For  you  Top,  it's  Master  Gunny  Schull." 

Eric  took  the  phone  from  the  Sergeant,  who  was  still 
congratulating  herself  for  a  job  well  done.  "Terry  you  dog!  How 
the  hell  are  you?  How's  Fuji-san?" 

"Eric,  I  need  a  big  favor." 

By  Terry's  tone,  Eric  could  immediately  tell  this  was  not  a 
pleasure  call. 

"Whatever  you  need  old  man.  What's  the  problem?" 

"I  need  you  to  go  over  to  my  house  and  check  on  Maria." 

"Why,  what's  wrong?" 


Page 


546 


Pecaro’s  Year 


"I  don't  know  Eric.  I  have  been  trying  to  call  her  for  over 
four  days  and  she  ain't  answering.  Man,  she's  disappeared 
before,  but  only  for  a  day  or  so.  She  has  never  been  gone  for 
this  long." 


Eric  understood  what  Terry  was  feeling.  He  always  felt  it 
would  be  hard  to  be  married  to  Maria.  "You  got  it  man  and 
don't  worry.  I'm  sure  she's  fine.  Maybe  the  phone  is  out  or 
something." 


Terry  was  not  reassured,  fearful  that  maybe  this  time  she 
was  gone  for  good.  "Eric,  please  call  me  as  soon  as  you  find 
her,  okay?" 

"No  problem  Terry  and  don't  worry,  I  am  sure  she's  fine." 

Eric  hung  up  the  telephone  just  as  the  two-way  radio 
came  alive  with  activity. 

Pettit  and  Munoz  were  in  the  unmarked  sedan  as  they 
watched  Lance  Corporal  Jordan  pull  up  in  a  borrowed  car.  He 
got  out  and  sprinted  up  to  the  second  floor  of  the  motel  style 
barracks. 
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A  few  moments  later,  he  emerged  from  his  room, 
balancing  numerous  stereo  components  in  his  arms.  Jordan  let 
the  door  slam  behind  him  and  carefully  tip-toed  down  the  steps, 
making  sure  nothing  dropped.  Sergeant  Pettit  met  him  on  the 
first  floor  and  asked,  "You  need  some  help  with  that  stuff?" 


It  was  obvious  Jordan  immediately  recognized  the  badge 
and  CID  credentials;  he  looked  as  if  he  was  about  to  cry.  "How 
fucked  am  I,  Sergeant?" 

"If  you  were  to  ask  me,  Lance  Corporal  Jordan,  I  would 
say  that  you  are  really,  truly  fucked,  more  severely  fucked  then 
you  have  ever  been  in  your  entire  life." 

"I  thought  so;  can  I  put  this  stuff  down?  It's  getting  pretty 
heavy." 

Pettit  and  Munoz  led  the  defeated  lance  corporal  to  the 
unmarked  car  and  helped  him  place  the  stolen  property  into  the 
trunk.  They  then  advised  him  of  his  rights  and  drove  him  to  the 
CID  office,  the  long  way.  He  confessed  in  the  back  seat  of  the 
car. 


Page 


548 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Pettit  and  Munoz  had  just  come  through  the  back  door  of 
CID  with  their  suspect,  when  Eric  Pecaro  and  Kelly  Bressette 
emerged  from  Pecaro's  office. 

Eric  looked  at  the  Marine  in  handcuffs.  "You  need  any 
help  here,  Stu? 

"Nah,  me  and  Timmy  here  already  have  an 
understanding,  don't  we  Tim?" 

The  dejected  suspect  barely  looked  at  the  beaming 
investigator.  "Yes,  Sergeant  Pettit." 

"That's  good,"  replied  the  chief  investigator. 

"Sergeant  Bressette  and  I  are  on  our  way  out  to  Master 
Gunny  Schull's  house." 

Quinn  had  just  come  out  of  the  conference  room,  when 
he  overheard  Pecaro's  statement.  Suddenly,  he  had 
tremendous  trouble  breathing.  "Why  you  going  out  there 
Top?"  he  asked  in  his  best  "matter  of  fact"  tone. 
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"Master  Gunny  Schull  called  down  from  Camp  Fuji.  He 
asked  us  to  check  on  the  missus.  Sergeant  Bressette  and  I  will 
be  back  in  a  few  minutes.  Guns,  you  got  the  office." 

Eric  and  Kelly  were  out  the  door  before  Gunny  Quinn 
could  produce  any  argument  to  keep  them  from  going  to  that 
house.  He  sank  into  the  sofa  in  the  CID  waiting  room  as  fear 
gripped  every  inch  of  his  frame.  He  tried  to  hide  his  shaking 
hands  as  Staff  Sergeant  Munoz  walked  into  the  room. 


"You  all  right  Gunny?"  Munoz  asked,  "You  look  like 
you  are  going  to  be  sick  or  something." 


"I'll  drive,  Kelly."  Eric  got  into  the  driver's  side  of  the 
unmarked  car.  The  motorpool  had  recently  repainted  all  the 
covert  vehicles.  This  one  was  formally  white.  It  was  now  a 
weird  shade  of  green.  Eric  decided  that  they  were  probably  not 
going  to  be  sneaking  up  on  anybody  in  this  car. 
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As  they  drove  out  the  main  gate,  Eric  reached  into  his 
inside  jacket  pocket,  pulled  out  a  folded  piece  of  paper, 
and  handed  it  to  Kelly. 

"What's  this  Top?"  she  asked. 

Eric  smiled,  "It's  your  orders  to  CID 
School;  congratulations  Sergeant  Bressette." 

Kelly  could  barely  contain  her  excitement.  Her  hands 
shook  as  she  quickly  unfolded  and  read  the  cryptic  message. 

"AuthCMCmsg,DepfrmOki,Jpn.  Appox#daysTDY  112. 

ProcO/A...to  MarCorpsDet,  Ft.  McClellan,  Al  for 

TrSubjCrse  AppmtCrimlnv.  UpnSucCompI,  awrd 

MOS5821." 


The  chief  investigator  glanced  over  at  his  grinning 
sergeant.  "You've  made  it  Kelly.  Well,  almost.  According  to  that 
message  you  still  have  to  wait  over  six  months  for  your  CID 
class  to  start."  He  smiled,  "Of  course,  you  still  have  plenty  of 
time  to  screw  up  before  you  get  there." 
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"Top,"  Kelly  beamed.  "Just  call  me,  Miss  Low  Profile. 
I'll  be  invisible.  You  won't  even  see  me!" 

Eric  pulled  the  car  up  to  the  curb  in  front  of  the  Schull 
Quarters.  He  and  Kelly  got  out  of  the  car  and  approached  the 
residence.  Eric  tried  the  front  door  and  found  it  locked.  He 
sent  Kelly  around  the  back. 


Kelly  tried  the  back  door.  She  then  pushed  against  the 
living  room  and  kitchen  windows,  to  no  avail.  She  reported  to 
her  chief  investigator  that  the  house  was  locked  up  tight. 

Eric  thought  for  a  minute.  He  then  walked  to  the  car, 
reached  in  through  the  open  window,  and  grabbed  the 
microphone.  Eric  radioed  the  central  MP  dispatch  and 
instructed  the  Desk  Sergeant  to  contact  the  central  housing 
office  at  Kadena  Air  Base  and  ask  them  to  come  out  to  the 
quarters  with  a  key.  Eric  Pecaro  and  his  young  apprentice  then 
leaned  against  the  neon  green  fender  of  the  freshly  painted 
sedan  and  waited. 
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Twenty  minutes  passed  before  an  old  Japanese 
maintenance  worker  arrived  with  the  key.  He  bowed  deeply  to 
the  American  officials  and  offered  his  profuse  apologies  for 
taking  so  long.  He  then  stepped  up  onto  the  porch,  turned  his 
key  in  the  lock,  and  swung  the  door  open. 


It  took  under  three  seconds  for  the  worker  to  cover  his 
face  and  run  for  his  truck.  Eric  followed,  thanked  him  for  his 
help  and  sent  him  on  his  way.  He  then  walked  back  up  to  the 
front  porch.  Eric  knew  that  stench;  he  knew  what  it  meant. 


Kelly  held  her  nose  and  exclaimed,  "Holy  shit  Top!  Did 
they  leave  the  refrigerator  open  or  something?" 

"Kelly,  follow  me  into  the  house  and  stay  very  close. 

Don't  walk  anywhere  that  I  don't,  and  DO  NOT  touch  anything." 

The  central  heat  in  the  quarters  was  on  full  blast.  The 
investigators  could  hear  the  air  blowing  out  the  floor  vents.  Eric 
slowly  entered  the  front  door  and  walked  carefully  into  the  living 
room.  As  he  walked  over  to  the  area  just  in  front  of  the  window, 
he  observed  a  large,  dark  brown  spot  on  the  khaki  colored 
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carpet.  He  knelt  down  for  a  closer  look.  The  substance  was 
dry,  but  he  was  sure  it  was  blood.  This  isn't  good,  he  thought. 

They  walked  through  the  living  and  dining  room,  and  then 
into  the  kitchen,  which  appeared  clean.  They  then  walked  back 
through  the  living  room  and  started  up  the  stairs. 

Eric  examined  each  step  as  they  slowly  climbed  the 
stairs.  He  was  pretty  sure  that  he  saw  droplets  of  dried  blood 
on  two  of  the  steps  and  pointed  these  out  to  the  young 
sergeant. 

The  stench  of  decay  grew  stronger  as  they  mounted  each 
of  the  tiled  steps.  At  the  top  of  the  stairs,  Eric  saw  the  nail 
hanging  in  the  wall,  where  he  knew  a  fancy  gold  framed  mirror 
had  once  hung.  He  directed  Kelly  into  the  bathroom  at  the  top 
of  the  stairs  and  then  entered  the  Master  bedroom.  The  smell 
was  overwhelming. 


The  bed  was  unmade,  which  he  thought  was  highly 
unusual  for  Maria,  an  extraordinarily  neat  woman.  Eric  reached 
over  and  pulled  the  sheets  back,  which  exposed  a  large  smear 
of  dried  blood  on  the  bottom  fitted  white  sheet.  The  stain 
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appeared  brown,  indicating  that  it  was  at  least  several  days  old. 
He  had  just  stepped  away  from  the  bed,  when  he  heard  Kelly 
scream. 

"TOP,  GET  THE  HELL  IN  HERE!" 

Her  voice  was  filled  with  panic  and  horror.  Eric  ran  to  the 
bathroom  and  was  met  at  the  door  by  a  visibly  shaken  Sergeant 
Bressette  who  was  covering  her  mouth  and  pointing, 
speechless,  at  the  porcelain  bathtub. 

The  water  was  black.  At  one  end  of  the  tub,  he  could  see 
the  head  of  a  woman,  her  long  black  hair  floating  at  the  surface, 
her  face  submerged.  There  were  two  bloated,  black  arms 
bobbing  aimlessly.  A  fat,  black  leg  rested  against  each  side  of 
the  tub.  Maggots  wriggled  as  they  floated  along  the  surface  of 
the  filthy  water.  The  air  was  foul.  There  were  flies  everywhere. 


Kelly  bolted  from  the  bathroom,  running  blindly  down 
the  stairs  and  out  the  front  door.  She  then  collapsed  to  her 
knees  on  the  front  lawn  and  vomited  the  biscuits  and  sausage 
gravy  she'd  had  for  breakfast. 
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A  few  minutes  later,  the  chief  investigator  emerged  from 
the  quarters  and  knelt  down  beside  his  young  apprentice. 

"Kelly,  are  you  okay?" 

Embarrassed,  she  nodded  and  looked  up  at  her 
supervisor  from  her  hands  and  knees.  Eric  touched  her  arm 
compassionately,  then  walked  over  to  the  car  and  grabbed  his 
cell  phone.  He  dialed  the  provost  marshal's  personal  line. 
What  they  had  just  seen  did  not  need  to  go  over  the  Military 
Police  radio  net. 


"Provost  Marshal's  Office,  Midori  Sasaki  speaking.  May  I 
help  you? 

"Midori,  its  Eric." 

"Oh  Eric,"  she  whispered.  "I  am  so  surprised  you  have 
called  me  here.  I  miss  you." 

He  and  Midori  had  chanced  getting  together  one  more 
time  since  the  storm.  To  Eric,  the  memory  of  that  time  was 
even  stronger  than  the  first.  Eric  had  since  discovered  that  he 
weakened  at  the  sound  of  her  innocent  voice. 
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"Midori,"  Eric  whispered.  "I  miss  you  with  my  whole 
heart."  For  just  a  brief  moment  in  time,  he  forgot  that  the 
decaying  body  of  a  woman  he  was  certain  was  the  wife  of  his 
best  friend,  was  floating  in  a  bathtub  nearby. 


"Baby,  can  you  please  let  me  talk  to  Colonel  Kawalski?  It 
is  urgent." 

Eric  briefed  the  stunned  provost  marshal  and  then  asked 
for  two  MPs  to  be  sent  out  for  crime  scene  security.  Eric  hung 
up  the  phone  and  dialed  his  office.  Sergeant  Torres  answered 
the  phone. 


"Tony,  this  is  Top  Pecaro.  Do  you  know  where  Master 
Gunny  Schull's  quarters  is?" 

"Sure  do  Top,  been  there  a  couple  of  times." 

"Okay,  I  need  you  and  Staff  Sergeant  Edan  to  get  in  a 
duty  car  and  meet  me  out  here  right  away." 

"Sure  Top,  can  I  ask  why?" 

"No,  you  can't,  and  Tony?" 

"Yes  Top?" 
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"Bring  a  major  crime  scene  kit." 

Eric's  last  call  was  to  Ann  Rees  at  NCIS.  Homicide  on  a 
Marine  Corps  installation  was  NCIS  jurisdiction  and  primarily 
their  investigative  responsibility.  Rees  held  the  phone  to  her 
ear  in  shocked  silence  as  Eric  told  her.  Ann  assured  her  friend 
that  she  and  a  team  of  NCIS  agents  would  be  in  route  within 
ten  minutes. 


Quinn  was  still  sitting  on  the  sofa  in  the  CID  waiting 
room  when  Sergeant  Torres  burst  in. 

"Gunny,  Top  just  called.  He  wants  Edan  and  I  to  meet 
him  at  Master  Gunny  Schull's  house  right  away!" 

"Why?"  Quinn  asked  quietly.  He  was  almost  serene. 

"He  didn't  say,  but  he  wants  us  to  bring  a  crime  scene  kit." 

Quinn  thought  for  a  couple  of  seconds.  "Torres,  you  and  I 
will  go.  After  all,  Edan  is  in  the  Black-market  section.  You  know 
how  the  Top  feels  about  Black-market  getting  involved  in 
general  'crim.'  cases." 

"But  Gunny,  the  Top  said." 
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"I'm  sure  he  wasn't  thinking.  You  and  I  will  go." 

Gunny  Quinn  opened  the  trunk  of  the  CID  sedan  as 
Sergeant  Torres  struggled  to  lift  the  heavy  crime  scene  kit  over 
the  bumper  and  into  the  trunk.  As  Quinn  got  behind  the  wheel, 
he  found  himself  wondering  why  he  felt  it  so  necessary  to  go 
back  there,  back  to  that  house. 


Then  it  dawned  on  him.  If  he  were  involved  in  processing 
the  crime  scene,  there  would  be  a  reason  for  his  prints,  hairs, 
and  fibers  to  be  present.  He  would  also  have  access  to  any 
evidence  that  might  be  found. 


Yes,  he  thought.  I  must  make  very  sure  that  I  am  seen  in 
the  house. 

As  they  made  their  way  through  traffic,  Sergeant  Torres 
reflected  on  the  spooky  telephone  call  from  Top  Pecaro.  He 
wondered  if  perhaps  somebody  had  tried  to  break  into  Master 
Gunny's  quarters.  He  also  thought  about  the  last  time  Mrs. 
Schull  had  called  and  reported  that  someone  had  tried  to  break 
in. 

Almost  a  year  had  past  since  that  call.  Anthony  Torres 
had  just  arrived  in  Okinawa  and  was  assigned  as  the  duty 
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investigator  at  the  end  of  a  long  holiday  weekend.  The  Master 
Gunny  was  back  in  the  states  attending  some  course  and  his 
wife  called  the  MPs  to  report  a  prowler. 

Torres  had  followed  the  MPs  to  her  quarters  and  helped 
them  search  for  the  suspect  that  was  never  found.  He  then 
briefed  the  very  frightened  Mrs.  Schull,  who  was  adamant  she 
had  seen  something.  Still  clearly  terrified,  Mrs.  Schull  had 
nervously  asked  Sergeant  Torres  to  stay  behind  for  a  little  while 
after  the  uniformed  patrolmen  left.  The  MPs  were  barely  out  the 
door,  before  she  attacked  him. 


Tony  Torres  was  sure  that  he  had  never  been  with  such  a 
passionate  woman.  She  had  fucked  him  with  an  intensity  he 
had  never  before  experienced,  actually  ripping  the  buttons  from 
his  shirt  in  her  fervor  to  get  at  his  body.  Before  Tony  knew  what 
hit  him,  she  had  drained  him  not  once  or  twice,  but  three  times. 
She  then  sent  him  on  his  way  with  a  solemn  promise  of  a  repeat 
performance.  That  never  happened,  which  was  okay,  because 
Sergeant  Torres  really  did  feel  a  little  funny  about  screwing  his 
supervisor's  wife. 
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Torres  was  still  recalling  his  odd  experience  as  Gunny 
Quinn  pulled  the  unmarked  car  up  to  the  curb  in  front  of  the 
quarters.  The  yard  in  front  of  the  house  was  alive  with  activity. 

There  were  several  NCIS  sedans  in  the  street  and  up  on 
the  grass.  Torres  wondered  about  this.  What  the  hell  are  they 
doing  here?  What's  going  on? 

Torres  saw  a  marked  MP  sedan  and  two  OHP 
motorcycles  parked  in  the  street.  Corporal  Hashimoto  was 
standing  at  the  front  door  of  the  quarters,  checking 
identifications  of  agents  entering  and  leaving.  Yellow  crime 
scene  tape  was  everywhere. 


What  the  fuck  is  going  on?  He  again  wondered. 

Tony  looked  over  at  Quinn  who  was  still  sitting  in  the 
driver's  seat.  Quinn  was  gripping  the  wheel  so  tightly  his 
knuckles  were  white.  He  was  pale  and  had  a  funny  look  in  his 
eyes,  sort  of  like  the  look  he  had  seen  in  the  eyes  of  young 
Marines  the  first  time  they  had  to  rappel  out  of  a  helicopter. 


"Hey  Gunny,"  Torres  began.  "You  okay?" 
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Quinn  jumped  from  the  car  and  sprinted  towards  the 
house,  only  to  be  stopped  at  the  front  door  by  Corporal 
Hashimoto. 

Sergeant  Torres  got  out  of  the  car  and  started  for  the 
front  door  where  Hashimoto  and  Gunny  Quinn  were  in  a  heated 
discussion.  Hashimoto  looked  very  uncomfortable,  her  eyes 
darted  around,  obviously  looking  for  assistance. 


Funny  how  Gunnery  Sergeant  Quinn  seems  to  have  that 
affect  on  people,  Torres  thought.  He  looked  again  at  the 
nervous  Corporal  Hashimoto.  He  had  always  liked  her,  having 
decided  long  ago  that  she  was  a  cool  girl  to  talk  to  and  a  real 
"fox."  He  remembered  all  the  times  that  he  had  seen  her  at  PT 
in  her  tee  shirt  and  thin  nylon  shorts.  "No  doubt  about  it,"  he 
thought.  That  Hashimoto  has  a  real  hard  body  and  pretty  good- 
sized  tits  for  an  Asian  babe. 


Of  course  there  were  those  persistent  rumors  that  she 
was  a  "Bush  Pilot,"  a  lesbian.  Torres  never  believed  those 
rumors.  He  decided  that  he  was  all  in  all  a  pretty  good  judge  of 
the  female  sex,  and  Lori  Hashimoto  was  definitely  not  a  dyke. 
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Quinn  was  furious.  Hashimoto  was  resolute.  "Step  aside 
Corporal,"  he  ordered.  "You  know  who  I  am!" 

"I  know  who  you  are  Gunny,  but  the  NCIS  lady  in  charge 
of  this  crime  scene  has  given  me  this  list  of  authorized 
personnel  and  you  are  not  on  it." 

"Corporal,  I  am  part  of  your  chain  of  command  or  did  you 
forget  your  general  orders?" 

"Gunny,  Ms.  Rees  is  in  charge  and  she  will  be  down  here 
in  just  a  second." 

Ann  Rees  had  heard  the  commotion  at  the  front  door  and 
was  just  coming  down  the  stairs  to  check  into  it,  when  she  saw 
Ted  Quinn  push  past  the  startled  military  police  corporal  and 
burst  into  the  quarters. 


"Whoa,  Ted,"  Ann  came  off  the  landing  and  placed  her 
body  in  front  of  the  charging  Marine.  "You've  got  to  leave.  This 
area  is  off  limits." 

Quinn  pushed  past  Ann  and  kept  walking.  He  knew  that  it 
was  imperative  that  he  be  seen  in  every  room  in  the  quarters. 
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He  also  knew  he  needed  a  reason  for  his  behavior.  "I'm  looking 
for  Top  Pecaro.  I  have  to  talk  to  him!" 

Eric  was  on  the  top  landing  looking  down  at  the 
commotion.  "Ted,  I  am  right  here.  What's  the  problem?" 

Quinn  knew  he  had  this  one  chance  to  get  to  the  second 
floor.  He  started  up  the  stairs  just  as  NCIS  Agent  Ken  White 
was  coming  down.  Ken  physically  grabbed  Quinn  just  as  he 
got  to  the  third  step  up. 

"Ted,  what  the  fuck  is  wrong?"  White  asked,  "You  KNOW 
we  have  to  limit  access  to  a  crime  scene  of  this  type." 

Quinn  tried  to  break  free.  Unfortunately  an  All  Marine 
Power  Lifting  Champion  was  holding  him  in  place.  Quinn  looked 
up  at  Eric  as  the  chief  investigator  descended  the  stairs. 

Eric  stared  at  Quinn  inquisitively.  "Now  tell  me  Ted,  what 
was  so  God  damned  important  that  you  busted  into  a  secured 
crime  scene?" 

Quinn  had  to  think  fast.  "Top,  Maria  Schull  was  my 
parishioner,  a  member  of  my  congregation.  I  have  to  see  her.  I 
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must  pray  for  the  ascension  of  her  soul  into  heaven.  Top,  this 
is  vitally  important.  You  must  let  me  do  this!" 

Eric  empathized  with  Quinn's  need  to  complete  a  ritual 
that  was  obviously  quite  important  to  him.  Yet,  he  knew  that  he 
had  to  maintain  the  integrity  of  the  crime  scene;  the  fewer 
people  present,  the  better.  There  were  already  more  than  a 
sufficient  number  of  investigators  on  the  second  floor  of  the 
residence. 


"Ted,  I'll  tell  you  what.  As  soon  as  we  move  the  body 
outside,  you  can  do  whatever  you  feel  is  necessary.  In  the 
meantime,  we  have  to  keep  the  area  up  here  as  secure  as 
possible.  Now,  why  don't  you  and  Sergeant  Torres  do 
neighborhood  canvasses?  Somebody  must  have  seen 
something." 


Quinn  pulled  his  arm  out  of  White's  grip  and  walked  back 
down  the  stairs.  Obviously,  there  was  no  way  anybody  there 
was  going  to  let  him  get  up  those  stairs,  at  least  not  right  now. 
Instead,  he  had  to  satisfy  himself  with  the  knowledge  that  he 
had  been  seen  in  the  most  of  the  first  floor  of  the  quarters. 
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There  was  now  a  reason  for  little  pieces  of  him  to  be  in  that 
crime  scene. 

A  partial  victory  was  better  than  none  at  all. 


"Advanced  Putrefaction  due  to  high  ambient  temperature 
and  submersion."  Captain  Mueller  announced  as  he  pointed  to 
the  bloated,  discolored  remains  in  the  second  floor  bathtub. 

Captain  Roger  Mueller  was  the  Forensic  Pathologist 
assigned  to  the  U.S.  Naval  Hospital,  at  Camp  Lester.  He  had 
been  asked  by  NCIS  to  respond  to  the  crime  scene  on  this  case 
and  he  was  happy  to  do  so.  This  in  going  to  be  an  interesting 
autopsy,  he  thought.  I  might  even  publish  a  paper  on  this  one. 


Captain  Mueller  had  asked  the  investigators  to  slowly 
drain  the  bathtub  utilizing  large  ladles,  donated  by  the  enlisted 
dining  facility  (they  didn't  want  them  back).  The  black  putrid 
liquid  was  carefully  dumped  into  a  sanitized  fifty-gallon  drum 
for  transport  to  the  crime  lab. 


With  just  an  inch  or  so  of  fluid  remaining  in  the  bathtub, 
the  Forensic  Pathologist  leaned  in  to  get  a  better  look  at  the 
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body.  He  pointed  to  an  unimpressive  looking  wound  on  the 
victim's  upper  left  breast. 

"Ann,  Eric,  I  am  pretty  sure  that  this  is  a  puncture  wound 
that  probably  goes  into  and  through  the  lung.  It  would  only 
result  from  a  stabbing  type  injury.  The  only  reason  I  am  not 
saying  for  sure  yet,  is  that  as  you  can  see,  the  skin  is  split  in 
many  places  due  to  the  putrefaction,  the  bloating  and  the 
release  of  bodily  gasses.  Still,  I  would  bet  that  this  is  probably 
your  cause  of  death." 


Eric  peered  into  her  face,  which  was  completely 
unrecognizable.  It  had  been  a  lifetime  since  this  grotesque 
swollen  mask  had  been  Maria's  lovely  face. 

Captain  Mueller  pointed  to  the  areas  around  the  eyes, 
nose,  and  mouth.  "Once  again,  the  decomposition  of  the  tissue 
is  working  against  us,  but  on  first  look,  these  appear  to  be 
injuries  resulting  from  probable  blunt  force  trauma."  He  gently 
spread  the  lips  and  pointed  inside  the  mouth.  "Eric,  you  said 
that  you  knew  this  woman,  come  look  at  this." 
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Eric  kneeled  down  and  looked  past  Maria's  swollen  and 
broken  lips  and  into  her  mouth.  He  could  see  that  one  of  her 
front  teeth  had  been  knocked  out. 

"Eric,  was  she  missing  this  tooth  before?" 

"No  doctor,"  Eric  replied.  "She  was  quite  proud  of  her 
teeth  and  I  know  for  a  fact  that  they  were  all  there." 

"That's  what  I  thought."  He  turned  to  Agent  Rees.  "Ann, 
you'd  better  have  your  crime  scene  guys  start  looking  for  this 
tooth.  Its  location  is  going  to  be  the  site  of  at  least  one  of  the 
assaults  against  this  woman." 


Eric  thought  for  a  moment  and  exclaimed,  "The  mirror!" 

A  bewildered  Ann  Rees  followed  him  out  of  the  bathroom 
and  into  the  hall.  She  watched  him  as  he  got  onto  his  hands 
and  knees  and  stared  under  the  heavy  wood  half-moon  shaped 
telephone  table  in  the  hall. 


"Damn  it's  dark."  He  looked  up  at  Ann.  "Got  a  flash 
light?" 


"What  are  you  looking  for?" 
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"The  tooth."  Eric  got  up.  "Ann,  there  used  to  be  a  large 
ornate  mirror  hanging  on  this  nail  right  here."  He  pointed  at  the 
wall.  "Now  the  mirror  is  gone.  I  am  wondering  if  it  somehow 
got  broken  during  a  scuffle.  If  it  did,  then  we  could  find  that 
tooth  somewhere  around  here." 


He  looked  down  the  steps.  "We  need  to  carefully  check 
these  steps  too.  If  she  got  assaulted  this  close  to  the  stairs, 
she  might  have  taken  a  less  than  comfortable  trip  down  the 
steps." 

Ann  was  unsure.  "Eric,  the  stairs  look  pretty  clean.  In 
fact,  so  does  this  hallway." 

Eric  replied,  "Got  any  Luminol?" 

Ann  smiled.  She  had  recently  used  Luminol  to  solve  two 
complex  homicides  back  in  the  states.  She  was  a  little 
perturbed  at  herself  that  Eric  had  thought  of  it  before  she  did. 
But  damn,  she  thought.  This  is  still  a  very  fresh  crime  scene 
and  there  is  a  hell  of  lot  going  on.  "Good  idea  Eric,"  she  smiled. 
"But  first  we  have  to  get  about  a  hundred  cops  out  of  this  crime 
scene.  Now,  do  you  want  that  flashlight?" 

"Sure  do." 
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"Hey  Larry!"  Ann  called  down  to  the  young  NCIS  agent 
processing  the  blood  residue  on  the  living  room  carpet.  "Do  me 
a  favor  and  get  me  a  flashlight  out  of  the  trunk  of  my  'G'  car 

Larry  Miles  gave  his  boss  a  thumbs  up  and  squeezed 
past  Corporal  Hashimoto  at  the  front  door.  He  came  back  a 
few  moments  later  and  discovered  that  he  could  not  get  back 
in  the  crime  scene  without  showing  his  credentials  to  the 
wary  MP. 


Lori  Hashimoto  had  been  humiliated  that  Gunny  Quinn 
had  gotten  past  her  and  she  had  since  decided  that  there  was 
no  way  in  hell  that  was  going  to  happen  again.  She  looked  hard 
at  the  name  on  the  ID  and  carefully  matched  it  against  her  list 
before  she  allowed  the  impatient  agent  entry  into  her  crime 
scene. 


Having  been  finally  permitted  to  reenter,  Larry  handed  the 
black  aluminum  flashlight  to  Ann,  who  in  turn  gave  it  to  Eric. 

Eric  got  back  down  on  his  hands  and  knees  and  shone 
the  flashlight  under  the  heavy  wooden  table.  After  a  few 
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seconds,  he  called  out  to  Ann.  She  walked  over,  got  down  on 
her  hands  and  knees  as  well,  and  peered  under  the  table  where 
Eric  was  shining  the  light. 

There,  under  the  table,  against  the  wall,  just  in  front  of  the 
molding,  was  a  bloody  tooth.  Neither  investigator  reached  for  it. 
For  they  knew  that  after  the  table  was  processed  for  latent 
prints,  it  would  have  to  be  moved  and  the  tooth  photographed 
in  place,  before  it  could  be  removed. 


The  time  arrived  to  move  the  body  from  the  bathtub  and 
onto  the  hospital  gurney  standing  by  in  the  hallway  just  outside 
the  bathroom.  Ann  and  Eric  carefully  bagged  Maria's  hands  and 
feet,  and  laid  a  loose  white  sheet  across  the  top  of  the  gurney. 
Then  they,  along  with  Larry  Miles  and  Kelly  Bressette,  started  to 
lift  the  body  from  the  tub.  Maria  was  surprisingly  heavy,  as  if 
she  had  been  a  sponge,  absorbing  the  noxious  fluid  in  which 
she  had  been  immersed.  The  slimy  texture  of  her  waterlogged 
skin  worsened  an  already  awkward  situation. 


Kelly  screamed  and  jumped  back.  In  the  process  of 
hoisting  the  body  from  the  tub,  the  skin  and  muscle  of  the  arm 
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she  was  holding  slid  off  the  bone  like  over  cooked  turkey  off 
a  drumstick. 

It  took  several  minutes  to  calm  down  the  very  shaken 
Kelly  Bressette.  Nonetheless,  once  she  caught  her  breath,  she 
insisted  on  finishing  what  she  had  begun.  Then,  very  slowly,  the 
four  investigators  lifted  the  putrid  corpse  from  the  bathtub  and 
carefully  placed  it  on  the  gurney.  Ann  then  wrapped  the  white 
sheet  snug  around  the  body.  Eric  and  Larry  collapsed  the 
wheels  and  carefully  carried  the  gurney  down  the  stairs,  out  into 
the  street,  and  to  a  waiting  ambulance. 


Larry  jumped  in  the  back  of  the  ambulance  with  Doctor 
Mueller  and  one  of  the  paramedics  to  accompany  the  body  to 
the  morgue.  The  paramedic  then  slammed  the  rear  door  and 
the  ambulance  drove  off,  its  red  lights  flashing.  Eric  stood  in 
the  street  and  watched  the  ambulance  as  it  drove  off.  He 
wondered  for  a  moment  why  they  did  not  use  the  siren,  and 
then  he  understood.  There  was  no  hurry. 
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Terry  Schull  had  gown  tired  of  waiting  in  his  office.  It  had 
been  over  seven  hours  since  he  had  called  Eric  and  asked  him 
to  check  on  his  wife.  Something  important  must  have  come  up, 
he  thought.  Or  Eric  would  have  called  back  by  now.  Terry 
realized  that  he  had  missed  lunch  waiting  for  Eric's  call,  and 
dinnertime  was  fast  approaching.  He  decided  that  he  needed  to 
eat. 


Terry  ordered  the  Desk  Sergeant  to  forward  any  calls  to 
his  cellular  telephone.  He  got  behind  the  wheel  of  the  five 
hundred-dollar  "junker,"  that  he  had  recently  purchased  from 
a  transferring  Lieutenant,  and  drove  out  to  the  coffee  shop. 


The  waitress  smiled  at  her  favorite  customer  as  he  walked 
in.  Her  grin  faded  immediately  as  she  sensed  his  worry. 

"What's  wrong  Terry?" 

Terry  looked  at  the  waitress,  whose  concern  was 
genuine.  "Rose,  I  can't  really  talk  about  it  right  now.  Can  I  get 
some  of  your  overpriced  coffee?" 

"Sure  Terry,  but  I  must  tell  you,  you're  scaring  me  a  little." 
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Rose  Cole  poured  a  cup  of  strong  coffee  from  the  silver 
plated  decanter  and  ordered  Terry's  usual  sandwich.  She 
scooped  out  a  much  larger  ration  of  rice  from  the  steamer 
then  she  was  authorized  to  and  slid  the  plate  of  food  onto  the 
table  in  front  of  the  obviously  troubled  Marine. 


Terry  ate  quietly.  He  was  not  his  usual  gregarious  self 
and  as  Rose  watched,  she  was  deeply  concerned  for  her  new 
friend. 

The  cellular  phone  rang.  Dropping  his  chopsticks  onto  his 
plate,  Terry  immediately  pulled  the  phone  from  his  belt.  He 
fumbled  with  the  on  button  for  a  moment.  "This  is  Master  Gunny 
Schull." 


"Terry,  this  is  Eric.  I  got  some  news  to  tell  you  about 
Maria." 


"Well,  God  damn  it  Eric,  what  is  it?" 

"I  am  really  sorry  to  tell  you  this  Terry.  Maria  is  dead." 
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Rose  watched  from  behind  the  counter  as  Terry's  face 
turned  ashen.  She  knew  instantly  that  he  had  just  received 
some  sort  of  horrible  news. 

He  pushed  the  off  button  and  slowly  returned  the 
telephone  to  its  belt  clip,  then  rose  hesitantly  from  his 
chair.  "Rose,  I  have  to  go." 

"Terry,  please  tell  me  what's  wrong." 

"My  wife  is  dead.  They  think  that  maybe  she  has  been 
murdered." 

Rose  immediately  rushed  from  around  the  counter  and 
reached  out  to  Terry  as  he  bolted  for  the  door.  She  was  able  to 
just  barely  touch  his  arm  before  he  was  gone,  lost  in  the  early 
evening  crowd  rushing  past  the  windows. 


It  was  cold  in  the  trailer.  Brenda  Pecaro  shivered  as  she 
put  her  feet  down  on  the  frigid  linoleum  floor  and  hurried  over  to 
raise  the  thermostat.  She  shuffled  into  the  kitchen  to  put  on  a 
pot  of  coffee.  Since  his  divorce,  Burt  had  lived  in  this  single 
wide,  in  a  small  trailer  park  just  outside  the  city  limits. 
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Brenda  had  dropped  Sarah  off  at  her  mothers  the  day 
before  and  then  drove  non-stop  to  Gadsden  to  be  with 
Burt,  who  had  just  come  off  a  cross-country  run. 

She  wasn't  really  worried  about  her  husband  calling,  for 
she  had  left  a  message  on  Eric's  answering  machine  telling  him 
that  she  and  some  friends  had  gone  to  Atlantic  City  for  the 
Thanksgiving  holiday.  Brenda  figured  that  Eric  would  be  just  as 
happy  not  having  to  worry  about  being  fussed  at  by  her  for  a 
few  days. 


Brenda  sat  down  on  the  vinyl  and  steel  kitchen  chair  and 
pulled  her  robe  around  her  as  she  looked  through  the  doorway 
into  the  bedroom.  As  usual,  Burt  was  still  asleep.  She  actually 
liked  the  fact  that  she  regularly  got  up  before  her  boyfriend. 
After  all  those  years  of  Eric  trying  to  get  her  out  of  bed  at  truly 
obscene  times  of  the  morning,  the  fact  that  she  was  the  one  to 
wake  up  first  most  times  she  and  Burt  were  together,  was  quite 
satisfying  to  her. 
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The  best  part  was  that  Burt  didn't  seem  to  mind  her 
messiness  one  bit.  Deep  down  inside,  Brenda  knew  that  she 
was  a  slob.  She  had  always  been  a  slob.  Brenda  figured  that  it 
came  from  being  the  third  and  last  daughter. 


By  the  time  her  parents  raised  her,  they  were  already  past 
middle  age  and  were  tired.  Besides,  being  the  baby  of  the 
family,  she  had  two  older  sisters  who  cooked,  and  cleaned,  and 
took  care  of  everything.  All  she  had  to  do  was  lift  her  legs 
occasionally,  so  that  her  sisters  could  vacuum  under  them. 


Of  course  Brenda's  family  had  tried  to  teach  her  the  skills 
required  of  a  future  wife  and  mother,  but  Brenda  would  always 
refuse,  maintaining  that  one-day,  she  would  "learn"  on  her 
husband.  Well,  that  had  always  been  hideously  difficult  on  both 
she  and  Eric. 


Now  Brenda  was  with  a  man  who  genuinely  did  not  care 
what  the  place  looked  like,  so  long  as  she  was  in  it.  Although 
still  unsure  about  her  feelings  for  Burt,  Brenda  sure 
appreciated  his  genuine  fondness  for  her  and  his  acceptance  of 
everything  she  was. 
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Through  the  door,  she  could  see  that  her  trucker  was 
starting  to  stir.  Brenda  made  her  way  back  and  sat  on  the  bed 
next  to  him.  After  a  few  minutes  of  tossing  and  turning,  Burt 
finally  awoke  and  looked  up  at  the  woman  he  cared  so  much 
about.  She  was  gently  stroking  his  hair.  Burt  decided  he  was  a 
lucky  man  indeed  as  Brenda's  hands  made  their  way  down 
from  his  hair  and  onto  his  chest,  where  she  continued  to  lightly 
stroke  him  with  her  fingertips.  His  stomach  growled  loudly. 


"Hey  baby,  what's  for  breakfast?"  asked  the  tired 
truck  driver. 

"I  don't  know  honey,"  she  replied.  "I'm  pretty  hungry  too.  I 
thought  you  might  like  to  go  to  that  fast  food  restaurant  down 
the  road  and  pick  up  some  breakfast  for  the  two  of  us." 


Eric  Pecaro  and  Ann  Rees  sat  on  the  tailgate  of  the 
unmarked  CID  Toyota  Land  Cruiser  parked  on  the  lawn  of  the 
Schull  quarters.  It  was  almost  8:00  p.m.  They  had  been  in  the 
residence  for  nearly  ten  hours  and  there  was  probably  another 
four  to  five  hours  of  work  left.  The  quarters  would  then  be 
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secured  for  the  duration  of  the  criminal  investigation, 
any  resulting  prosecution,  and  all  appeals  by  whoever 
was  ultimately  convicted  of  this  heinous  crime. 

At  this  point  neither  investigator  had  any  idea  how  long 
the  house  would  go  unoccupied,  but  they  both  knew  that  it 
would  be  several  years  before  another  family  would  be  allowed 
to  move  in. 


Sally  had  dropped  off  some  food  a  couple  of  hours  earlier, 
but  Ann  had  been  unable  to  get  at  it  until  now.  She  handed  Eric 
half  of  her  cold  cheeseburger  and  a  fistful  of  equally  cold 
french-fries,  a  familiar  meal  for  detectives  on  a  crime  scene. 


They  had  been  able  to  open  the  windows  of  the  quarters 
a  couple  of  hours  earlier,  after  the  processing  the  windowsills 
for  latent  prints  was  complete.  The  rancid  odor  still  emanating 
from  the  house  did  little  to  quash  their  appetites,  as  they  tore 
into  the  greasy  food. 


Ann  looked  at  the  tired  Marine  sitting  next  to  her.  "All 
right  Eric,  how  do  you  think  this  happened?" 
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"Well,  I  think  that  the  oil  on  the  french-fries  got  cold  and 
they  just  congealed."  Eric  chuckled;  they  were  both  punchy. 

"The  body,  you  dumb  shit!"  Ann  had  to  smile. 

"Okay  Ann,  let's  look  at  what  we  know.  Maria  Schull  was 
last  seen  alive  and  well  just  as  the  typhoon  hit  last  Saturday 
night.  It  was  about  8:00  p.m.  when  the  neighbor  to  her  left  saw 
her  take  out  the  trash.  They  talked  for  a  few  minutes.  The 
neighbor  did  not  detect  anything  wrong,  and  in  fact  believed 
Maria  to  be  in  an  extraordinarily  good  mood  for  facing  a 
typhoon  all  alone  in  her  house.  Then  nobody  saw  her  until  Kelly 
Bressette  found  her  decomposing  body  late  this  morning. 


"The  forensic  pathologist  hasn't  done  the  autopsy  yet, 
but  from  what  he  saw  here  at  the  scene,  he  is  pretty  sure  that 
she  died  the  night  of  the  storm.  Obviously  somebody  was 
already  in  the  quarters  or  arrived  later  without  any  of  the 
neighbors  seeing  anything.  We  know  this,  because  Ted  Quinn 
interviewed  everybody  on  the  block  and  nobody  would  admit 
to  seeing  any  unusual  people  or  vehicles  in  the  area  of  the 
crime  scene." 
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Ann  interrupted,  "In  the  house,  we  found  a  blood  stain  on 
the  living  room  carpet  and  a  few  blood  spatters  on  the  wall 
going  up  the  stairs.  You  discovered  Maria's  bloody  tooth  under 
the  telephone  table  in  the  upstairs  hallway,  and  a  blood  smear 
on  her  bedsheets  that  looks  a  hell  of  a  lot  like  it  came  from  a 
woman  having  sex  while  on  her  period.  Then,  we  have  a  body 
in  a  bathtub  with  a  probable  stab  would  in  the  chest."  Ann  was 
exhausted.  "Eric,  please  tell  me  what  the  hell  this  all  means?" 


Eric  reached  over  and  pulled  one  more  fry  out  of  the 
paper  bag.  "I  wish  I  knew  Ann.  God,  I  wish  I  knew." 


Midori  used  the  key  that  Eric  had  given  her  to  let  herself 
into  his  barracks  room.  It  was  so  quiet  without  him  there.  She 
put  down  her  bag  and  the  groceries  she  had  brought  and 
looked  around. 


She  understood  that  Eric  would  probably  be  gone  for 
several  more  hours  and  she  would  have  to  be  patient.  That 
was  not  a  problem.  She  would  wait  for  him;  then  she  would 
make  his  dinner.  Midori  hoped  he  would  not  mind.  She  had 
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not  asked  his  permission  and  he  did  not  even  know  she  was 
coming. 

Midori's  heart  went  out  to  her  lover.  Eric  had  the 
unfortunate  task  of  having  to  investigate  the  murder  of  his 
best  friend's  wife.  Midori  knew  that  Eric  loved  his  friend  Terry 
and  that  it  broke  his  heart  to  have  to  call  his  friend  and  give 
him  the  terrible  news. 


Midori  looked  around.  She  liked  this  room.  In  this  room, 
they  had  their  privacy.  She  was  thankful  that  this  barracks  was 
set  off  by  itself  on  top  of  a  grassy  hill  and  was  very  quiet. 
Midori  could  come  and  go  unmolested  and  since  nobody  else 
from  PMO  lived  in  this  building,  Eric  would  not  have  to  worry 
about  being  discovered. 


Eric  had  told  Midori  he  was  not  worried  about  being 
found  out,  but  she  knew  that  he  was.  He  had  risked  everything 
by  taking  her  as  his  lover.  Midori  knew  she  could  lose  her  job 
as  well,  but  she  would  gladly  had  given  more  than  that,  much 
more,  to  be  with  him.  She  had  told  him  that  she  wanted  to  be  a 
part  of  his  life  for  as  long  as  it  could  possibly  last,  knowing  that 
in  truth,  she  wanted  him  forever. 
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Midori  looked  around  his  wonderful  room.  It  was  full  of 
his  things  and  it  held  the  feel  of  him,  the  smell  of  him.  Eric 
was  everywhere  even  when  he  wasn't  there.  She  opened  the 
door  to  his  closet  and  ran  her  hand  over  his  Marine  uniforms, 
hanging  in  the  orderly  "inspection  ready"  state.  His  shoes 
were  highly  polished  and  lined  up  perfectly  in  the  bottom  of 
the  closet. 


She  sat  at  his  desk  and  looked  for  a  very  long  time  at  the 
framed  photograph  of  his  beautiful  daughter.  Eric  loved  his  little 
girl  very  much.  Whenever  he  spoke  of  her,  there  was  such 
excitement  in  his  voice.  His  deep  blue  eyes  actually  danced 
whenever  he  discussed  the  little  girl  who  looked  so  much  like 
him. 


Midori  decided  to  turn  on  the  TV  and  try  to  make  the  wait  a 
little  less  difficult.  She  turned  the  heat  up  a  notch  and  took  off 
her  coat,  leaving  her  wearing  just  her  thin  white  sleeveless  tee 
shirt  and  tight  blue  jeans.  She  felt  timidly  self-conscious  and  yet 
strangely  sensuous  as  the  coolness  of  her  lover's  room 
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caused  her  small  nipples  to  harden  and  poke  visibly  through 
the  thin  cotton  shirt. 

She  poured  herself  a  glass  of  wine  from  a  bottle  she  had 
previously  left  in  his  room,  and  then  curled  up  on  the  sofa.  She 
turned  on  the  television  and  tried  to  watch,  but  instead  found 
herself  looking  around  the  room.  He  was  everywhere.  She 
couldn't  help  thinking  about  him,  his  face,  his  beautiful  blue 
eyes,  his  body,  and  his  gentle,  incredibly  sexual  touch. 


Although  she  fought  it,  Midori  was  starting  to  become 
intensely  aroused.  She  knew  she  had  to  stop  thinking  like  this, 
or  she  would  surely  go  crazy.  After  several  minutes  of  trying  to 
decide  what  to  do,  she  retrieved  his  pillow  from  the  bed  and  lay 
down  on  the  sofa  with  her  arms  and  legs  wrapped  tightly 
around  it.  Even  the  pillow  smelled  like  his  cologne.  Midori 
closed  her  eyes  and  prayed  he  would  not  gone  be  much  longer. 


"Oh  my  God!"  Ann  Rees  covered  her  mouth  in  shock  as 
she  looked  up  the  stairs  of  the  Schull  residence. 
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It  was  almost  midnight  and  the  Luminol  they  had  earlier 
sprayed  throughout  the  house  was  starting  to  glow  everywhere 
it  came  in  contact  with  the  residue  of  bodily  fluids,  specifically 
blood.  Even  where  a  perpetrator  had  cleaned  up  the  crime 
scene,  the  Luminol  had  done  a  spectacular  job  at  finding  where 
the  blood  had  been  and  apparently  it  had  been  everywhere. 


Ann  and  Eric  walked  slowly  through  the  quarters.  This 
must  have  been  their  hundredth  trip  through  the  crime  scene, 
but  this  one  was  different.  It  was  as  if  they  had  been  blind  and 
now  they  could  see.  The  Luminol  was  glowing  all  over. 


The  blood  on  the  carpet  had  been  obvious.  They  already 
knew  about  that.  What  they  didn't  know  about  was  the  blood  all 
over  the  first  floor  landing  and  the  blood  residue  on  virtually 
every  step  going  up  the  stairway.  But  what  shocked  them  both 
was  the  volume  of  blood,  to  include  directional  blood  spatters 
all  over  the  walls  of  the  second  floor  hallway  and  landing. 


Eric  stood  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  look  down  at  Ann, 
standing  a  couple  of  steps  below  him.  "Ann,  it  looks  like  he 
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beat  the  shit  out  of  her  right  here,  introduced  her  face  to  the 
corner  of  this  table  several  times,  as  well  as  the  missing  mirror 
I  suspect.  Then  she  either  fell  or  was  more  probably  thrown 
down  the  stairs." 

Ann  agreed  and  as  she  accompanied  Eric  back  to  the 
bottom  of  the  stairway,  added,  "and  by  the  looks  of  it,  she 
laid  here  on  the  first  floor  landing  and  bled  for  a  while." 

Just  then,  an  NCIS  agent  and  CID  investigator  carrying 
the  bloodstained  mattress,  squeezed  past  Eric  and  Ann  who 
were  both  standing  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs. 

"Ann,  let's  get  out  of  the  way  of  these  investigators, 
so  they  can  do  their  job." 

She  agreed.  They  walked  out  the  front  door  and  sat  down 
on  the  porch  steps.  Eric  was  still  trying  to  put  together  some 
kind  of  time  line.  "Okay  Ann,  let's  try  this,"  he  began.  "The 
perpetrator  somehow  gets  into  the  house  the  night  of  the 
typhoon  and  waits  for  her  in  the  bedroom.  He  overpowers  her 
and  rapes  her  on  the  bed,  not  knowing  and  obviously  not 
caring  that  she  is  on  her  period.  We  believe  that  sex  occurred 
on  the  bed,  due  to  the  blood  residue  on  the  sheets.  Of  course 
we  are  all  hoping  to  find  some  semen  in  the  smears  as  well. 
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"During,  or  after,  the  rape,  she  breaks  free  and  makes  it 
out  to  the  hallway,  probably  to  use  the  phone  to  call  the 
military  police.  He  follows  her  and  rips  the  phone  out  of  the 
jack.  We  have  lots  of  prints  on  the  phone. 

"The  perp'  then  beats  the  crap  out  of  her  and  tosses  her 
down  the  stairs.  She  is  hurt  very  badly,  as  evidenced  by  the 
large  amount  of  blood  on  the  first  floor  landing.  However,  she 
is  not  dead  yet,  because  we  have  a  small  pool  of  blood  on  the 
living  room  carpet. 


"Now  I  believe  she  crawls  out  to  the  carpet,  where  she 
proceeds  to  bleed  for  some  period  of  time.  I  don't  think  she 
died  there  though,  or  else  why  would  her  body  end  up  in  the 
bathtub?  I  believe  the  perpetrator  picked  her  up  off  the  floor 
and  carried  her  to  the  bathroom,  where  he  drowned  her  in  the 
tub.  He  then  cleaned  up  his  mess  and  left  the  quarters." 


Ann  wasn't  sure.  "Eric  there  are  a  couple  of  things 
bothering  me.  First  of  all,  there  does  not  seem  to  be  any  signs 
of  forced  entry  into  the  residence.  I  have  a  feeling  she  let  him 
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in  willingly.  Now  only  that,  what  about  the  stab  wound  in  her 
chest?" 

"Ann,  you  may  very  well  be  right  about  her  letting  the 
perpetrator  in.  He  might  have  been  someone  she  knew.  That 
would  certainly  limit  the  pool  of  suspects.  But  Ann,  I  am  not  so 
sure  about  the  apparent  puncture.  You  heard  the  pathologist. 
He  still  isn't  sure  it  is  a  stab  wound." 


"Eric,  I've  seen  a  lot  of  bodies.  I  think  it  is  a  stab  wound." 

Eric  sighed.  His  exhaustion  was  evident.  "Ann,  let's  say 
for  sake  of  argument,  it  is  a  stab  wound.  Where's  the  murder 
weapon?  No,  forget  that.  I'm  really  tired,  I  know  that  weapon 
could  be  anywhere,  I'm  sorry.  In  fact,  let's  go  ahead  and  seize 
any  knives  we  find  in  the  quarters.  If  there  is  any  human  blood 
on  any  of  them,  the  crime  lab  will  find  it." 


Ann  looked  warmly  at  Eric.  "Good  idea;  honestly,  I  had 
not  thought  of  seizing  the  household  knives.  Hey,  we're  all 
tired.  Let's  secure  the  crime  scene  and  hit  it  fresh  in  the 
morning.  How  many  CID  investigators  can  I  have  tomorrow?" 
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"Ann,  just  leave  me  with  a  duty  man  and  you  can  have  all 
of  them.  In  fact,  you  can  have  me  too." 

Ann  considered  the  selflessness  of  her  friend.  He  had 
just  spent  most  of  the  day  with  the  decomposed  remains  of  his 
best  friend's  wife.  Still,  he  was  able  to  put  his  emotions  on  hold 
and  volunteer  for  more  of  the  same.  She  truly  respected  this 
old  Marine  and  sometimes  she  even  sort  of  wished  that  Eric 
Pecaro  were  her  type. 


"Eric,  let's  secure  the  crime  scene  tonight.  Can  you  get 
me  two  MPs  to  guard  the  quarters  the  rest  of  the  night?  Then 
we  can  all  get  a  fresh  start  in  the  morning." 

"You  got  it.  Besides,  the  autopsy  is  tomorrow  morning. 
We  will  all  know  more  after  Doctor  Mueller  is  done." 

Ann  agreed,  "The  post  mortum  will  tell  us  a  hell  of  a 
lot.  Now  get  me  a  couple  of  MPs,  then  go  home.  You  look 
like  shit." 
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Eric  laughed,  "How  come  everyone  is  always  telling  me 
that  I  either  look  like  shit,  or  smell  like  shit?  You  know,  a  guy 
could  get  a  complex." 

"Okay  Eric,  you  look  beautiful.  In  fact  you  are  so 
absolutely  fucking  gorgeous,  that  I  want  to  jump  your  bones 
right  now,  right  here  on  the  front  lawn.  Let's  do  it  baby!" 

Eric  laughed  again,  then  stood  up,  stretched  for  a 
moment,  and  walked  to  his  car.  He  leaned  in  and  grabbed  the 
microphone.  "Central,  this  is  India  One-Zero." 

"Go  ahead  One-Zero." 

"We  require  two  MPs  for  twenty-four  hours  crime  scene 
security,  effective  immediately.  We  are  securing  the  scene  and 
will  need  an  MP  at  each  locked  entrance.  Nobody  in  or  out 
unless  approved  by  myself  or  Special  Agent  Rees  from  NCIS." 


"Ten  Four,  One-Zero,  a  fresh  unit  is  in  route  your  'twenty." 

Eric  tossed  the  microphone  onto  the  front  seat  of  the  car, 
opened  the  driver's  door,  and  got  behind  the  wheel.  The  door 
was  still  open  when  he  smiled  at  his  friend.  "You  know 
Munchkin,  you  don't  look  so  rosy  yourself  right  at  the  moment." 
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"Fuck  you,  Eric."  Ann  laughed  as  she  closed  his  car  door. 
She  then  stood  in  the  street  for  a  moment  and  watched  him 
drive  off.  A  fatigued  Ann  Rees  staggered  back  into  the  house  to 
try  and  talk  the  rest  of  the  investigators  into  going  home  for  the 
night. 


Eric  stuck  his  key  into  the  door  and  turned  the  deadbolt. 
As  he  walked  into  his  room,  he  was  surprised  to  see  the  night 
table  light  on  and  to  hear  the  television  playing.  He  turned  to 
close  the  door  and  then  saw  her. 


Midori  was  asleep  on  the  couch.  She  was  clutching  one 
of  his  pillows  tightly  between  her  legs,  her  angelic  face  radiant 
in  the  soft  orange  glow  of  the  small  lamp.  He  locked  the  door 
and  walked  over  to  the  sofa  where  he  kneeled  beside  the 
beautiful  woman  and  kissed  her  gently  on  the  cheek. 


Midori  stirred  momentarily  then  opened  her  eyes.  She 
looked  up  at  her  lover  and  smiled.  "I  came  to  make  you  dinner; 
are  you  hungry?" 
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"Only  for  you."  Eric  leaned  down  and  his  mouth  met 
hers.  Eric  then  reluctantly  broke  away  and  admitted  he  needed 
a  shower,  badly.  He  stripped  off  his  clothes  and  disappeared 
into  the  bathroom. 


Midori  got  up  and  started  to  prepare  shrimp  fried  rice  and 
miso  soup.  She  was  sure  Eric  had  to  be  very  hungry  after  a 
long  and  difficult  day. 

The  scalding  water  buffeted  against  Eric's  skin  as  he 
scrubbed  himself  incessantly  with  the  strong  soap. 
Nonetheless,  he  was  sure  the  smell  of  the  rotting  corpse  was 
still  on  him.  It  enveloped  him.  It  had  filled  his  nostrils.  It  was 
on  his  skin  and  under  his  fingernails  and  it  surely  filled  every 
corner  of  his  soul. 


He  washed  himself  over  and  over  until  exhausted;  he 
closed  his  eyes,  leaned  back  against  the  tiled  wall  of  the 
shower,  and  slid  slowly  to  the  floor  as  the  water  pummeled  him. 

Midori  looked  up  from  the  simple  meal  she  had  placed  on 
his  small  coffee  table  and  saw  him  standing  in  the  doorway  of 
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the  bathroom.  He  was  naked  and  still  wet  from  the  shower. 

She  lowered  her  gaze  and  saw  his  fierceness  reaching  out  for 
her.  She  also  saw  the  fury  in  his  eyes  that  communicated 
unmistakably  to  the  young  woman  exactly  what  he  needed, 
what  he  intended  to  take  from  her. 

Midori  arose  slowly  and  returned  his  stare  for  several 
seconds.  She  then  pulled  her  shirt  over  her  head,  exposing  her 
breasts.  Her  nipples  stood  out  fully.  Her  abdomen  moved 
rapidly  in  and  out,  giving  away  the  fact  that  she  was  already 
panting. 


As  Eric  stood  in  the  doorway  motionless,  Midori 
unsnapped  her  jeans  and  let  them  slide  to  the  floor.  Her 
panties  then  followed  and  the  naked  beauty  glided  across  the 
floor  and  into  the  arms  of  her  angry  man. 


The  employees  of  the  military  travel  agency  had  warned 
Master  Gunny  Schull,  that  the  Tokyo  Haneda  airport  staff 
lowered  the  heat  every  night  after  2200.  Utilities  were 
hideously  expensive  in  Japan  and  the  airport  was  almost 
always  empty  between  2230  and  0600. 
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Terry  wrapped  his  arms  tightly  around  himself.  The  travel 
agents  had  been  right.  It  was  absolutely  freezing  in  the 
terminal.  Even  in  his  heavy  green  Gortex  coat,  he  couldn't  stop 
shivering  as  he  sat  in  his  blue  plastic  airport  chair. 


He  looked  around  and  realized  that  the  travel  agents  had 
been  correct  about  something  else.  He  was  alone  in  the 
terminal.  In  fact,  he  had  not  seen  anyone  pass  by  his  row  of 
empty  chairs  in  almost  two  hours.  It  was  now  after  three  a.m., 
he  had  been  sitting  there  since  eleven,  and  his  flight  to 
Okinawa  was  not  due  to  leave  for  six  more  hours. 


To  make  it  worse,  he  was  starving.  Unfortunately,  the 
food  stands  had  all  long  since  closed.  He  dreamed  for  a 
moment  about  how  much  he  would  have  loved  some  of  Maria's 
homemade  soup.  That  woman  could  make  soup  out  of 
anything,  he  thought. 


Maria  was  a  wonderful  cook,  an  exquisite  homemaker, 
and  a  truly  ravishing  woman.  She  also  had  a  fiery  temper  and 
more  than  once  Terry  knew  that  the  only  way  out  of  the 
doghouse  was  to  buy  her  something  beautiful  and  expensive. 
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Terry  didn't  mind,  because  once  she  forgave  him,  Maria 
would  always  take  him  to  the  bedroom  and  remind  him  of  the 
benefits  of  being  married  to  her. 

He  knew  that  Maria  had  been  far  from  a  perfect  wife.  Still, 
he  loved  her  totally.  She  was  the  woman  he  longed  to  come 
home  to,  even  when  he  volunteered  to  be  away.  Terry  knew  that 
it  hurt  her  for  him  to  be  gone  from  home  and  in  recent  years,  he 
had  really  tried  to  stay  close  to  her. 


Terry  also  knew  that  during  the  years  of  their  marriage,  he 
had  not  been  the  only  man  to  make  love  to  Maria.  The  evidence 
of  her  unfaithfulness  was  always  there,  always  easy  to  see. 

This  knowledge  brought  him  unbearable  pain,  yet  he  had  long 
ago  decided  that  he  would  accept  this  fact  and  hope  that  once 
he  was  home  for  good,  she  would  never  feel  the  need  to  ever 
go  elsewhere  again. 


Now,  as  he  sat  in  the  dark  airport  terminal,  on  the  way  to 
Okinawa  to  claim  his  wife's  corpse,  he  grew  angry.  Somebody, 
for  reasons  he  could  never  begin  to  understand,  had  taken 
Maria  from  him  before  he  had  a  chance  to  show  her  how  good 
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life  could  be.  He  was  so  close  to  retirement,  so  close  to  finally 
coming  home  every  day  to  claim  the  love  of  his  beautiful  wife. 
Now  she  was  gone  and  he  had  lost  his  chance. 


The  streetlight  shone  down  upon  the  glistening  black 
four-door  Toyota  Crown.  It  was  very  early  in  the  morning  and 
Theodore  Quinn  was  parked  down  the  street  from  the  crime 
scene. 

He  watched  the  house;  closely  monitoring  the  movements 
of  the  two  MPs  posted  at  the  doors.  He  knew  that  due  to 
standing  orders,  he  would  never  be  able  to  get  inside.  He  was 
worried,  for  he  knew  that  if  he  ever  did  become  a  suspect  in  the 
death  of  Maria  Schull,  there  was  more  than  enough  physical 
evidence  still  in  that  house  to  convict  him  a  hundred  times  over. 


There  had  to  be  a  way  he  could  become  more  involved 
with  the  crime  scene  and  with  the  evidence.  He  could  try  to 
volunteer  to  help  process  the  crime  scene  in  the  morning.  That 
way  he  could  get  upstairs.  He  had  to  get  upstairs.  Otherwise, 
how  would  he  ever  be  able  to  explain  away  any  of  the  evidence 
he'd  most  certainly  left  behind? 
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Quinn  made  a  decision.  One  way  or  another,  he  was 
going  to  get  seen  in  the  upstairs  of  that  house,  the  home  of  the 
woman  he  had  introduced  personally  to  the  sewers  of  hell. 

Quinn  closed  his  eyes  and  fervently  prayed.  He  prayed  for 
the  soul  of  Maria  Schull,  that  pathetic  sin  filled  wench  whose 
fate  had  been  to  die  at  the  hand  of  a  man  of  God.  He  prayed  for 
his  church,  that  the  blood  of  what  had  happened  would  never 
stain  its  spirit,  its  soul.  Mostly  Theodore  Quinn  prayed  for 
himself.  He  begged  God  for  safe  passage  through  the  turbulent 
waters  ahead  and  to  be  able  to  rest  on  the  peaceful  shores  of 
his  great  love  and  his  promised  forgiveness. 


It  had  been  almost  twenty-four  hours  since  Theodore 
Quinn  had  last  slept  and  he  found  it  almost  impossible  to 
reopen  the  eyes  he  had  closed  to  pray.  He  sat  behind  the  wheel 
of  his  big  shiny  car  and  fought  to  retain  consciousness. 

Finally,  he  felt  his  eyes  come  open  and  as  he  peered  through 
his  windshield,  he  saw  something  in  the  street  just  a  few  feet  in 
front  of  his  car. 

It  was  a  small,  dark  woman  in  a  thin  velvet  robe  that 
billowed  gently  in  the  wind  coming  off  the  ocean.  The  woman 
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slowly  turned  to  look  at  him.  The  robe  fell  open,  revealing  her 
naked  body  and  the  large  kitchen  knife  protruding  from  her 
breast.  Thick  fluid  oozed  from  the  wound.  Her  face  was  gray, 
frozen.  Her  hair  was  wet  and  her  black,  lifeless  eyes  stared 
into  him.  Her  mouth  silently  formed  the  words  "I  loved  you." 

Quinn  awoke  in  a  cold  sweat.  His  heart  pounded  in  his 
chest  and  his  short,  rapid  breaths  did  little  to  supply  him  with 
oxygen.  His  knuckles  were  white  as  he  gripped  the  steering 
wheel.  Quinn  again  peered  through  the  windshield.  She  was 
gone,  but  was  she?  The  smell  of  death  was  everywhere.  The 
terrified  preacher  started  his  car,  slammed  the  shifter  into  drive, 
and  mashed  the  gas. 


Lance  Corporal  Baxter,  Military  Policeman  had  just 
leaned  up  against  the  fender  of  his  patrol  car  to  light  a  cigarette. 
Crime  scene  security  was  always  boring  and  this  was  going  to 
be  a  long  quiet  night.  Just  then,  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  car 
engine  starting  and  the  telltale  squealing  of  car  tires  against 
pavement.  He  turned  in  the  direction  the  sound  came  from  and 
saw  headlights  coming  straight  at  him. 
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Baxter  jumped  out  of  the  way  of  the  huge  black  sedan  as 
it  raced  past.  He  looked  into  the  car  as  it  passed  by  and  saw 
that  the  driver  was  Gunny  Quinn  from  CID.  Must  be  on  his  way 
to  a  call.  The  young  MP  thought.  Still  the  son  of  a  bitch  should 
watch  where  the  hell  he's  going.  Baxter  crushed  the  cigarette 
under  his  black  combat  boot  and  reached  into  the  front  seat  of 
the  car  to  retrieve  his  thermos  of  coffee.  Yeah,  it's  gonna  be  a 
really  long  night. 
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CHAPTER  9— "KI-KYO"  (THE  RETURN) 


As  is  typical  of  military  aircraft,  this  particular  C-130 
"Hercules"  was  devoid  of  amenities.  There  were  of  course  no 
windows  and  the  only  light  came  from  just  a  couple  of  dim, 
dirty  orange  bulbs  strung  overhead.  The  seats  were  actually 
nylon  slings  running  the  length  of  the  fuselage  on  each  side  of 
the  aircraft.  Formless  cargo  was  strapped  down  along  the 
center.  The  prop  driven  C-130  was  designed  for  take  off  and 
landing  on  short  airstrips  and  it  had  a  long  and  distinguished 
record  of  faithful  service.  It  was  also  loud,  noisy,  and  extremely 
uncomfortable. 


Master  Gunnery  Sergeant  Terry  Schull  sat  in  a  passenger 
sling  along  the  fuselage  of  the  airborne  cargo  plane.  He  was 
alone  in  the  payload  compartment,  except  for  his  wife,  forever 
asleep  in  her  coffin,  lashed  down  lengthwise  in  front  of  him, 
just  inches  from  his  feet.  As  a  military  dependant,  Maria  Schull 
rated  the  benefit  of  space  available  travel  on  military  aircraft.  It 
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had  never  occurred  to  Terry  that  his  wife's  first  space 
available  flight  would  also  be  her  last. 

Of  course,  this  was  not  truly  a  space  available  flight,  since 
the  transportation  of  his  wife's  remains  was  the  sole  reason 
they  were  in  the  air.  Terry  had  been  in  the  General's  office  and 
witnessed  his  telephone  call  to  the  Marine  Air  Group 
Commander,  advising  him  that  he  believed  it  was  a  good  time 
for  a  couple  of  C-130  pilots  to  get  some  extra  flight  hours.  The 
General  then  suggested  a  "training  mission"  to  the  Philippines 
and  advised  the  Colonel  on  the  other  end  of  the  telephone  that 
his  personnel  would  be  transporting  some  very  precious 
"Space  A"  cargo. 


Now  as  the  plane  bounced  over  the  air  pockets  and  rose 
and  fell  with  the  currents,  the  old  Marine  sat  very  still,  his 
eyes  transfixed  on  the  box  in  front  of  him.  They  had  been  in 
the  air  for  over  two  hours  and  Terry  never  took  his  eyes  off 
the  wood  casket. 


Almost  three  long  difficult  weeks  had  passed  since  he'd 
received  the  call  from  Eric  telling  him  of  his  wife's  death.  Terry 
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appreciated  Eric  for  being  there  for  him  and  for  everything  he 
had  done.  Eric  had  dutifully  kept  Terry  apprised  of  every  step 
of  the  investigation. 

Maria  had  been  autopsied  twice.  Terry  had  never  heard  of 
that  being  done  before.  She  was  opened  up  first  in  Okinawa, 
and  then  her  remains  were  shipped  to  Trippler  Army  Hospital  in 
Hawaii  for  a  second  complete  autopsy.  That  is  part  of  why  it 
had  taken  so  long  for  him  to  get  his  wife's  body  for  burial. 


Terry  had  also  been  told  that  the  Army  crime  lab  in 
Georgia  had  worked  hand  in  hand  with  the  hospitals  in  Hawaii 
and  Okinawa,  as  well  as  the  NCIS  field  office  in  Okinawa,  to 
process  the  evidence  as  quickly  as  possible.  He  was  also 
informed  that  because  of  all  the  priorities  given  the  case,  the 
agents  on  the  ground  now  knew  a  hell  of  a  lot  about  how  his 
Maria  had  died  and  it  had  been  a  terrible,  terrible  death. 


The  animal  that  killed  her  had  taken  one  of  Maria's  own 
kitchen  knives  and  stabbed  her  through  her  left  breast,  entering 
Maria's  lung,  and  cutting  the  wall  of  an  artery  in  the  process. 
This  caused  her  to  slowly  drown  in  her  own  blood.  When  the 
doctors  cut  her  body  open,  her  chest  was  completely  filled  with 
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foamy  aspirated  fluid.  Apparently  this  was  not  all  the  murderer 
had  done  to  his  defenseless  wife. 

She  had  been  beaten  terribly.  Her  nose  was  fractured,  as 
were  one  of  her  cheekbones  and  the  radial  sockets  of  both 
eyes.  The  back  of  her  skull  was  crushed  and  several  ribs  were 
broken.  She  had  a  fractured  arm  and  her  jaw  was  busted  in  two 
places.  She  was  raped  and  then  her  body  was  violated  with  a 
tool  of  some  kind.  The  doctors  had  even  told  the  NCIS  agents 
that  they  had  never  seen  an  internal  assault  of  that  magnitude 
ever  before.  The  murderer  had  repeatedly  rammed  the  object  up 
into  his  beautiful  Maria  with  such  force,  that  he  had  actual 
punctured  her  uterus  in  three  places. 


Terry  had  always  known  that  as  a  Marine  and  as  a  law 
enforcement  officer,  the  day  might  come  when  he  would  maybe 
have  to  kill  a  man.  Luckily,  that  situation  had  never  arisen  and 
he  had  always  been  thankful  of  that.  Terry  Schull  was  not  a 
violent  person.  Yet,  every  time  he  reached  out  and  touched  the 
dark  veneer  of  the  casket,  he  thought  of  the  unspeakable 
violations  that  had  been  visited  upon  the  little  body  inside. 
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Terry  Schull  would  most  certainly  kill  the  bastard  who  had 
done  these  horrible  things  to  his  beautiful  Maria. 

Now  she  was  going  home.  It  had  taken  almost  a  week  to 
track  down  her  family  in  the  Philippines  and  when  he  finally 
found  them,  he  discovered  that  in  fact,  there  had  not  been  much 
left  of  her  immediate  family.  Maria's  mom  was  old  and  sick, 
barely  able  to  move  under  her  own  power.  Her  older  sister  was 
completely  blind  and  close  to  incoherent  most  of  the  time;  this 
condition  being  the  result  of  having  received  the  gift  of  syphilis 
from  an  American  sailor  years  earlier. 


Maria  had  always  told  Terry  that  if  anything  ever 
happened  to  her,  that  she  wanted  to  go  home  to  be  buried  in 
her  village.  Unfortunately,  there  did  not  seem  to  be  anybody 
with  whom  to  entrust  Maria's  remains.  Terry's  efforts  to  find 
any  other  immediate  family  revealed  that  the  rest  of  Maria's 
siblings  were  either  dead  or  missing.  Such  was  the  fate  of  the 
Carabay  family. 


Finally,  after  a  ten-day  concerted  effort  by  the 
Commanding  General's  staff,  NCIS,  and  the  Philippine 
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consulate,  Terry  was  able  to  track  down  a  second  cousin  of 
Maria's.  After  complex  negotiations  through  an  interpreter, 
Terry  got  the  man  to  agree  to  meet  him  at  the  Manila 
International  Airport,  to  take  possession  of  his  wife's  body, 
and  to  make  sure  that  Maria  got  home.  Of  course,  Terry  had  to 
agree  to  pay  a  $5000.00  "burial  fee,"  in  cash.  He  was  painfully 
aware  that  this  was  in  fact,  a  payoff,  but  that  was  how  things 
still  worked  in  the  little  country  he  never  understood. 

Terry  had  assumed  that  he  would  be  present  for  his  wife's 
funeral.  However,  during  the  three-way  conversation  between 
Terry,  the  cousin,  and  the  interpreter,  the  cousin  vehemently 
objected  to  Terry  being  present  during  the  burial.  He  insisted 
that  Maria's  mother  did  not  want  to  see  him  and  in  fact,  did  not 
want  him  anywhere  near  her  village. 


The  young  crew  chief,  dressed  in  a  dark  green  cotton 
flightsuit,  made  his  way  back  to  the  grieving  Master  Gunny 
and  signaled  through  the  roar  of  the  engines,  that  they  were 
less  than  twenty  minutes  out  from  Manila  International.  He 
then  made  his  way  back  to  the  front  of  the  cargo  hold  and 
plugged  his  headset  back  into  the  jack  on  the  wall. 

In  Staff  Sergeant  Mike  Wolfe's  twelve  years  in  the  Marine 
Air  Wing,  he  had  seen  his  bird  assigned  as  an  airborne  hearse 
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on  more  occasions  than  he  cared  to  remember.  He  wondered 
for  a  minute  what  the  Master  Gunny's  story  was.  Then  he 
decided  it  was  none  of  his  business  and  keyed  the  microphone 
to  try  and  talk  the  pilot  into  staying  the  night  in  Manila.  Mike 
Wolfe  had  always  loved  the  entertainment  in  the  PI. 


"Sally,  can  you  get  me  another  beer?"  Eric  was  stretched 
out  comfortably  on  the  overstuffed  sofa  in  Sally  and  Ann's 
small  apartment.  In  accordance  with  Japanese  tradition,  Eric 
had  left  his  shoes  at  the  front  door  and  was  just  far  too 
contented,  watching  his  toes  wiggle  in  his  white  athletic  socks 
to  get  up  and  get  the  drink  himself. 


Before  Sally  Mathis  had  an  opportunity  to  admonish  the 
crusty  Marine  for  his  lazy  male-based  chauvinistic  demand, 
Midori,  who  had  been  working  beside  Sally,  opened  the 
refrigerator.  Then,  in  one  fluid  motion,  she  grabbed  a  cold 
Heineken,  popped  the  top  off,  and  was  on  her  way  out  of  the 
kitchen  to  hand  it  to  her  boyfriend.  Sally  watched  with 
amusement  as  the  extraordinary  Japanese  woman  dropped 
gracefully  to  her  knees  beside  the  couch  and  handed  the  bottle 
to  the  fully  prone  male  chauvinist  pig. 
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"Midori,"  Sally  instructed  from  the  next  room,  "you  have 
got  to  learn  that  American  men  are  not  worth  it.  Now  go  get 
that  beer  back  and  club  the  son  of  a  bitch  with  it!"  She  just 
shook  her  head  as  she  watched  Midori  retrieve  the  empty  beer 
bottle  off  the  end  table  and  carry  it  back  into  the  kitchen. 


"Where  do  you  keep  your  glass?"  Midori  asked. 

"Over  there,  next  to  the  door,"  Sally  responded,  referring 
to  the  series  of  plastic  bins  holding  the  city  mandated 
recyclable  materials.  "Midori,  if  you  don't  learn  not  to  spoil  that 
man,  I  don't  think  I  can  let  you  come  over  here  anymore.  You 
know  that  Ann  and  I  have  certain  standards  in  this  apartment!" 


"I'm  sorry,  Sally-san."  Midori  smiled,  "I  will  treat  him 
badly  later.  I  promise." 

"No  Midori,  I  don't  think  you  would  have  it  in  you  to  treat 
anyone  'badly.'  Besides,  you  know  I  was  joking.  You  can 
come  here  anytime  you  want." 

Sally  meant  it.  She  had  suspected  for  some  time  that  Eric 
and  Midori  had  finally  "gotten  together"  and  it  was  in  her 
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opinion,  long  overdue.  Sally  was  sure  she  had  never  seen  two 
people  more  in  love.  Now  the  couple  needed  a  safe  house, 
someplace  they  could  be  together  without  being  seen  together. 
Master  Sergeant  Pecaro  was  after  all,  a  married  man  and  there 
were  those  who  would  have  loved  nothing  more  than  to  initiate 
an  adultery  investigation,  thereby  destroying  these  two 
wonderful  people. 

Sally  smiled  when  she  recalled  how  he  had  finally  told 
her.  She  and  Eric  had  been  doing  their  usual  run  up  Big  Jag 
about  a  week  earlier,  when  she  happened  to  ask  if  he  would 
like  to  come  by  for  beer  and  a  couple  of  videos.  Eric  did  not 
answer  right  away.  Instead,  he  seemed  lost  in  thought  for  a 
few  seconds.  Finally,  he  looked  over  at  her  and  asked  if  he 
could  bring  a  friend. 


Sally  had  been  momentarily  taken  aback  but  then  replied, 
"Sure,  and  tell  Midori  she  doesn't  have  to  bring  anything." 

Eric  didn't  look  surprised,  just  relieved.  "How  did  you 
know  it  was  her?" 

"Eric,  not  every  officer  is  stupid!  Most,  I  admit,  but  not 
all."  Sally  turned  serious.  "I  can't  tell  you  how  happy  I  am  for 
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both  of  you.  I  was  afraid  you  wouldn't  make  the  move  and  then 
you  would  have  lost  her  forever." 

"Sally,  that  doesn't  change  the  fact  that  I  am  married." 

Major  Mathis  grabbed  her  friend  by  the  sleeve  of  his 
sweatshirt  and  stopped  him  in  his  tracks.  She  looked  at  him 
hard.  "You're  not  married  Eric,  you  never  were.  Marriage 
begins,  lives,  and  ends  in  the  heart.  A  piece  of  paper  means 
nothing  if  your  heart  ain't  in  it.  Now  you  bring  that  gal  over 
anytime  you  want.  Both  of  you  mean  a  hell  of  a  lot  to  me."  She 
then  released  her  friend  and  sprinted  over  the  top  of  the  hill, 
knowing  that  Eric  would  have  to  run  twice  as  hard  to  catch  up. 


Sally's  thoughts  returned  to  the  present.  She  watched 
Midori  expertly  assemble  a  tray  of  lasagna  as  if  she  was  from 
Naples  instead  of  Naha.  She  then  looked  across  the  living 
room,  past  Eric  who  was  still  lying  comfortably  on  the  sofa, 
and  saw  her  roommate  shuffle  slowly  from  the  bedroom.  Ann 
looked  dangerously  tired. 


Special  Agent  Ann  Rees  had  spent  the  entire  weekend 
typing  "lA's  (Investigative  Activity  Reports)  on  the  Maria  Schull 
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murder  case  on  her  personal  computer  and  had  barely 
emerged,  except  to  wander  into  the  kitchen  for  a  little  food 
every  now  and  then. 

"Ann,  look  who's  here!"  Sally  offered.  "Why  don't  you 
hang  out  here  and  keep  that  lazy  bastard  on  the  sofa  company 
for  awhile." 

"Hi  Eric,"  Ann  smiled  weakly  at  the  man  lying  on  her  sofa. 
"Please  tell  me  that  you  are  here  to  announce  that  you  have 
solved  the  Schull  case."  She  staggered  through  the  living  room 
and  into  the  kitchen,  without  bothering  to  wait  for  a  reply. 


Eric  got  up  and  followed.  He  hadn't  seen  Ann  in  a  couple 
of  days  and  had  no  idea  she  was  this  tired.  By  the  looks  of  it, 
she  must  have  worked  all  night.  He  knew  what  he  had  to  do.  He 
took  the  tired  woman  by  the  hand  and  gently  walked  her  back 
into  the  living  room.  He  then  sat  down  on  the  sofa  with  her  and 
said,  "Ann,  I'll  make  you  a  deal.  If  you  give  me  all  your 
paperwork  right  now,  and  let  me  lock  it  up  in  my  car,  so  you 
can  get  a  full  night's  sleep,  I'll  tell  you  the  results  of  the  lab 
work  on  the  stained  bed  sheets." 

"You  got  the  results?"  Ann  asked  with  fresh  excitement. 
"How  did  you  get  the  results  so  quick?" 
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Eric  smiled.  "I  called  the  crime  lab  at  Fort  Gilliam 
yesterday  on  an  unrelated  investigation.  I  got  the  senior 
Forensic  Serologist  on  the  phone  and  we  started  talking.  I  had 
thought  that  his  name  sounded  real  familiar.  Well,  it  turned  out 
that  we  were  in  the  same  CID  class  and  that  I  had  helped  him 
out  a  time  or  two.  Since  I  had  him  on  the  phone,  I  thought  it 
was  a  good  time  to  call  in  a  'marker,'  so  asked  him  if  he  could 
give  me  any  preliminary  information  on  this  case.  You  know, 
sort  of  under  the  table." 


"Well,  what  are  you  waiting  for?  Cough  it  up!"  Ann  no 
longer  felt  tired. 

"Uh-uh,  a  deals  a  deal.  Give  me  everything." 

"Eric,  please!  There  is  a  lot  of  material  there  and  I've  got 
to  get  it  written  up." 

Eric  smiled  at  the  overworked  NCIS  agent  and  decided  to 
sweeten  the  pot.  "Ann,  the  lab  also  turned  up  an  unexpected 
surprise,  but  if  you  really  don't  want  to  know  until  our 
scheduled  briefing  tomorrow..." 
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"God  damn  you,  Eric!"  Ann  got  off  the  sofa  and 
disappeared  into  the  bedroom.  She  reemerged  a  few  moments 
later  carrying  a  large  overstuffed  briefcase,  which  she  hoisted 
up  and  dropped  heavily  on  the  lap  of  the  Marine.  "That's 
everything  Eric,  now  give  me  the  lab  results." 


"Are  you  sure  this  is  all  of  it?"  Eric  did  not  completely 
trust  the  workaholic  standing  in  front  of  him. 

"Swear  to  God  Eric,  that's  everything." 

"Well  then,  I'll  be  right  back." 

Eric  slipped  on  his  shoes  and  walked  out  the  door  with 
Ann's  briefcase.  She  got  off  the  sofa  and  went  over  to  the 
window,  then  watched  Eric  lock  her  briefcase  in  the  trunk  of 
his  car.  She  was  on  the  edge  of  the  sofa,  waiting  in  nervous 
anticipation  when  Eric  walked  back  into  the  apartment.  Sally 
and  Midori  came  out  of  the  kitchen  as  well.  Somehow  they  all 
knew  that  this  was  going  to  be  good. 


Eric  smiled  as  he  walked  into  the  living  room.  All  three 
women  were  sitting  on  the  couch  looking  up  at  him  as  if  this 
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was  Christmas  and  he  was  Santa  Claus.  Eric  took  a  seat  on  a 
nearby  easy  chair.  The  room  was  silent  as  he  began.  "The  lab 
has  identified  the  blood  residue  on  the  bed  sheets  in  the  master 
bedroom  as  that  of  Maria  Schull.  Additionally,  they  have 
determined  that  the  blood  was  most  probably  menstrual." 

This  was  not  a  particularly  significant  revelation  to  any 
of  the  woman  listening.  They  had  hoped  there  would  be  more, 
there  was. 

Eric  continued,  "There  was  semen  present  as  well." 

"Hot  damn!"  Ann  Rees  grabbed  her  roommate's  hand. 
"Please  tell  me  they  got  DNA!" 

"They  got  DNA." 

Ann  shrieked  with  delight  and  Eric  reminded  her  of 
the  obvious,  "Now  all  we  need  is  a  suspect." 

Ann  knew  that  DNA  evidence  was  like  fingerprints.  They 
could  lift  a  thousand  fingerprints  from  a  crime  scene.  Still,  if 
they  do  not  have  a  suspect  to  match  the  fingerprints  with,  the 
evidence  is  useless.  Contrary  to  popular  belief,  the  U.S. 
government  does  not  have  some  huge  automated  computer 
that  looks  at  DNA  and  spits  out  a  match. 
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Ann  could  not  be  brought  down.  This  was  quickly  turning 
into  a  very  good  day.  "Don't  worry  Eric,  we  will  have  a  suspect. 
This  bastard  can't  hide  forever!" 

Eric  was  still  smiling  and  a  little  too  broadly.  Ann  looked 
at  him  questioningly;  then  it  dawned  on  her.  "There's  more  isn't 
there?  C'mon  Eric,  spit  it  out!" 

"Okay  Ann,  remember  the  foreign  object  vaginal  assault?" 

"Yeah?" 

"We  have  our  tool." 

"Was  it  the  plunger?"  Ann  remembered  that  during  the 
initial  crime  scene  search,  she  saw  the  plunger  sitting 
innocently  next  to  the  toilet.  On  a  hunch,  she  had  seized  it. 
There  had  been  something  about  it  that  just  looked  "funny." 


"Right  again  Ann,  it  was  the  plunger.  The  crime  lab  guys 
found  wood  fibers  in  the  vaginal  walls  consistent  with  handle 
of  the  plunger.  There  were  also  cloth  fibers  inside  the  vagina 
and  uterus  which  were  consistent  with  a  hand  towel  found  on 
the  sink." 
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"Cloth  fibers,  why  would  there  be  cloth  fibers?"  Ann  was 
suddenly  confused. 

"Ann  I  have  a  theory  about  that,  but  I  haven't  even  told 
you  the  really  good  news  yet." 

"I'm  all  ears,"  Ann  Rees  meant  that  unequivocally. 

"We  have  fingerprints  on  the  handle  of  the  plunger  that 
are  not  consistent  with  either  Maria's  or  Terry's." 

Ann  did  not  immediately  make  the  connection.  "Well, 
they  could  be  anybody's.  Why  is  that  significant?" 

"The  significance  is  in  the  placement  of  the  prints.  Do  you 
know  anyone  who  uses  a  plunger  upside  down?" 

"Do  you  mean?" 

"Yes,  handle  first." 

This  time  it  was  Sally  Mathis  who  let  go  a  low  whistle. 
"This  guy  left  his  prints  on  the  plunger?  I  thought  you  guys  had 
decided  that  she  was  already  in  the  water  when  her  vagina  was 
penetrated  with  the  object.  How  could  we  have  prints  on  a  wet 
plunger  handle?" 
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"Pure  luck,  Sally.  Best  I  can  figure,  he  was  already 
holding  it  pretty  tight  when  he  committed  the  assault.  He 
apparently  did  not  let  go  of  the  handle  until  after  the  plunger 
was  out  of  the  water.  The  handle  was  smooth  enough  to  hold  a 
latent  print.  Actually,  the  lab  developed  a  pretty  good  thumb 
print  and  part  of  the  palm." 


Ann  chimed  in,  "And  what  about  the  hand  towel?  Is  the 
lab  saying  he  stuck  a  hand  towel  up  into  Maria?  What  the  hell 
for?" 


Eric  had  been  courting  a  theory  for  a  while.  He  decided  it 
was  time  to  bounce  it  off  somebody.  "Ann,  as  you  know,  we  all 
got  together  the  morning  after  the  body  was  discovered  and 
psychologically  profiled  the  crime  scene." 


Midori  was  confused.  She  looked  inquisitively  at  Ann  and 
then  Eric.  Eric  looked  over  at  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the 
world  and  decided  to  explain. 


"Babe,  psychological  profiling  is  a  method  of  using 
evidence  left  at  a  crime  scene  to  try  and  figure  out  what  type  of 
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criminal  committed  a  certain  crime.  The  theory  is  that  if  we 
have  a  pretty  good  idea  of  what  type  of  person  it  was,  then 
based  on  specific  characteristics  we  know  that  kind  of 
person  has,  the  way  he  maybe  even  lives  his  life,  we  can 
hopefully  locate  the  actual  criminal  a  little  easier." 

Midori  thought  hard  for  a  minute  and  then  smiled.  "Like, 
Silence  of  the  Lambs?" 

Eric  chuckled.  He  and  Midori  had  just  rented  that 
particular  video.  However,  due  to  certain  activities  that  were 
passionately  unfolding  between  them  while  the  film  was 
playing,  he  honestly  could  not  understand  how  she  would  have 
remembered  much  from  the  movie. 


"Yes  Midori,  just  like  Silence  of  the  Lambs."  He 
continued,  "Ann,  at  first  we  all  agreed  that  the  crime  scene 
appeared  to  be  typical  of  the  'organized  sado-sexual  offender.' 

"That's  right  Eric."  Ann  added,  "The  crime  scene  was  a 
classic  of  the  organized  offender." 

"I  thought  so  too.  After  all,  the  victim  was  a  very  small 
woman,  an  immigrant  whose  husband  was  deployed  and  who 
had  few  friends  in  the  area.  That  made  her  vulnerable.  The 
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circumstances  of  the  attack  and  the  very  culture  from  where 
she  came,  made  her  that  much  more  submissive." 

Eric  had  the  rapt  attention  of  all  three  women,  and  he 
continued.  "Additionally,  after  the  killing,  the  body  was  left 
naked,  and  then  deliberately  moved  after  death  to  a  place 
where  we  presume  the  subject  was  trying  to  achieve  maximum 
shock  value.  The  corpse  also  appeared  to  have  been 
purposely  posed,  with  the  legs  left  wide  open. 


"The  vagina  was  sexually  assaulted  with  a  foreign  object 
after  death.  This  usually  happens  as  the  result  of  the  offender's 
rage  towards  the  victim,  or  to  women  in  general.  Once  again,  the 
organized  offender  will  do  this  for  its  inherent  shock  value.  That 
is  why  I  was  so  sure  of  the  typology  of  this  perpetrator. 

However,  as  the  evidence  is  coming  in,  I  am  no  longer  sure  of 
the  type  of  guy  we  are  looking  for." 


"What  do  you  mean,  Eric?"  Ann  and  the  entire 
investigative  team  had  been  working  under  the  assumption  they 
were  hunting  a  budding  serial  killer.  Now  her  respected 
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colleague  seemed  to  be  changing  the  target  of  the 
investigation.  She  was  suddenly  uneasy. 

"A  couple  of  things,  Ann.  First  of  all,  if  this  guy  were  a 
typical  organized  offender,  he  would  have  left  the  plunger  inside 
of  Maria  for  the  entire  world  to  see.  Remember  the  more  shock 
value  the  better.  Why  impale  your  victim  if  you  can't  show 
everybody  the  really  cool  thing  you  did? 


"Additionally,  most  serial  killers  would  have  been  a  lot 
more  careful  not  to  leave  evidence  behind.  Ann,  we  know  that 
these  guys  plan  their  crime  well  in  advance.  They  are  above 
average  in  intelligence  and  they  generally  consider  every  detail 
of  their  planned  crime.  In  fact  they  fantasize  about  every  last 
detail.  I  don't  think  the  guy  who  killed  Maria,  planned  anything. 
There  is  too  much  left  at  the  crime  scene,  the  most  important 
item  of  evidence  being  the  kitchen  knife.  Most  organized 
offenders  carry  their  weapons  into  the  crime  scene  and  take 
them  when  they  leave.  Hell,  some  of  these  sickos  even  have 
murder  kits'  complete  with  torture  devices  to  help  them  live 
out  their  sick  fantasies.  Maria  was  most  certainly  beaten,  but 
we  just  don't  have  any  evidence  of  organized  torture." 

Ann  had  been  listening  intently.  After  all,  it  was  Eric  who 
had  suggested  that  they  test  all  the  knives  in  the  house. 
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Amazingly,  the  forensic  pathologist  had  been  able  to  match  a 
particular  knife  in  the  Schull  kitchen  to  the  wound  in  Maria's 
chest.  A  laboratory  exam  also  found  that  the  blade  had  nicked 
one  of  her  ribs.  The  knife  had  been  a  perfect  match  to  the  mark 
on  the  bone.  Also,  there  was  residue  of  her  blood  found  on  the 
handle,  even  though  the  perpetrator  had  obviously  washed  the 
knife. 

"Fine  Eric,"  Ann  conceded.  "So  now  that  we  are  even 
farther  away  from  solving  this  case,  please  tell  me  what  you  do 
think  happened  to  Maria  Schull.  Why  did  this  woman  die?" 


Terry  had  forgotten  the  noxious  stench  of  Manila.  The 
capital  city  of  the  Republic  of  the  Philippines  was  one  of  the 
filthiest  cities  he  had  ever  been  in.  The  hideous  odor  in  the  air 
around  him  as  he  stepped  off  the  plane  was  a  familiar  acrid 
combination  of  low-grade  diesel  fuel,  sweat,  sewage,  and 
disease. 


He  stood  by  the  cargo  hold  at  the  rear  of  the  C-130,  and 
watched  two  men  who  looked  like  Philippine  customs  officials 
approach  the  aircraft.  At  the  same  time,  a  U.S.  Air  Force 
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colonel  drove  up  with  a  Filipino  driver  who  was  probably 
also  his  interpreter.  The  group  stopped  and  met  about  thirty 
feet  from  the  rear  of  the  aircraft. 

The  succeeding  discussion  was  obviously  emotional  and 
argumentative.  Unfortunately,  due  to  the  deafening  noise  from 
the  C-130's  engines,  Terry  could  hear  nothing  of  it.  He  did, 
however  see  both  colonel  and  the  customs  officials  repeatedly 
point  to  the  rear  of  the  aircraft,  as  the  casket  containing  his 
wife's  remains  sat  poised  in  the  open  cargo  bay. 


After  about  ten  minutes  of  heated  discussion,  the  colonel 
left  the  small  group  and  approached  the  Master  Gunnery 
Sergeant.  He  returned  Terry's  salute,  laid  his  hand  gently  on 
Maria's  coffin,  and  yelled  over  the  screaming  engines,  "IS  THIS 
YOUR  WIFE?" 


"YES  SIR,"  Terry  shouted  in  reply. 

The  colonel  took  Terry  by  the  sleeve  and  walked  him  off, 
about  fifty  feet  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  aircraft  from  where 
the  rest  of  the  group  was  standing.  It  was  a  little  quieter  there. 
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"Sergeant  Schull,  there  is  a  man  in  a  pretty  ratty  looking 
pick-up  truck  parked  just  on  the  other  side  of  that  gate  over 
there.  He  says  that  he  is  your  wife's  cousin  and  is  here  to  pick 
up  her  body." 


"What  is  his  name  Sir?" 

"Carabay,  Fernando  Carabay." 

"Yes  Sir,  that  is  the  name  of  the  man  I  spoke  to  on  the 
telephone.  He  told  me  was  going  to  take  my  wife  home  to  her 
village." 

"I  don't  know  Sergeant.  I've  got  to  tell  you,  this  is  the 
most  crooked  place  I  have  ever  been.  Nothing  is  as  it  seems. 
Are  you  sure  about  this?" 

"Sir,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not  sure  about  anything 
anymore.  My  wife  wanted  to  be  buried  in  her  village.  That's  all  I 
know.  This  man  seems  to  be  the  only  link  to  her  people.  I  don't 
think  I  have  much  choice.  I  have  to  trust  him." 

"I  understand  Sergeant.  I  suspect  that  they  told  you  to 
bring  money?" 
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"Yes  Sir,  five  thousand  dollars.  'Burial  expenses'  they 
called  it." 

The  colonel  angrily  clenched  his  fists  and  immediately 
hoped  that  the  Marine  hadn't  seen  him  do  that.  "Sergeant,  here 
in  the  'PI,'  they  could  bury  her  entire  village  for  five  thousand 
dollars.  I  think  you  know  that." 


The  colonel  glanced  over  at  the  Philippine  officials 
standing  nervously  on  the  other  side  of  the  tarmac.  "Shit,  these 
bastards  even  take  advantage  of  somebody  bringing  one  of 
their  own  people  home.  Those  two  fuckers  over  there  just  tried 
to  charge  the  U.S.  Air  Force  a  five  hundred  dollar  'landing  fee,' 
which  is  totally  illegal  and  which,  I  assure  you,  they  were  going 
to  put  immediately  into  their  own  greasy  little  pockets.  Hell,  I 
wonder  how  much  of  that  five  grand  that  you're  paying  out,  is 
going  to  those  assholes." 


"Sir,  I  don't  know."  Terry  felt  quite  lost. 

The  colonel  looked  with  genuine  pity  at  the  heart  broken 
man  standing  before  him.  "Hey,  I'm  sorry  Sergeant  Schull.  I'm 
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just  running  my  mouth.  Listen,  I  don't  know  how  much  help  I 
can  be,  but  I'm  here  if  you  need  anything.  Are  you  are  ready  to 
let  this  Carabay  individual  pick  up  your  wife's  remains?" 

"Yes  Sir." 

The  officer  walked  back  over  to  the  Filipino  officials 
and  after  another  ten  minutes  of  heated  debate,  stepped  back 
as  they  walked  over  to  the  gate  and  swung  in  open. 

Terry  Schull  watched  in  silence  as  a  gray  primer  Toyota 
pickup  truck  that  was  at  least  twenty  years  old  came  through 
the  gate  and  onto  the  airstrip.  The  truck  stopped  a  few  feet 
from  the  rear  of  the  aircraft  and  then  backed  up  to  the  cargo 
hatch. 


A  small  Filipino  man,  about  forty  years  of  age,  got  out  of 
the  driver's  seat.  A  much  younger  Filipino  of  about  twenty, 
exited  from  the  passenger  side. 

The  older  man  approached  Terry  and  asked  in  a  thick 
Tagalog  accent,  "Are  you  Mr.  Schull?" 

"Yes  I  am." 
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"I  am  Fernando  Carabay."  He  pointed  at  the  casket. 

"This  is  my  cousin?" 

"Yes." 

"Do  you  have  the  money?" 

Every  bone  in  Terry  Schull's  body  screamed  out  that  he 
was  being  ripped  off.  Worse,  he  had  a  terrible  feeling  that  this 
was  the  very  last  time  that  he  would  be  anywhere  near  his 
Maria.  He  stared  at  the  little  man  for  several  moments,  then 
reached  into  the  government  issued  black  plastic  attache  case, 
and  pulled  out  a  white  envelope,  thick  with  cash.  The  man  took 
the  envelope  from  him,  quickly  counted  the  money,  and  then 
shoved  the  envelope  into  the  back  pocket  of  his  loose  blue 
jeans. 


The  man  shouted  an  order  to  the  younger  Filipino.  It  took 
just  a  few  moments  for  the  two  of  them,  assisted  by  the  two 
Philippine  officials,  to  board  the  rear  of  the  aircraft,  lift  the 
casket,  and  place  it  in  the  bed  of  the  pickup. 
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The  old  truck  sagged  almost  to  the  ground  as  Terry 
listened  to  the  clatter  of  the  tired  engine  and  smelled  the 
burning  of  the  clutch.  He  stood  on  the  tarmac  and  watched  as 
his  wife  rode  out  the  gate  of  the  Manila  International  Airport,  in 
the  back  of  the  rickety  little  truck. 


"I  do  not  believe  that  Maria  Schull  was  raped."  Eric 
addressed  the  three  surprised  women.  "In  fact,  she  was  killed 
by  somebody  she  knew,  probably  her  lover." 

Ann  Rees  looked  at  the  CID  chief  investigator  as  if  he  had 
just  lost  his  mind.  "Okay  Eric,  tell  me  why  Maria's  'lover'  would 
ram  a  plunger  into  her  vagina  with  enough  force  to  rupture  her 
womb?" 


"I've  been  giving  that  a  lot  of  thought,"  Eric  began.  "At 
first  I  thought  he  was  trying  to  abort  her  child,  but  them  after 
the  post-mortum  came  back  reporting  she  was  assaulted  after 
she  died,  I  had  to  re-think  my  hypothesis." 
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"What  the  hell  do  you  mean,  'her  child?'  she  wasn't 
pregnant!"  Ann  was  way  too  tired  to  listen  to  any  of  this. 

"Ann,  what  if  she  thought  she  was  pregnant?  Look  Ann, 
we  have  been  going  forward  with  the  presumption  that 
somebody  broke  into  her  house,  raped  her,  and  then  killed  her, 
presumably  to  keep  from  being  identified.  Now  maybe  all  that 
is  true  and  I'm  way  off  base..." 


Ann  interrupted,  "Eric,  let  me  save  you  any  further 
internal  conflict.  You  ARE  way  off  base." 

"Let  me  finish  Ann.  Let's  look  at  the  facts.  There  was  no 
sign  of  forced  entry  into  the  house.  Lest  we  forget,  there  was  a 
category  five  typhoon  going  on.  The  installations  were  all 
secured.  No  one  was  allowed  on  or  off  without  good  reason, 
not  a  good  time  to  sneak  into  someone's  house,  rape  and  kill 
that  person,  then  try  to  sneak  away.  No,  this  guy  either  lived 
close  by,  or  he  was  in  the  house  with  her  consent  and 
something  ran  very  awry. 
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"Also,  Let's  keep  in  mind  that  it  had  been  three  weeks  and 
no  other  attacks  have  occurred.  Now  believe  me,  I  am  not 
wishing  this  on  anybody  else,  but  you  know  that  these  things 
tend  to  happen  in  groups,  that  is  where  we  get  the  term  Serial 
Killer." 


"It  has  only  been  three  weeks  Eric,"  Ann  suggested. 

"Ann,  this  guy  carefully  cleaned  the  crime  scene,  in  fact, 
he  over  cleaned  it,  yet  he  left  obvious  evidence  behind.  I  am 
talking  about  a  lot  of  things  here,  mostly  the  semen  on  the 
sheets,  the  knife  in  the  kitchen,  and  the  fingerprints  literally 
everywhere.  That  evidence  was  not  left  on  purpose  as  would 
be  the  case  of  an  organized  offender.  This  evidence  was  left 
by  accident,  as  if  by  someone  who  was  emotionally  upset  and 
already  starting  to  panic. 


"Ann,  this  was  not  the  crime  of  an  organized  offender,  in 
fact,  he  was  quite  unorganized  and  in  the  case  on  unorganized 
offenders,  the  victim  almost  always  knows  her  assailant." 
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"So  why  do  you  think  it  was  a  lover?"  Ann  was 
listening  but  was  far  from  convinced. 

"Because  the  crime  scene  tells  us  that  the  victim  had  sex 
in  one  room  and  was  then  later  murdered  in  another.  We  have 
semen  and  menstrual  blood  on  the  sheets  in  the  master 
bedroom,  which  indicates  that,  this  is  the  place  where  sexual 
intercourse  occurred.  There  are  no  signs  of  a  struggle  in  the 
bedroom  and  no  other  traces  of  blood,  which  if  present,  would 
have  indicated  a  wounded  woman  being  forced  to  have  sex. 
Ann,  this  woman  had  consensual  sex  with  her  murderer  in  the 
bedroom  and  was  then  unexplainably  assaulted  in  the  hallway. 
She  then  either  fell  or  was  thrown  down  the  stairs,  where  she 
bled  for  awhile  on  the  first  floor  landing.  The  killer  stabbed  her 
on  the  living  room  carpet  later,  using  a  knife  he  obtained  on 
the  scene.  The  knife  was  a  weapon  of  opportunity,  also  the 
sign  of  an  unplanned,  disorganized  attack." 


The  women  were  silent  as  Eric  went  on.  "Another  thing 
that  convinced  me  that  this  was  not  a  stranger,  was  the 
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placement  of  Maria  into  the  bathtub.  When  we  found  the  body 
in  the  bathtub,  we  all  thought  that  her  assailant  drowned  her. 

Yet  the  autopsy  indicated  that  she  was  dead  before  her  body 
was  placed  in  the  tub. 

"The  autopsy  also  indicated  the  absence  of  water  in  her 
lungs,  which  obviously  would  have  been  consistent  with  a  water 
drowning.  So  we  have  to  ask  ourselves,  why  did  the  perpetrator 
pick  up  the  corpse  and  carry  it  from  the  first  floor  carpet  to  the 
second  floor  bathroom,  then  deposit  it  in  bathtub  filled  with 
water?" 


Eric  looked  at  the  three  blank  stairs  looking  back  at  him. 
"That  ties  in  with  the  plunger  and  the  hand  towel." 

Ann  again  leaned  forward.  "This  is  the  part  I've  been 
waiting  for." 

Eric  brought  it  together.  "He  had  to  get  his  semen  out  of 

her." 


Sally's  eyes  grew  wide  in  recognition  of  what  Eric  had 
implied.  "You're  kidding,  right?" 
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"I  wish  I  was,  Sally.  I  believe  that  after  the  perpetrator 
stabbed  Maria  to  death,  he  must  have  realized  that  we  would 
be  able  to  type  his  DNA  from  his  little  semen  deposit.  He  had 
to  figure  out  a  way  to  get  his  body  fluids  out  of  Maria.  The 
suspect  didn't  ram  a  plunger  into  Maria's  corpse  to  desecrate 
her,  or  to  make  any  sort  of  'point.'  He  dumped  her  body  into  a 
tub  of  water  and  wrapped  a  hand  towel  around  a  plunger 
handle  to  wash  her  out  much  like  one  would  wash  out  a  baby 
bottle.  He  believed  he  could  scrub  his  semen  out  of  her 
vagina." 


All  three  women  silently  considered  the  grotesque 
picture  that  revelation  brought  to  their  minds.  Finally  Ann 
broke  the  silence.  "So,  why  didn't  he  do  something  about  her 
bed  sheets?" 

"I  think  that  either  he  never  saw  the  smear,  or  in  his 
panicked  state,  he  just  forgot." 

The  next  question  was  Sally's.  "Eric,  why  do  you  believe 
that  Maria  thought  she  was  pregnant?" 
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"Ann,  you  know  the  answer  to  that."  Eric  looked 
knowingly  at  his  counterpart. 

Ann  searched  her  mind  for  a  minute,  then  her  eyes  lit  in 
recognition.  "The  EPT!" 

Midori  interrupted,  "EPT?  I  don't  know. ..what  is  EPT?" 

Ann  answered.  "Midori,  an  EPT'  is  an  early  pregnancy 
test.  Maria  had  one  unopened  in  the  vanity  under  her  bathroom 
sink. 


"Ann,  did  you  check  the  expiration  date  and  lot  number  on 
the  package?"  Eric  knew  that  would  be  important. 

"No,  but  you  can  bet  your  ass  that  I  am  doing  that 
first  thing  Monday  morning." 

Sally  spoke  up,  "Eric,  the  victim  had  her  period.  Wouldn't 
that  be  just  a  little  inconsistent  with  pregnancy?" 

"What  if  she  didn't  know  she  was  starting  her 
period?"  Eric  asked. 

"I  always  know,"  Sally  replied.  "The  cramps  damn  near 
lay  me  out." 
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"Me  too,"  Ann  added.  "I  mean,  I  always  know  when  my 
period  is  coming  and  I  sure  as  hell  know  when  Sally  is 
starting  up.  She  becomes  a  total  bitch  to  live  with." 

Sally  playfully  pushed  her  roommate.  "C'mon  Ann,  you 
know  that  you're  a  bigger  bitch  than  me." 

"Am  not,"  Ann  chuckled 

"I  don't  always  know."  Midori  whispered. 

Eric  quieted  the  other  two  women  and  asked,  "I'm  sorry 
Midori,  what  did  you  say?" 

"I  don't  always  know  my  'time'  is  starting.  Some  times  I 
get  no  pain  at  all.  I  don't  know  until,"  Midori  blushed  but 
continued,  "I  have  soiled  my  underwear." 

Eric  could  tell  that  it  humiliated  Midori  to  say  that,  as  if 
she  had  confessed  to  some  terrible  crime.  "It's  okay  Midori, 
thank  you."  Eric  said  softly,  then  added,  "I  think  that  was  the 
case  with  Maria.  I  took  a  shot  and  called  Terry  right  before  he 
left  for  the  Philippines.  I  asked  him  if  he  and  Maria  ever  had  sex 
while  she  was  on  her  period." 

"What  did  he  say?"  Ann  was  growing  more  interested. 
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"Terry  said  that  she  would  never,  ever  allow  that. 
Apparently,  Maria  thought  it  was  'dirty.'  Now  I  don't  know  if  this 
new  hypothesis  is  any  more  or  any  less  accurate  than  the  last 
one.  Hell,  it's  just  a  guess,  but  I  believe  it  is  an  educated  guess, 
based  on  the  crime  scene.  That  fact  is  that  if  Maria  engaged  in 
consensual  sex,  and  then  based  on  her  known  behaviors,  she 
probably  would  not  have  known  that  her  period  had  already 
started." 


Eric  looked  at  Ann.  "By  the  way,  Terry  told  me  something 
else.  He  told  me  that  his  wife's  period  was  always  at  exactly  the 
same  time  each  month  and  that  her  period  should  have  been 
finished  over  ten  days  before  she  was  killed.  Either  she  never 
changed  her  bed  sheets,  and  knowing  how  fussy  Maria  is,  I 
know  that  is  definitely  not  the  case,  or  her  period  was  late. 
Maybe  it  was  even  late  for  the  first  time  in  her  entire  life  and  she 
naturally  made  the  assumption  most  women  would  have  made 
under  those  circumstances." 


"That  she  was  pregnant,"  Sally  Mathis  said  softly. 
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Eric  thought  for  a  moment  and  then  continued.  "Ann, 
Maria  has  been  unsuccessfully  trying  to  have  a  baby  since  she 
and  Terry  got  married.  What  if  Maria  honestly  believed  she  was 
pregnant  by  her  boyfriend  and  had  him  over  to  the  house  to 
give  him  the  'good  news?'  What  kind  of  boyfriend  would  get 
upset  enough  over  that  to  murder  her?" 


Sally  and  Ann  looked  at  each  other  then  answered  in 
unison.  "A  married  boyfriend." 

"My  thoughts  exactly."  Eric  was  finished. 


Sophia  couldn't  sleep.  Dressed  in  her  short  nightgown, 
she  sat  on  the  edge  of  her  bed  and  examined  the  gold  crucifix 
she  held  in  her  hand.  She  was  riddled  with  emotions  she 
couldn't  understand,  confusion,  dismay,  fear,  and  guilt, 
especially  guilt. 


Her  friend  Maria  was  dead.  For  weeks  it  was  in  the 
newspapers  and  on  the  local  Japanese  television  stations.  The 
local  community  was  in  an  uproar,  demanding  action  by  the 
American  authorities. 
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Sophia  had  missed  Maria  at  services  that  first  Sunday 
after  the  typhoon,  but  had  not  given  her  friend  much  thought. 
After  all,  she  had  been  so  worried  about  Theodore.  He  was 
acting  so  strangely  that  morning,  as  if  he  was  going  to  be  sick. 
Then  she  had  found  Maria's  crucifix  in  Theodore's  desk  drawer 
and  had  become  very  angry,  convinced  that  Maria  had  lost  it  in 
his  office  during  one  of  their  lovemaking  sessions,  like  the  one 
she  had  walked  in  on. 


Sophia  had  been  so  jealous,  so  filled  with  anger.  Now 
she  was  angry  with  herself.  Her  friend  was  dead  and  Sophia 
missed  her  terribly.  Truth  was,  she  would  have  been  okay  with 
walking  in  on  them  a  hundred  times,  if  that  meant  her  friend 
would  not  be  dead  now. 


After  all,  she  thought.  Theodore  is  a  strong,  virile  man, 
much  loved  by  all  the  women  in  the  congregation.  Sophia 
realized  she  had  been  so  stupid  to  think  that  she  was  the  only 
one  he  ever  made  love  to. 
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Since  then,  the  nights  had  been  very  bad.  Theodore  had 
tossed  and  turned.  He  had  woken  up  in  a  cold  sweat  many 
times.  Twice,  he  had  even  cried  out  Maria's  name  and  then 
bolted  upright,  flailing  his  arms,  screaming  for  someone  or 
something  to  "Get  away!"  More  than  once,  Sophia  found 
herself  holding  Theodore  in  her  arms  and  rocking  him  back  to 
sleep.  He  reminded  her  of  a  small  child,  terrified  of  the  night, 
and  sure  that  the  bad  dreams  would  come  back  as  soon  as  he 
closed  his  eyes. 


Early  one  morning,  after  a  particularly  bad  night,  Sophia 
decided  that  things  could  not  go  on  this  way.  She  told 
Theodore  what  he  had  been  doing  at  night  and  that  it  terrified 
her.  She  knew  that  whatever  he  had  been  dreaming  must  have 
been  very  scary,  but  begged  him  nonetheless  to  tell  her.  She 
tenderly  took  his  hand,  held  it  to  her  lips,  and  pleaded  with  him 
to  tell  her  everything. 


Theodore  had  looked  at  her  strangely,  as  if  wrestling  with 
what  to  say.  He  then  looked  up  at  the  ceiling  for  the  longest 
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time,  as  if  the  answers  were  written  in  the  texture  of  the  faded 
ceiling  paint.  He  finally  admitted  his  terrible  feelings  of  guilt 
over  what  had  happened  to  Maria.  He  explained  that  he  was 
convinced  that  she  had  somehow  died  as  the  result  of  her 
sinful  behavior,  and  feared  that  he  had  not  done  enough  to 
bring  her  to  Christ. 

Theodore  described  that  during  the  dreams,  he  was 
fighting  demons  that  were  trying  to  grab  Maria  and  carry  her  off 
to  hell.  He  wept  openly  as  he  told  her  that  as  hard  as  he  fought 
the  demons,  he  could  do  nothing  to  stop  them,  that  they  had 
beat  him  down  and  had  carried  her  off. 


Sophia  had  been  deeply  touched  by  Theodore's 
confession.  She  realized  just  how  responsible  her  lover  felt  for 
every  life  he  touched  in  his  tiny  church.  She  truly  loved 
Theodore  Quinn  and  became  angry  with  herself  for  the  terrible 
things  she  had  allowed  herself  to  think  in  the  days  following 
Maria's  murder.  She  had  even  considered  the  possibility  that 
Theodore  had  something  to  do  with  Maria's  death.  After  all,  the 
newspapers  had  said  that  she  had  probably  died  the  night 
before  the  Sunday  when  Theodore  had  acted  so  strangely  in 
the  pulpit  of  his  church. 
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He  was  supposed  to  have  come  to  her  apartment  the 
night  Maria  died,  but  had  called  on  his  cell  phone  at  the  last 
minute  to  tell  her  that  because  of  the  typhoon,  he  had  to  work 
at  PMO  all  night.  Somehow  she  could  tell  that  was  not  the  real 
reason  he  stayed  away. 


Now,  Sophia  knew  for  sure  it  would  have  been 
impossible  for  Theodore  to  hurt  Maria.  He  loved  Maria.  He 
loved  everyone  in  the  church.  He  was  a  peaceful  man  of  God 
and  lived  his  life  to  save  the  people  around  him.  Sophia 
considered  all  the  souls  he  had  saved,  both  physically  and 
spiritually.  She  thought  of  all  the  drunks,  the  hopeless 
alcoholics,  the  prostitutes,  and  the  rest  of  the  world's  castoffs, 
who  had  turned  their  lives  to  Jesus  Christ  because  of  the 
Reverend  Theodore  Quinn. 


Sure,  he  had  done  things  she  was  not  always  comfortable 
with.  He  had  definitely  made  her  do  some  things  she  had  not 
wanted  to  do,  but  take  the  life  of  an  innocent  human  being? 
Never! 
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Sophia  returned  Maria's  crucifix  to  the  top  drawer  of  her 
night  table  and  quietly  slid  the  drawer  closed.  She  then 
whispered  a  silent  prayer  for  the  soul  of  her  friend,  pulled  the 
sheets  back,  and  lay  down  next  to  her  minister. 


There  had  been  a  time  in  his  life  when  Terry  Schull  would 
have  been  elated  being  stuck  overnight  in  the  Philippines.  That 
was  a  long,  long  time  ago.  This  day,  Terry  had  desperately 
wanted  to  get  back  on  that  noisy,  cold  airplane  and  go 
anywhere  other  than  here. 


Instead,  he  was  stuck.  The  crew  of  the  C-130  had 
decided  to  spend  the  night  in  Manila,  so  he  was,  for  all  intents 
and  purposes,  marooned  in  this  place  until  the  crew  was  good 
and  ready  to  leave.  Right  now  that  time  was  set  for  1100, 
tomorrow  morning.  This  left  Terry  with  the  entire  night  to  sit  in 
this  cheesy  bar,  in  the  country  of  his  wife's  birth,  and  wonder 
exactly  where  her  body  was,  somehow  knowing  that  he  would 
never  get  a  chance  to  kneel  at  her  final  resting  place. 

The  cheap  whiskey  was  bitter,  just  as  Terry  had 
remembered.  A  cloudy  film  covered  the  glass  and  he  was 
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pretty  sure  there  were  particles  of  something  in  the  ice  cubes. 
He  smiled  a  little  as  he  recalled  being  warned  numerous  times 
not  to  drink  the  water  in  Manila.  Well,  he  wasn't  drinking  the 
water,  not  exactly. 

He  had  selected  a  small  dirty  table  directly  in  front  of  the 
window  looking  out  onto  the  crowded  street.  This  was  one  of 
the  hundreds  of  "buy  me  drinky"  bars  in  one  of  the  worst  parts 
of  downtown  Manila.  Terry  looked  out  the  window  and  realized 
that  he  was  truly  looking  back  into  time.  For  nothing  here  had 
really  changed  in  the  twenty  years  since  he  had  been  in  this 
tiny  third  world  country. 


Sure  they  had  a  new  government.  It  was  now  a 
"democracy."  Still,  the  same  bars  stood,  the  kids  hawked  the 
same  cheaply  made  goods  on  the  street,  and  the  same  hard 
faced  Mamasans  pushed  their  young  girls  on  the  thousands  of 
adult  male  tourists  that  poured  into  the  Philippines  every  year 
with  one  thing  on  their  minds.  Only  now,  the  girls  were 
younger,  much  younger.  Or  maybe  they  just  seemed  that  way. 


Page 


641 


Pecaro’s  Year 


No,  he  assured  himself.  This  girl  sitting  here  with  her 
hand  on  my  leg  can't  be  more  than  sixteen. 

Terry  thought  about  the  hotel  up  the  street  that  he  had 
checked  into  just  prior  to  wandering  into  this  bar.  The  lobby  of 
the  hotel  had  been  relatively  clean,  though  it  did  have  scores  of 
the  requisite  geckos  running  up  and  down  the  cracked  plaster 
walls. 


After  Terry  obtained  the  key  from  the  armed  desk  clerk, 
he  stowed  his  gear  in  the  tiny  room  and  discovered  to  his 
surprise,  that  there  was  actually  a  working  air  conditioner 
mounted  in  the  wall.  Of  course,  it  was  so  noisy,  that  it  would 
have  to  be  turned  off  as  soon  as  he  got  back  to  the  room,  or  it 
would  certainly  keep  him  up  all  night. 


He  tried  the  hot  water  and  discovered  another  pleasant 
surprise.  It  actually  worked,  well  in  truth  it  more  "warm"  then 
"hot,"  but  that  was  better  than  nothing. 

Two  almost  clean,  white  towels  hung  in  the  bathroom  and 
a  used  bar  of  soap  rested  in  a  scummy  soap  dish.  The  shower 
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CUrtain  was  tom  and  hanging  on  three  of  its  original 
twelve  hooks. 

Terry  looked  in  the  crusty  bathroom  mirror.  It  was 
cracked  just  a  little  to  the  right  of  center.  That  was  okay 
though.  He  would  still  be  able  to  see  his  face  in  the  morning, 
not  that  he  would  particularly  want  to. 


The  bedspread  was  also  pretty  dirty,  not  a  big  surprise. 
Terry  could  only  guess  all  the  things  that  had  happened  on  top 
of  that  frayed  spread  over  the  years.  The  floor  was  covered  with 
a  dirty  yellow  and  white  tile  pattern,  and  the  ceiling  was  so 
stained  from  leaks,  that  Terry  feared  it  could  possibly  fall  in  on 
him  during  the  night.  All  in  all,  not  a  bad  room,  he  thought. 


Terry  ordered  another  drink  from  Mamasan.  He  then 
allowed  himself  to  steal  a  glance  at  the  teenager  with  her  hand 
on  his  leg.  She  was  wearing  way  too  much  makeup  and  trying 
way  too  hard  to  look  seductive.  Terry  thought  that  if  he  had 
ever  had  a  daughter,  she  might  have  turned  out  looking  a  lot 
like  this  girl. 
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She  had  said  her  name  was  Imelda  and  she  sat  very  close 
to  him  as  she  made  a  valiant  attempt  at  conversation  with  the 
silent  Marine.  She  had  long  black  hair  and  for  a  brief  moment 
Terry  thought  about  how  much  he  would  have  liked  to  brush  it 
for  her.  Maria  loved  to  sit  at  my  feet  while  I  brushed  her  long 
beautiful  hair,  he  remembered. 


No,  God  no,  this  is  stupid!  Terry  admonished  himself.  He 
put  the  memory  out  of  his  mind  and  redoubled  his  efforts  to 
ignore  the  girl  who  was  trying  so  hard  to  get  his  attention. 
Instead,  he  just  stared  out  the  window  at  the  colorful 
"Jeepneys"  as  they  drove  past  his  dirty  window. 


In  time,  Mamasan  came  by  and  told  him  that  he  had  to  buy 
the  girl  another  drink.  Terry  ordered  one  for  her  and  another  for 
himself.  He  threw  a  fistful  of  pesos  on  the  table  and  kept  looking 
out  the  window.  He  could  have  dismissed  her,  sent  the  girl  on 
her  way  to  pawn  herself  on  some  other  patron.  Instead,  he 
decided  he  would  continue  to  pay  for  her  watered  down 
cocktails.  If  for  no  other  reason,  then  to  try  and  keep  her  out  of 
the  hands  of  the  Pakistani  merchant  seamen  infesting  the 
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bar.  Anyway,  she  was  harmless  company  as  he  continued  to 
stare  through  the  window  at  the  world  outside. 

After  a  while,  Terry's  attentions  turned  inside,  to  the  bar 
itself.  His  eyes  adjusted  to  the  darkness  and  he  observed  that 
the  room  could  not  have  been  more  than  twenty  feet  wide  and 
maybe  sixty  feet  long.  It  was  very  dark.  The  only  light  streamed 
dimly  through  the  grimy  picture  window  that  faced  the  bustling 
street.  The  smell  of  stale  beer  permeated  the  dank 
surroundings. 


Music,  most  probably  from  a  pirated  CD,  was  playing  at 
almost  a  deafening  level,  making  it  impossible  to  carry  on  any 
kind  of  real  conversation.  A  young  Filipino  disc  jockey  in 
Jamaican  style  dreadlocks,  danced  by  himself  on  a  small 
platform  over  the  dance  floor,  as  about  a  dozen  young  women 
danced  below.  A  few  danced  with  customers,  most  danced  with 
each  other.  A  mirrored  disco  ball  spun  slowly  above  as  the 
reflections  of  light  danced  against  the  peeling,  foil  papered 
walls. 
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A  small  dance  stage  wobbled  just  above  the  bar,  where 
more  girls  crowded  and  danced  provocatively  for  the  ten  or  so 
cheering  patrons.  There  were  women  everywhere.  Terry 
counted  at  least  thirty  in  the  small  room.  Most  were  wearing 
one-piece  bathing  suits,  or  tight  clingy  dresses.  Each  one  had 
a  plastic  number  badge  pinned  to  her  clothing.  Although  it  was 
difficult  to  see  clearly  through  the  smoke  and  darkness,  Terry 
was  sure  that  none  of  the  girls  were  older  than  nineteen.  He 
guessed  the  youngest  to  be  about  fourteen  years  old. 


Every  now  and  then,  Terry  watched  as  a  customer  would 
pull  a  few  dirty  pesos  from  his  pocket  and  hand  them  to 
Mamasan,  who  would  then  send  the  particular  customer's 
young  choice  off  to  the  back  room  of  the  bar.  The  girl  would 
emerge  a  few  moments  later  carrying  the  few  things  she  owned 
and  leave  out  the  front  door  of  the  bar  with  her  new  benefactor. 


Terry  watched  this  transaction  occur  numerous  times  as 
he  sat  on  his  hard  bar  room  chair,  yet  there  never  seemed  to  be 
a  lack  of  girls  in  the  room.  It  was  as  if  new  ones  were  endlessly 
coming  in  the  back  door  as  others  went  out  the  front.  Watching 
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this  well  choreographed  dance  over  and  over  again  reminded 
the  old  Marine  that  things  truly  had  not  changed. 

Terry  downed  the  whiskey  in  his  glass  and  ordered 
another.  He  also  ordered  one  for  the  girl.  He  tried  to  talk  with 
her  a  little  about  her  home  province.  She  said  she  was  from 
Manila.  Terry  smiled,  for  this  too  had  not  changed.  He 
remembered  that  even  years  ago,  the  girls  always  said  they 
were  from  Manila,  as  if  being  from  one  of  the  rural  provinces 
was  some  sort  of  dishonor. 


Imelda  Santiago  decided  that  she  liked  this  old  man.  She 
felt  safe  with  him.  Somehow  she  knew  he  wouldn't  hurt  her. 
The  young  girl  moved  in  very  tightly  to  him  and  put  her  hand 
on  the  inside  of  his  thigh.  She  nervously  looked  over  at 
Mamasan,  who  nodded  her  head  in  approval.  She  then  laid  her 
head  on  the  man's  shoulder  and  played  with  the  small  hairs  on 
the  back  of  his  head. 


Funny,  Terry  thought  as  clouds  of  alcoholic  mist  began 
to  fill  the  crevices  of  his  mind.  Maria  always  did  that. 
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Eric  lay  on  his  bed  and  looked  up  at  the  ceiling.  He 
wanted  to  shift  his  position  a  little,  but  did  not  desire  to  wake 
Midori  who  was  sleeping  peacefully,  her  head  on  his  chest.  He 
instead  lifted  the  sheet  gently  and  looked  down  at  the  graceful 
curves  of  Midori's  naked  body.  From  his  position,  he  was  able 
to  admire  her  delicate  back,  her  perfectly  shaped  buttocks,  and 
her  lean,  naturally  sculpted  legs.  Just  looking  at  her  this  way 
started  to  arouse  him  again. 


This  had  been  another  night  of  passionate,  almost  violent, 
lovemaking.  Eric  and  Midori  understood  that  their  souls  needed 
to  be  together  and  their  bodies  demanded  to  be  joined. 

Tonight,  after  returning  from  Sally's  apartment,  Eric  had  barely 
followed  Midori  into  his  room,  before  she  was  out  of  her 
clothes  and  had  dropped  to  her  knees,  feverishly  unbuckling 
Eric's  belt  and  pulling  his  jeans  to  the  floor. 


The  rest  of  the  night  had  been  a  blur  of  naked,  thrashing 
bodies,  and  seemingly  unending  sexual  eruption.  They  freely 
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mixed  their  love,  their  passion,  and  their  fluids,  until  they  finally 
collapsed,  exhausted  among  the  twisted  sheets  on  the  old  bed. 

Now  he  looked  down  upon  her  exquisite  sleeping  form 
and  wondered  to  himself,  as  he  had  done  so  many  times  in  the 
preceding  weeks,  just  what  this  incredibly  beautiful  angel  was 
doing  with  him.  After  all,  they  both  knew  that  he  had  nothing  to 
give  her  in  return  for  all  she  had  given  him. 


Eric  Pecaro  was  a  married  man  and  even  as  miserably 
unhappy  as  he  was  with  the  woman  waiting  for  him  back  in  the 
United  States,  as  far  as  he  knew,  she  had  never  done  anything 
to  offend  the  foundation  of  the  marriage  itself. 


He  had  been  honest  with  Midori  from  the  beginning.  Eric 
never  once  hinted  that  he  would  leave  his  marriage,  but  now 
things  had  grown  so  much  larger,  more  powerful  than  either  of 
them  could  have  ever  expected.  He  and  Midori  had  not  only 
joined  their  bodies;  they  had  blended  their  life  forces  in  a  way 
most  people  never  experience.  Eric  was  now  pursued  by  the 
worst  of  demons,  the  knowledge  that  the  day  would  soon 
arrive  when  he  would  have  to  leave  her  and  never  return. 

Midori  was  not  all  that  weighed  so  heavily  on  Eric's  mind. 
Three  weeks  had  passed  since  the  murder  of  Maria  Schull  and 
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they  had  not  one  suspect  in  her  death.  He  and  Ann,  along  with 
the  rest  of  the  task  force,  had  gone  back  and  forth  with  one 
theory  after  another.  There  was  a  mountain  of  physical 
evidence  to  connect  their  perpetrator  to  the  crime.  They  just 
didn't  have  a  perpetrator.  In  truth,  they  were  no  closer  to 
solving  this  hideous  case  today  then  they  were  the  day  he  and 
Kelly  Bressette  had  walked  in  on  the  decomposing  corpse. 

The  brass,  of  course,  was  going  nuts.  The  commanding 
general  had  to  answer  inquiries  daily  from  both  the  American 
and  Japanese  press.  The  Commandant  of  the  Marine  Corps 
himself  had  called  down  several  times  to  get  updates  on  the 
status  of  the  investigation.  Unfortunately,  there  was  nothing  to 
report,  nothing  to  provide  all  those  who  demanded  answers. 


The  pressure  in  the  morning  provost  marshal  meetings 
was  at  times,  unbearable.  Of  course,  Ann  Rees  had  it  even 
worse  than  he  did.  After  all,  this  was  primarily  an  NCIS  case 
and  she  was  the  lead  investigator.  God,  she  looked  like  shit 
today,  Eric  thought  as  he  quietly  watched  the  shadows  dance 
on  the  ceiling  of  his  room. 
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Eric's  thoughts  turned  to  his  latest  theory,  the  one  he  had 
described  in  detail  a  few  hours  earlier  to  his  small  audience  at 
Ann's  apartment.  Unfortunately,  as  much  as  he  now  believed 
Maria  had  known  and  engaged  in  consensual  sex  with  her  killer 
before  she  was  murdered,  it  could  still  have  happened  the  way 
he  and  the  others  had  originally  thought.  Eric  sighed  quietly  as 
he  stroked  Midori's  long  coal  black  hair.  They  needed  answers 
and  all  they  had  were  theories. 


What  Eric  did  know  was  that  they  needed  a  break,  a 
witness,  somebody  to  come  forward  and  give  them  that 
critical  piece  of  information  they  needed  to  break  the  case 
open.  Eric  looked  up  at  the  white  tiled  ceiling  and  for  one  of 
the  very  few  times  in  his  life,  he  prayed. 


God,  I  don't  want  anything  for  myself,  because  I  know  that 
with  everything  I  have  done,  I  don't  deserve  it  anyway.  But 
please  help  me  figure  this  out.  Please  give  me  what  I  need  to  be 
able  look  my  friend  in  the  face  and  tell  him  who  his  wife's  killer 
is. 
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Eric  then  looked  again  at  Midori  as  she  quietly  slept  in 
his  arms  and  offered  one  more  prayer.  And  Lord,  please  don’t 
let  me  hurt  this  woman.  She  is  innocent  and  I  love  her. 


Sophia  woke  up  suddenly.  It  was  the  middle  of  the  night. 
Her  bed  was  shaking  so  violently  that  she  had  to  hold  onto  the 
mattress  to  keep  from  being  bounced  out  onto  the  floor.  She 
looked  over  and  watched  as  Theodore  thrashed  and  moaned. 
He  was  sweating  profusely.  A  horrible  sound  was  coming  from 
deep  within  him.  He  was  having  that  nightmare  again  and 
Sophia  was  afraid  to  wake  him. 


He  suddenly  cried  out,  "GET  AWAY  FROM  ME!" 

Sophia  reached  over  and  tried  to  comfort  her  lover,  who  is 
response,  immediately  bolted  upright  and  smashed  her  across 
her  mouth  with  the  back  of  his  arm.  He  then  jumped  on  top  of 
the  terrified  woman,  and  wrapped  his  hands  tightly  around  her 
throat,  screaming,  "I'LL  KILL  YOU  AGAIN!" 
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Now  it  was  Sophia's  turn  to  flail  her  arms.  As  Theodore's 
strong  hands  slowed  the  blood  flow  to  her  brain,  she  realized 
that  she  couldn't  breath  and  had  to  fight  to  retain 
consciousness.  Finally,  using  every  bit  of  strength  she  had  left, 
she  broke  his  grip  and  pushed  the  hysterical  man  off  of  her. 


Quinn  awoke.  He  was  soaking  wet,  confused,  and  still 
shaking.  He  looked  at  Sophia.  She  was  stark  white  with  fear 
and  her  mouth  was  bleeding  profusely. 

"Oh  God  Sophia,  what  did  I  do?  I'm  sorry,  oh  God,  I'm 
sorry!" 


He  reached  out  to  her.  She  reeled  back  in  horror. 
"Theodore!  What  is  going  on?  You  tried  to  kill  me!" 

"Oh  God  Sophie,  I'm  sorry.  I  was  sleeping.  I  didn't  know  it 
was  you.  I  would  never  hurt  you.  You  know  that!" 

"You  almost  killed  me!"  Sophia  was  inconsolable. 
"Sophie,  I'm  sorry!"  Quinn  was  now  sobbing  openly. 
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Still  terrified,  Sophia  hesitantly  reached  out  and 
touched  him.  He  responded  by  grabbing  her  and  hugging  her 
tightly.  He  was  still  crying. 

With  the  salty  taste  of  blood  in  her  mouth,  Sophia 
whispered  in  the  ear  of  the  deeply  frightened  man,  "I  forgive 
you."  She  then  looked  in  his  eyes.  "But  I'm  afraid.  Why  did 
you  do  that?" 

"I  don't  know  Sophie.  It  was  a  dream.  I  don't  even 
remember  it.  I'm  sorry,  I  promise  it  will  never  happen  again." 

Quinn  was  still  shaking  as  Sophia  lay  him  back  down  on 
the  mattress.  She  reached  over  to  the  nightstand  and  retrieved 
a  tissue  from  the  brightly  colored  box  next  to  the  American 
clock  radio  that  Theodore  had  brought  her  from  the  P.X.  She 
touched  the  tissue  to  her  split  lip.  It  was  still  bleeding,  but  had 
slowed  a  little. 


Wild  eyed,  Quinn  was  looking  up  at  her.  His  eyes  were 
filled  with  genuine  remorse.  "I'm  sorry  Sophie,  I  am  really 
sorry." 
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"It's  okay  Theodore,  it  has  almost  stopped  bleeding.  I 
was  just  so  scared.  You  hit  me  and  you  choked  me,  and  you 
kept  saying  that  you  would  'Kill  me  again.'  What  did  you  mean 
when  you  said  that?" 


Quinn's  blood  immediately  went  cold  for  he  knew  exactly 
what  that  meant.  The  dreams  had  gotten  worse  in  the  last 
couple  of  weeks,  much  worse.  At  first,  Maria  would  only  appear 
and  confront  him,  the  knife  still  in  her  chest.  But  now,  she 
approached  him  angrily,  demanding  to  know  why  he  had  killed 
her.  Quinn  always  turned  and  ran,  but  when  he  looked  back,  he 
could  see  that  she  had  pulled  the  knife  out  of  her  chest  and  was 
chasing  him,  holding  the  knife  high  over  her  head. 


This  time  was  the  worst.  He  had  looked  behind  him  and 
saw  that  she  had  caught  up  and  was  holding  that  knife  high, 
ready  to  plunge  it  down  into  him.  She  wore  a  diabolical  grin  on 
her  bloated  rotting  face.  Quinn  shuddered  again.  "Sophie,  I  think 
I  was  fighting  that  demon  again.  I'm  so  sorry  I  scared  you.  Can 
we  go  back  to  sleep?" 

Quinn  then  closed  his  eyes  and  within  a  few  minutes  was 
again  fast  asleep.  Sophia  lay  in  bed,  troubled.  She  watched 
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the  sleeping  man  as  she  continued  to  dab  the  blood  from  her 
lip.  He  had  struck  her  violently  and  had  almost  choked  her  to 
death.  Worst  of  all,  she  could  not  put  out  of  her  mind  what  he 
had  said.  The  words  burned  through  her  with  all  its  frightening 
implications. 

"I'll  kill  you  again. "  He  definitely  said,  "I'll  kill  you  again. " 

She  waited  to  be  sure  he  was  asleep,  then  got  up  out  of 
the  bed,  retrieved  the  extra  blanket  from  the  closet,  and  went 
out  to  sleep  on  the  living  room  sofa. 


The  tiny  men's  room  stunk  of  urine,  and  feces,  and  vomit. 
Terry  held  onto  the  pipes  over  the  cracked  urinal  as  he  relieved 
himself  for  what  had  to  be  the  tenth  time  that  night.  It  was  late, 
very  late.  Most  of  the  patrons  had  long  since  gone  home  and 
he  knew  that  Mamasan  had  been  trying  to  close  the  bar  for  the 
last  thirty  minutes.  He  was  quite  sure  that  he  was  drunk.  Not 
falling  down,  commode  hugging  drunk,  he  thought,  but 
definitely  drunk. 
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The  last  four  or  five  whiskey  and  waters  had  been  going 
down  smoother  and  smother.  Terry  knew  it  was  time  to  leave 
and  go  back  to  his  hotel  room.  With  any  luck,  he  would  pass 
out  and  not  have  to  think  of  anything,  not  Maria,  not  this 
stinking  country,  not  a  God  damned  thing. 


Terry  came  out  of  the  men's  room  and  sat  back  down  at 
his  small  table.  Imelda  was  still  there.  She  had  never  left  his 
side  the  entire  night.  Nice  girl,  Terry  thought  as  he  ordered 
another  whisky  from  Mamasan. 


"No!"  Mamasan  had  enough.  She  was  tired,  angry,  and 
wanted  to  go  home.  "Now  you  pay  me  bar  fine  and  take  this 
little  girl  back  to  your  hotel!" 

Terry  knew  that  he  was  feeling  a  little  foggy,  but  he  was 
sure  he  had  never  negotiated  for  this  young  woman  to  leave 
with  him.  "No  Mamasan,  no  thank  you.  I'm  just  gonna  go  back 
to  my  hotel.  Thank  you." 


Terry  got  up  to  leave.  The  shocked  Imelda  looked  at  him 
in  disbelief.  She  then  looked  at  Mamasan  in  fear,  and  back  at 
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him  with  an  expression  that  clearly  indicated  that  she  was  going 
to  burst  into  tears  at  any  second. 

"You  bastard!"  Mamasan  was  livid.  "You  keep  this  girl 
with  you  all  night  then  leave  her?  She  has  nowhere  to  go.  If 
she  don't  go  with  you,  then  she  will  sleep  on  the  street!  Now 
you  pay  me  bar  fine!" 


Terry  looked  over  at  the  young  woman.  She  was 
absolutely  terrified.  Terry  didn't  know  if  she  more  was  afraid  of 
Mamasan,  or  him,  or  the  street.  He  staggered  to  the  bar,  peeled 
off  forty-five  dollars,  and  placed  it  in  Mamasan's  hand,  imelda's 
face  was  bathed  in  relief. 


Terry's  head  was  spinning  as  he  silently  walked  the 
young  woman  the  three  blocks  back  to  his  shabby  downtown 
hotel.  Imelda  had  her  arm  through  his  and  was  holding  on 
tightly.  Her  eyes  darted  left,  then  right,  then  behind.  Terry  could 
feel  how  tense  she  was  and  he  kept  looking  over  at  her  to  make 
sure  she  was  okay.  As  they  walked,  Terry  struggled  with 
conflicting  feelings  and  realized  that  he  was  more  confused  and 
miserable  than  ever. 

Within  a  few  minutes,  they  had  walked  through  the  hotel 
entrance  and  past  the  armed  Filipino  who  was  leaning  his  high- 
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backed  wood  chair  against  the  outer  wall.  Terry  said  "hello." 
The  man  did  not  respond,  choosing  instead  to  stare  in 
disgust  at  the  girl  with  her  arm  through  his. 

Once  in  the  room,  Terry  kicked  off  his  shoes  and 
stretched  out  on  the  bed.  He  was  feeling  a  little  light  headed 
and  decided  he  would  not  drink  again  for  long  time.  The  girl 
disappeared  into  the  bathroom  and  within  a  few  seconds,  Terry 
could  hear  the  shower  going.  Oh  shit,  what  the  fuck  am  I 
doing?  Terry  closed  his  eyes  and  wished  this  whole  day  would 
just  go  away,  vanish  into  thin  air  and  never  come  back.  He 
heard  the  water  in  the  bathroom  shut  off  and  after  a  few 
seconds,  he  opened  his  eyes. 


She  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  naked,  and  beautiful, 
and  waiting.  Her  black  hair  was  still  wet,  depositing  small 
droplets  of  water,  which  tumbled  between  her  breasts,  down 
her  flat  belly  and  disappearing  into  the  tiny  tuft  of  black  silk 
between  her  legs. 


"What  would  you  like  me  to  do  for  you?"  She  asked,  her 
face  innocent,  accepting  her  fate,  whatever  that  might  be. 
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Imelda  looked  down  upon  the  very  nice  man  who  had  taken 
care  of  her  and  had  saved  her  from  a  severe  beating  at  the 

hands  of  her  Mamasan. 

Terry's  heart  sank.  This  is  wrong,  all  wrong. 

"You  can't  do  anything  for  me." 

Imelda  looked  confused.  "I,  I  don't  understand." 

Terry  could  see  that  she  really  didn't. 

"I  am  ugly?"  Imelda  started  to  cry.  She  too  had  been 
through  a  very  long  day. 

Terry's  heart  was  broken,  but  what  was  left  of  it  went  out 
to  this  little  girl.  He  got  out  of  bed,  took  the  naked  girl  by  the 
hand  and  sat  with  her  on  the  edge  of  the  bed. 

"How  old  are  you,  Imelda?" 

"I  am  twenty  years  old.  I  told  you  that." 

"No  you're  not."  He  looked  in  her  eyes.  "How  old  are  you 
really?" 

She  couldn't  look  at  him.  She  was  afraid,  but  decided  to 
tell  the  truth.  "I  am  fifteen." 
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Terry  tried  to  mask  his  shark  intake  of  breath.  "Put  your 
clothes  on  Imelda." 

"Please  don't  put  me  out!"  She  begged,  "I  have  no  where 
to  go!" 


"Put  your  clothes  on  Imelda."  He  said  again.  Terry 
turned  and  faced  the  wall. 

The  distraught  teenager  slowly  got  dressed,  picked  up  the 
last  of  her  worldly  possessions,  and  headed  silently  for  the 
door.  As  she  reached  out  to  turn  the  grimy  knob,  Terry  got  out 
of  the  bed,  walked  over  to  the  door  and  put  his  hand  against  it 
to  keep  her  from  leaving.  He  then  looked  down  at  the  beautiful 
young  Filipina,  who  was  clearly  more  confused  than  ever. 


"Imelda,  I  am  not  putting  you  out.  You  will  sleep  in  here 
tonight,  in  this  bed,  with  me,  but  with  your  clothes  on.  I  don't 
want  anything  from  you.  Do  you  understand?" 

Imelda  was  bewildered.  Why  was  this  man  being  so  kind 
to  me?  Why  doesn't  he  want  anything  from  he  in  return? 
Nobody  had  ever  treated  Imelda  Santiago  this  nicely  before  and 
for  no  reason. 
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She  looked  into  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  and  sensing 
genuine  sincerity,  nodded  her  head  indicating  that  she 
understood.  She  stood  on  her  toes  and  kissed  the  very  kind 
man  on  the  cheek.  Imelda  put  the  small  bag  containing  her  few 
belongings  on  the  old  sagging  dresser,  pulled  the  sheets  back 
on  the  bed  and  lay  down. 


Imelda  felt  safe.  In  fact,  she  felt  safer  and  more  secure 
then  she  had  in  a  very,  very  long  time.  She  pulled  the  sheet  up 
to  her  neck,  closed  her  eyes,  and  allowed  her  defenses  to  fall 
away.  It  felt  wonderful.  Her  mind  and  her  soul  would  be  totally 
at  peace,  if  only  for  the  remainder  of  this  short  night. 


As  sleep  started  to  overtake  the  pretty  young  girl,  she 
slowly  turned  her  head  to  take  one  last  look  at  her  generous 
benefactor.  Through  the  light  coming  in  the  yellowed  windows, 
she  could  see  him  lying  on  his  back  and  staring  silently  at  the 
low  ceiling.  Something  caught  her  eye  though,  and  as  she 
squinted  at  him  in  the  dark,  she  saw  that  the  man  was  crying. 
She  could  just  make  out  the  tears  flowing  freely  out  the  corners 
of  his  eyes.  The  pillow  under  his  head  was  already  saturated 
and  he  was  fighting  a  desperate  losing  battle  to  muffle  his  sobs. 
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Imelda  was  confused  by  what  she  saw.  She  knew  that  she 
wasn't  afraid,  but  filled  with  pity  for  this  very  kind  man  and  the 
terrible  pain  he  must  have  been  enduring.  Then  the  answer 
came  to  her.  Though  hesitant,  she  crawled  over  to  his  side  of 
the  bed  and  lay  down  very  close  to  him.  She  then  placed  her 
head  gently  on  his  shoulder  and  rested  her  hand  on  his  chest. 


Imelda  lay  still  as  the  kind  man  lovingly  ran  his  fingers 
through  her  long,  black  hair.  In  time  she  felt  his  crying  subside 
and  again  closed  her  eyes.  Sleep  finally  overtook  her  and  soon 
she  was  dreaming  the  most  wonderful  dreams. 


Eric  awoke  and  looked  over  at  Midori's  side  of  the  bed. 
Once  again,  she  had  slipped  out  and  left  him  before  the  dawn. 
He  slowly  sat  up  and  looked  around  the  room.  It  was  spotless. 
As  usual,  she  had  cleaned  the  place  without  waking  him. 


How  the  hell  does  she  do  that?  He  wondered  as  he 
allowed  his  head  to  again  drop  to  the  pillow.  He  turned  on  his 
side  and  lay  there  for  a  while,  looking  at  the  empty  place  she 
had  been.  He  reached  out  and  touched  her  pillow.  Eric  hated 
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the  loneliness  when  Midori  wasn't  there.  She  belonged  in  his 
bed,  in  his  room,  and  in  his  life. 

The  telephone  rang.  Eric  reached  over  to  the  desk, 
grabbed  the  handset  off  the  issued  black  touch-tone  phone  and 
put  in  to  his  ear.  "Master  Sergeant  Pecaro." 

"Eric,  it's  Brenda." 

Eric  realized  that  it  had  been  over  a  week  since  he  had 
called  her.  Oh  God,  here  it  comes,  he  thought.  "Listen, 

Brenda,  I'm  sorry  I  haven't  called.  I  guess  that  the  time  just  got 
away  from  me." 


On  the  other  end  of  the  line,  Brenda  Pecaro  was 
overwhelmingly  relieved.  She  had  just  spent  the  last  week  on  an 
over  the  road  trip  in  Burt's  eighteen  wheeler,  and  didn't  know 
how  she  was  going  to  explain  why  she  had  not  been  at  home. 
She  did  nevertheless,  know  how  to  seize  the  moment.  "That's 
okay  Eric.  I  figured  out  a  long  time  ago  that  you  have  never 
given  a  shit  about  either  Sarah  or  myself.  I  was  just  wondering  if 
you  ever  got  around  to  sending  a  present  out  to  Sarah.  You 
know  that  Christmas  is  in  three  days." 

Eric  was  shocked.  He  had  mailed  a  beautiful  Japanese  doll 
in  a  glass  case  to  his  daughter  even  before  he  went  back  to 
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Quantico  for  the  Williams  trial.  The  military  post  office  had 
advised  everyone  to  get  Christmas  mail  out  by  the  end  of 
October  and  he  had  made  sure  to  beat  the  deadline. 

"Brenda,  I  sent  a  gift  out  months  ago.  It  was  a  little  doll." 

"Well,  it  never  got  here." 

"Shit,  can  you  do  me  a  favor  and  pick  something  up?  I'm 
kinda  stuck  out  here." 

"Oh  sure,  what  the  fuck.  After  all,  I've  covered  for  you  for 
over  six  months." 

"Brenda,  I'm  really  sorry.  Is  the  little  pumpkin  doing 
okay?" 


"Yeah,  she's  fine.  Want  to  talk  to  her?" 

"Is  she  still  up?"  Eric  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  nine 
a.m.  his  time,  that  made  it  seven  p.m.  the  day  before  in 
Quantico. 

"Sure  she's  still  up.  You  know  she  is  not  a  baby  anymore. 
But  of  course  you  would  know  that  if  you  were  here." 

Eric  overheard  Brenda  hand  the  telephone  to  Sarah. 
"Daddy,  is  that  you?" 
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Eric  spent  the  next  ten  minutes  engaged  in  a  most 
wonderful  conversation  with  a  most  grown  up  little  girl.  Finally, 
Brenda  took  the  telephone  away  from  his  little  girl.  Her  voice 
was  colder  this  time.  "Eric,  unless  you  want  to  lose  her  forever, 
you  better  do  a  hell  of  a  better  job  at  communicating  with  me.  I 
will  not  continue  to  do  everything.  I  will  not  be  both  a  mother 
and  a  father  to  our  daughter." 


Eric  was  reeling.  "Brenda,  where  the  hell  did  that  come 
from?" 

Brenda  answered  with  the  ultimatum  she  had  carried 
around  inside  of  her  for  months.  "Eric,  the  bottom  line  is  that  if 
you  cannot  be  a  full  time  father  to  our  little  girl,  I  will  find 
someone  who  can." 

"Brenda,  listen  to  me." 

"Goodbye  Eric." 

The  phone  went  dead  and  a  sudden  irrepressible  fear 
gripped  the  career  Marine.  Without  warning,  Eric  faced  the  very 
real  possibility  that  he  could  lose  his  little  girl.  For  the  past  six 
years,  she  had  been  the  only  one  he  truly  loved.  He  had 
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never  been  in  love  with  Brenda,  but  had  always  tried  to  treat 
her  well  and  did  his  best  to  take  care  of  her,  in  part  he  feared, 
because  the  alternative  could  have  meant  losing  his  daughter. 

Now  that  threat  seemed  to  have  materialized.  Eric  sat 
alone  on  the  edge  of  his  Marine  Corps  issued  bed,  in  his 
Marine  Corps  issued  room,  thousands  of  miles  away  from 
anywhere  that  he  could  do  anything  about  any  of  this,  and  tried 
in  vain  to  consider  his  options. 


Now  there  was  Midori,  the  woman  who  had  taken  his 
heart.  Midori,  who  loved  him  unconditionally  and  had  taught 
him  he  could  love  that  way  as  well.  Midori,  who  filled  that 
empty  place  and  completed  him  as  a  man.  And  now,  Eric  was 
absolutely  certain  that  if  Brenda  ever  found  out  about  Midori 
Sasaki,  he  would  lose  everything. 


Terry  Schull  stepped  off  the  C-141  a  few  minutes  after 
touchdown  at  Yokota  Airbase,  near  Tokyo.  Staff  Sergeant  Cook 
had  been  waiting  for  him  just  inside  the  terminal.  Allan  Cook 
shook  the  Master  Gunny's  hand  briskly,  and  told  him  how 
much  he  was  missed  by  the  troops. 
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"Bullshit  Al,"  Terry  slapped  the  Staff  Sergeant  on  the 
shoulder.  "I  work  the  shit  out  of  those  bastards.  Hell,  you  know 
they  like  you  better.  You're  the  'nice  guy.'" 

Cook  laughed.  "You  don't  understand  Master  Guns.  Since 
you  were  so  kind  as  to  give  me  all  those  lessons  on  being  an 
asshole,  I  have  managed  to  earn  the  reputation  as  the  second 
biggest  son  of  a  bitch  at  Camp  Fuji." 


They  walked  together  out  of  the  terminal  and  to  the  area 
marked  "Emergency  Vehicles  Only."  As  Terry  started  to  get 
into  the  passenger  side  of  Cook's  white  Jeep  Cherokee,  he 
noticed  a  small  crack  and  several  small  holes  in  the  blue  and 
red  emergency  light  bar. 


Allen  laughed  when  he  saw  Terry  had  noticed  the 
damage.  "We  responded  to  a  fight  at  a  bar  out  in  town  one 
night.  A  PFC  from  Third  Marines  jumped  up  on  the  hood  and 
bit  it." 


"You've  got  to  be  shiftin'  me,  Al." 
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Terry  was  still  laughing  as  Allen  backed  the  jeep  out  of 
the  space  and  drove  out  of  the  Yokota  main  gate,  into  the 
Tokyo  traffic. 

Apparently  things  had  been  pretty  exciting  during  Terry's 
absence.  Staff  Sergeant  Cook  described  in  detail  the  actions  of 
every  drunk  Marine  the  MPs  had  apprehended  since  Terry  had 
left.  Still,  he  couldn't  keep  his  mind  from  wandering  back  over 
the  events  of  the  last  three  weeks.  It  was  like  a  strange  dream 
and  a  twisted  nightmare  wrapped  up  in  one. 


He  thought  of  the  girl,  Imelda.  He  knew  that  the  odds  were 
stacked  sharply  against  the  fifteen-year-old  that  she  would  ever 
break  out  the  appalling  world  she  was  in.  In  fact,  the  odds  were 
equally  against  her  that  she  would  ever  live  to  meet  her 
grandchildren.  Terry  also  thought  about  the  ten  folded  twenty- 
dollar  bills  he  placed  in  her  hand  before  she  left  the  room  this 
morning. 


She  had  counted  the  money  and  grew  pale  as  she 
obviously  realized  how  much  he  had  given  her.  Tears 
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streamed  down  her  pretty  face  as  she  hugged  his  neck  and 
picked  up  her  little  bag  to  leave.  As  Imelda  got  to  the  end  of  the 
hall,  she  turned  and  gave  him  the  most  lovely  of  smiles,  then 
walked  through  the  lobby  and  back  into  her  world.  Terry 
sincerely  hoped  she  would  hide  at  least  some  of  that  money 
from  Mamasan. 

Allen  parked  the  jeep  in  front  of  PMO.  It  was  already  past 
1630  hours  and  except  for  duty  personnel,  no  one  was  in  the 
unit  area.  Terry  stowed  his  gear  in  the  trunk  of  his  personal  car, 
got  in,  and  turned  the  key.  Surprisingly,  the  old  beater  started 
on  the  first  try.  He  waved  to  the  sentry  as  he  drove  out  the  gate 
and  headed  towards  the  Ginza. 


Rose  Cole  had  just  kneeled  down  behind  the  counter  to 
put  the  English  language  menus  away,  when  she  saw  Terry 
come  through  the  door.  She  immediately  ran  to  him  and  before 
he  could  react,  she  wrapped  her  arms  tightly  around  him  and 
whispered,  "Terry,  are  you  all  right?" 


"Rose,  I'm  okay  really,"  he  answered.  His  friend  was 
holding  him  so  tightly  that  he  was  barely  able  to  get  his  breath. 


Page 


670 


Ple4441  Y4  V"4 


Rose  was  visibly  relieved.  She  had  lost  a  significant 
amount  of  sleep  worrying  about  him.  She  looked  up  and 
examined  his  tired  face.  "I'm  serious  Terry,  are  you  all  right?" 


Terry  looked  into  her  troubled  eyes.  "I'm  okay,  now." 
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CHAPTER  1 0--"KO-KU-HA-TSU"  (THE 
ACCUSATION) 


Corporal  Garrett  Stephens  hated  Okinawa. 

Growing  up  twenty-one  years  on  a  Kansas  wheat  farm,  he 
was  used  to  looking  out  his  back  door  each  morning  at  the 
sight  of  agriculture  for  as  far  as  he  could  see.  When  Garrett 
looked  out  the  back  door  of  his  barracks  in  Okinawa,  all  he  saw 
was  the  back  door  of  another  barracks.  Garrett  hated  the 
suffering  closeness,  he  hated  the  heat,  most  of  all  he  hated 
being  stuck  out  in  the  middle  of  the  ocean  with  no  easy  way  to 
go  anywhere  else. 


Garrett  so  disliked  "The  Rock"  that  he  had  a  "Short 
Timer's"  calendar  pinned  to  the  wall  of  his  room.  It  was  a  hand 
drawn  picture  of  a  winding  road  leading  to  the  door  of  a  Boeing 
747,  marked  Freedom  Bird  across  the  side.  Each  block  in  the 
road  had  a  number  drawn  in  it,  starting  with  the  number  365, 
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and  leading  all  the  way  to  the  hatch  of  the  airplane.  The  last 
block  contained  a  large  number  1. 

Garrett  had  acquired  the  calendar  his  first  week  on  the 
island  and  had  dutifully  crossed  off  a  block  a  day,  until  he 
reached  the  door  of  the  airplane. 

Now  he  stood  in  front  of  the  calendar,  and  as  he  crossed 
off  the  last  of  the  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  boxes,  he 
allowed  the  realization  that  he  was  not  leaving,  to  sink  in. 

He  could  have  left.  He  could  have  been  getting  on  that 
bird  tomorrow,  except  for  one  thing.  He  would  have  had  to 
leave  Lori  behind  and  he  just  couldn't  do  that.  Not  with  her 
being  his  fiancee  and  all. 


Garrett  Stephens  knew  that  Lori  Hashimoto  was  the  best 
thing  that  had  ever  happened  to  the  Kansas  farm  boy.  She  was 
sweet,  and  pretty,  and  the  most  unselfish  person  he  had  ever 
met.  At  twenty-one  years  of  age,  there  were  still  a  lot  of  things 
that  Garrett  was  sure  he  didn't  know,  but  he  did  know  he  was  in 
love  with  Lori. 
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Courting  Lori  had  not  been  easy.  He  knew  that  she  really 
liked  him,  but  yet  it  took  months  before  she  began  to  trust  him. 
She  always  pulled  her  hand  back  whenever  he  would  try  and 
hold  it  and  she  would  not  let  him  kiss  her  for  the  longest  time. 
Finally,  one  night  after  several  intensely  frustrating  attempts  to 
get  her  to  allow  him  to  put  his  hands  on  her,  he  told  her  that  he 
could  not  go  on  like  this  and  that  they  would  have  to  break  up. 
That  was  when  it  all  came  out. 


Garrett  was  sure  he  had  never  seen  a  woman  cry  as 
much  as  Lori  did  the  night  she  told  him.  To  his  horror,  she 
described  how  her  father  used  to  go  into  her  room  late  at  night 
and  rape  her,  and  then  force  her  to  put  her  mouth  on  his  penis 
until  he  ejaculated.  The  worst  part  of  all  was  when  Lori,  her 
face  streaked  with  tears,  got  up  to  leave  and  said,  "I  guess  you 
don't  want  to  be  around  a  freak  like  me  anymore,  huh?" 


She  called  herself  a  freak,  he  thought.  After  what  that 
mother  fucker  did  to  her,  she  called  herself  a  freak. 
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Garrett  fell  in  love  with  Lori  at  that  moment.  He  took  her 
trembling  hand,  looked  into  her  wet  eyes,  and  told  her  that  he 
would  wait  for  her  to  be  ready,  even  if  it  took  forever.  She 
stared  at  him  for  the  longest  time.  Then  without  warning,  she 
leaned  forward  and  kissed  him.  Her  quivering  salty  kiss  was 
the  most  wonderful  thing  that  Garrett  had  ever  tasted. 


It  had  taken  awhile,  but  finally  little  by  little,  Lori  started 
to  come  out  of  her  shell.  The  more  of  her  that  emerged,  the 
more  Garrett  realized  that  she  was  the  most  wonderful  girl  in 
the  world.  Each  event  was  a  major  achievement.  One  day  she 
reached  out  and  took  his  hand;  on  another  day,  she  leaned 
over  and  for  no  reason  at  all,  kissed  him  passionately.  Still, 
Garrett  knew  that  it  would  be  a  long  time  before  anything  more 
than  that  would  happen  between  them.  Garrett  Stevens  had  a 
lot  to  learn  about  the  heart  of  a  woman  however,  and  when 
something  finally  did  happen,  nobody  would  have  been  more 
surprised  than  he  was. 
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Garrett  recalled  that  he  had  gone  by  Lori's  room  to  pick 
her  up  for  a  date.  He  was  a  little  early.  They  sat  on  her  bunk  and 
he  held  her  hand  as  they  talked.  The  talking  eventually  led  to 
kissing.  This  is  where  Lori  always  stopped  it  and  Garrett, 
though  frustrated,  always  respected  her  wishes. 


This  time,  it  became  apparent  to  Garrett  that  they  were 
starting  to  go  a  little  further  than  usual,  for  their  kissing  led  to 
some  pretty  heavy  making  out  and  she  wasn't  stopping  him. 
Before  long,  the  very  aroused  young  Garrett  had  Lori's  shirt  off 
and  her  bra  pushed  up,  exposing  her  breasts,  which  he 
proceeded  to  suckle  like  a  newborn. 


After  months  of  fighting  Lori's  demons,  Garrett  couldn't 
believe  the  direction  things  were  going.  Sometime  during  all 
this,  he  had  asked  Lori  where  her  roommate  was.  She 
breathlessly  replied  that  Corporal  Morris  was  gone  with  one  of 
her  boyfriends  for  the  weekend  and  she  then  kissed  his  mouth 
so  fiercely,  he  was  afraid  that  she  would  cut  his  lip  against  her 
teeth. 

As  they  kissed,  Garrett  hesitantly  started  to  slide  his 
fingers  inside  her  shorts.  He  was  now  sure  that  Lori  would  stop 
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him  from  going  any  further.  When  she  didn't,  Garrett,  acting 
against  all  the  natural  desires  of  any  normal  healthy  twenty-one 
year  old,  asked  her  if  she  really  wanted  to  do  this. 

Lori  was  excited,  terrified,  sweating,  and  trembling.  She 
looked  in  his  eyes  and  nodded  "Yes." 

Garrett  took  it  as  slowly  and  easily  as  his  raging 
hormones  would  allow,  but  even  with  his  best  intentions,  it  took 
just  seconds  before  their  clothes  were  in  a  crumpled  heap  on 
the  floor  and  he  and  Lori  were  doing  it.  At  that  moment,  it 
dawned  on  Garrett  that  all  of  his  hopes,  his  desires,  and  his 
fantasies  had  not  been  in  vain.  Making  love  to  Lori  turned  out  to 
be  everything  he  had  dreamed  it  would  be. 


When  it  was  over,  he  looked  down  at  her  lying  beneath 
him  and  decided  that  she  was  the  most  beautiful  girl  he  had 
ever  known.  He  then  made  another  decision. 

Corporal  Garrett  Stephens  of  PMO  North  slowly  sat  up 
and  looked  down  upon  Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto  of  the  Motors 
Section.  He  gently  brushed  the  hair  from  her  face  and  asked 
her  if  she  would  mind  very  much  marrying  him,  so  that  they 
could  be  together  forever. 
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Garrett  remembered  how  she  had  looked  up  at  him  in 
utter  shock  then  unhesitatingly  provided  her  answer.  Lori 
Hashimoto  happily  agreed  to  be  Mrs.  Garrett  Stephens.  That 
was  it.  They  were  going  to  get  married  and  neither  harbored 
any  doubts.  Garrett  also  had  no  doubt  that  if  he  ever  met  the 
son  of  a  bitch  who  had  hurt  her  so  disgustingly,  he  would 
most  certainly  kill  him. 


As  Garrett  reached  up  and  tore  down  his  beloved  short 
timer's  calendar,  he  considered  the  six-month  extension  that  he 
had  submitted  in  order  to  stay  in  Okinawa  until  Lori  herself 
could  get  orders  home.  They  had  talked  at  length  about  it. 
Because  of  his  extension,  Garrett  was  guaranteed  a  transfer  to 
Camp  Pendleton  in  Southern  California.  This  would  enable  Lori 
to  finish  her  Marine  Corps  contract  and  apply  for  the  California 
Highway  Patrol.  She  loved  being  a  motorcycle  cop,  and  she 
was  sure  that  in  time,  CHP  would  put  her  in  a  motorcycle  unit. 
Things  were  definitely  looking  up  for  the  two  of  them  and 
Garrett  Stephens  knew  that  they  were  both  happier  together 
than  either  had  ever  been  alone. 
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Eric  Pecaro  looked  around  the  conference  room.  Every 
member  of  the  Schull  homicide  task  force  had  been  working  the 
hell  out  of  this  case  for  almost  three  months.  Everyone  was 
tired. 


Ann  in  particular  looked  as  if  she  had  aged  ten  years. 
This  case  was  slowly  killing  her  and  there  was  nothing 
anybody  could  do,  short  of  come  up  with  a  viable  suspect,  that 
was  going  to  make  things  any  easier  for  her,  or  anybody  else 
in  this  room. 


As  the  physical  evidence  accumulated,  it  appeared  more 
and  more  as  if  it  was  someone  she  knew,  but  whom?  Who  had 
tortured  the  tiny  Filipina,  freely  left  evidence  of  unspeakable 
horrors  throughout  her  tidy  house,  then  walked  away  without  a 
trace?  Who  the  hell  is  responsible  for  this?  Eric  had  asked 
himself  over  and  over. 


They  had  interrogated  every  base  employee  who  would 
have  had  some  reason  to  have  access  to  the  quarters;  all 
checked  out.  They  checked  the  MP  gate  logs  from  the  night  of 
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the  typhoon.  Everyone  on  that  list  had  witnesses  substantiating 
their  whereabouts  during  the  timeframe  of  the  murder. 

Eric  found  out  from  Terry  that  Maria  had  attended  Ted 
Quinn's  church  in  Kinville.  Eric  had  asked  Ted  to  check  his 
church  records  to  try  and  identify  anyone  in  the  church  she 
could  have  grown  close  to.  Ted  reported  back  a  few  days  later 
that  this  had  turned  out  to  be  fruitless. 


Quinn  had  been  surprisingly  helpful.  He  had  even 
volunteered  to  conduct  every  canvass  of  the  Schull's 
neighborhood.  Unfortunately,  he  had  reported  negative  results 
each  time.  Apparently,  not  one  of  the  neighbors  had  seen 
anything.  The  team  was  at  a  dead  end  and  they  all  knew  it. 


"Maybe  we  should  run  an  ad,"  Kelly  Bressette  suggested. 

"Yeah,"  Sergeant  Pettit  quipped.  "Murderer  wanted, 
experience  required.  Apply  at  NCIS." 

"No,  wait  a  minute.  I  think  I  know  what  she  means,"  Ann 
sounded  hopeful.  "Maybe  we  can  run  an  ad  asking  for  anyone 
having  information  to  call  us." 
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"Ms.  Rees,"  Staff  Sergeant  Edan  interjected.  "This  has 
been  on  the  TV  news  and  in  every  newspaper  between  here 
and  the  states.  I  would  hope  that  someone  with  information 
would  have  come  forward  by  now." 


Special  Agent  White  interrupted.  "But  now  we  can  pay 
money." 

Ann  looked  at  Ken  White  as  if  he  were  speaking  another 
language.  "Ken,  I  thought  you  said  that  headquarters  refused 
to  approve  reward  money." 

"Ann,"  Ken  was  smiling.  "My  gift  to  you.  They  obviously 
reconsidered.  Here's  the  e-mail." 

Ann  Rees  grabbed  the  paper  from  Ken  and  read  it  aloud. 
"Approved,  effective  this  date,  reward  offering  of  twenty-five 
thousand  dollars  for  information  leading  to  the  arrest  and 
successful  prosecution  of  the  person(s)  responsible  for  the 
death  of  Maria  Schull."  Ann  was  delighted,  "Ken,  how  soon  can 
we  post  this?  I  want  to  make  a  really  big  deal  out  of  it." 
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"Consider  it  done."  Ken  was  happy  to  see  his  ASAC  in  a 
good  mood  for  a  change. 

Eric  added,  "Ann,  I  will  make  sure  that  the  MPs  post  flyers 
everywhere  on  base  and  out  in  town.  There  will  be  posters  on 
every  light  post  and  in  every  bar  and  whore  house  in  Okinawa." 

Kelly  laughed,  "We'll  let  Sergeant  Torres  post  the  whore 
house  flyers."  She  looked  over  at  Torres,  who  was  covertly 
flashing  her  the  middle  finger  salute. 

The  weekly  meeting  of  the  NCIS/CID  Homicide  Task 
Force  finally  broke  up  as  the  other  twelve  previous  meetings 
had.  They  were  no  closer  to  resolution,  but  with  the  reward 
money  they  had  new  hope.  Ann  sat  down  next  to  Eric.  They 
were  the  only  two  remaining  in  the  conference  room. 


"Eric,"  Ann's  worried  look  had  returned.  "I'm  really  afraid 
that  even  this  money  won't  help." 

Eric  had  wanted  to  reassure  her  that  the  reward  money 
would  make  all  the  difference,  but  as  an  experienced 
investigator,  he  knew  that  it  was  still  a  real  long  shot.  He 
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looked  at  his  friend  with  great  compassion,  but  knew  he  had 
to  tell  her  the  truth. 

"Ann,  we  need  a  break.  Somebody  knows  something  and 
we  are  not  going  to  solve  this  case  until  we  identify  that 
somebody.'"  Eric  looked  at  his  friend  more  closely.  "Now  I've 
got  to  say  that  my  concern  at  the  moment,  is  that  this  case  has 
completely  beaten  the  shit  out  of  you.  I  think  that  maybe  you 
should  consider  handing  it  off  to  Ken  or  one  of  the  other 
agents." 


Ann  looked  at  her  friend  as  if  he  had  just  suggested  she 
give  her  child  away.  "Eric,  what  are  you  talking  about?  I  can't 
do  that.  Hell,  I  won't  do  that!"  She  then  had  an  even  worse 
thought.  "And  don't  you  even  think  of  saying  anything  to  Lyle, 
or  I  swear  to  God,  I  will  NEVER  talk  to  you  again!" 


Eric  had  not  considered  saying  anything  to  Lyle  Watson, 
the  island  wide  NCIS  Resident  Agent  in  Charge,  the  "RAC." 
Eric  would  never  go  behind  Ann's  back  that  way. 

"Ann,  I'm  sorry.  I  am  just  extremely  worried  about  you." 
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Ann  immediately  regretted  her  outburst.  "No  Eric,  it's  my 
fault.  I'm  sorry."  She  smiled  at  him  tiredly.  "Hey,  it's  almost 
lunch,  you  want  to  go  get  a  cheeseburger  at  the  golf  course?" 

She  had  hit  on  Eric's  weakness.  The  Camp  Butler  golf 
course  had  the  best  cheeseburgers  on  the  entire  island. 

"Okay  Ann,  you  have  bought  my  silence,"  he  smiled  back 
at  his  friend.  "Let's  go  get  our  arteries  clogged." 


Kelly  Bressette  stood  in  her  bathroom,  looking  in  the 
mirror.  She  was  in  her  bra  and  green  Marine  Corps  running 
shorts  and  had  been  repeatedly  examining  herself  first  from  the 
front  and  then  the  side.  She  wasn't  happy.  The  hours  Kelly  had 
been  putting  into  the  Schull  case  had  cut  into  her  "PT"  time.  She 
was  starting  to  get  a  little  soft  around  the  middle.  This 
significantly  upset  the  tall,  statuesque  blonde. 


Kelly  checked  her  watch.  She  was  already  late  for  her 
"date"  with  Lori  Hashimoto.  The  two  had  decided  to  get 
together  at  a  place  out  in  town  for  sushi,  Kiren  beer,  and  lots  of 
girl  talk.  Lori  had  been  especially  happy  lately  and  was  very 
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excited  to  share  something  with  her  friend.  Kelly  already  knew 
that  whatever  it  was,  it  had  to  involve  Corporal  Stephens.  Lori 
was  clearly  head  over  heels  in  love  with  the  guy  and  Kelly  could 
not  have  been  happier  for  her. 

It  took  about  ten  minutes  for  Kelly  to  drive  to  her  favorite 
sushi  restaurant  located  just  outside  of  Camp  Lester.  It  was 
one  of  the  thousands  of  "Kuru-Kuru"  Sushi  franchises  located 
throughout  Japan.  Kelly  learned  of  the  place  when  Master 
Sergeant  Pecaro  took  the  central  area  investigators  to  the 
restaurant  for  lunch.  Someone  in  the  group  had  asked  the  Top 
what  "Kuru-Kuru"  meant.  He  pointed  to  the  conveyor  belt  as  it 
wound  its  way  through  the  restaurant  covered  with  small 
plates  of  sushi,  and  explained  that  "Kuru-Kuru"  meant  round 
and  round. 


Kelly  had  just  taken  her  seat  when  she  heard  the  roar  of 
Lori's  Kawasaki  motorcycle  out  in  the  parking  lot.  She  looked 
through  the  plate  glass  window  and  saw  Lori  jump  off  the  bike 
dressed  in  her  brightly  colored  motorcross  racing  jumpsuit 
and  full  helmet,  which  made  her  look  like  one  of  those  Star 
Wars  Storm  Troopers. 
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Lori  pulled  the  helmet  off  and  shook  out  her  long  black 
hair,  which  hung  down  well  past  her  shoulders.  Kelly  observed 
that  Lori's  jumpsuit  was  covered  in  logos  from  just  about  every 
motorcycle  after  market  equipment  manufacturer.  Yep,  Kelly 
commented  to  herself.  That  girl  sure  loves  them  motorcycles. 


Lori  walked  into  the  restaurant  and  looked  around  for  a 
few  seconds  before  she  saw  Kelly.  She  waved  at  her  friend 
and  walked  over  to  the  table.  Lori  set  her  helmet  on  the 
adjacent  chair  and  remained  standing  as  she  inspected  the 
moving  conveyor  belt,  looking  for  her  favorite  raw  fish. 


Within  a  few  moments,  the  sushi  chef  in  his  tall  white  hat, 
walked  over  and  started  talking  to  Lori  in  Japanese,  obviously 
asking  her  what  kind  of  sushi  she  was  looking  for. 

As  Kelly  sat  by  and  tried  not  to  giggle,  Lori  was  forced  to 
explain,  in  very  broken  Japanese,  as  she  had  to  do  so  many 
times  before,  that  although  she  looked  Japanese,  she  was 
actually  American  and  did  not  know  the  language.  The  chef 
was  momentarily  startled  but  then  surprised  both  women  by 
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repeating  his  original  question  in  pretty  fair  English.  He  took 
her  order  and  walked  away  to  prepare  her  sushi. 

Lori  watched  him  as  he  returned  to  his  station  and 
whispered  something  to  the  other  sushi  chef,  who  peeked  past 
his  friend  to  behold  the  interesting  Japanese  woman  who  did 
not  speak  Japanese. 

Kelly  looked  across  the  table  at  her  glowing  friend. 
"Corporal  Hashimoto,  if  I  didn't  know  any  better,  I  would 
believe  that  you  were  in  love." 

"Kelly,  I  can't  believe  it.  My  head  is  swimming  and  I  can't 
concentrate  on  anything.  I  guess  it  must  be  love." 

"Nah,  you  could  be  coming  down  with  the  flu.  I 
understand  it  is  pretty  bad  this  year." 

"Kelly,  I'm  serious." 

"I  know  you  are  Lori  and  I  am  happy  for  you.  Can  I  ask 
you  something?  It  might  be  kind  of  a  downer." 

"Sure,  anything." 

"Have  you  had  the  dream  lately?" 
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Lori  took  her  very  good  friend  by  the  hand  and  looked  her 
in  the  eyes.  "Not  in  months.  I  can't  believe  it." 

"Can  I  ask  you  something  else?" 

"I  told  you,  you  could  ask  me  anything." 

"Have  you  slept  with  him?" 

"Yes." 

Kelly  was  both  surprised  and  relieved.  She  had  seriously 
doubted  that  Lori  would  ever  be  able  to  give  her  body  to  any 
man  after  what  her  father  had  done  to  her. 

"I  have  one  more  question  Lori."  Kelly  felt  a  strong  need 
to  look  out  for  her  friend. 

"Shoot." 

"Are  you  guys  using  protection?" 

"Since  the  very  first  time.  Garrett  loves  kids,  but  we  both 
know  that  we  aren't  going  to  be  ready  for  children  for  a  very 
long  time." 

Kelly  smiled  broadly.  "I  love  this  guy  already." 
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Lori's  eyes  danced.  "Do  you  want  to  know  my  big  news, 
Kelly?" 


"Shit,  what  could  be  bigger  than  you  have  finally  had  sex 
with  a  man,  willingly'?” 

Lori  laid  her  hand  across  the  table. 

"My  God!"  Kelly  grabbed  Lori's  hand  and  inspected  the 
tiny  stone.  "Congratulations  Baby,  I  can't  believe  this!"  She 
looked  at  the  beaming  corporal  across  the  table.  "Lori,  when  do 
you  go  on  duty  next?" 


"Noon  tomorrow,  why?" 

"Because  we  are  hitting  the  town  baby  and  all  the  drinks 
are  on  me!" 

Lori  tried  in  vain  to  argue.  She  really  was  not  much  of  a 
drinker.  Her  Asian  blood  generally  caused  her  skin  to  turn 
bright  red  whenever  she  drank.  Not  very  attractive,  she 
thought. 


Kelly  would  not  take  no  for  an  answer  and  once  they  had 
their  fill  of  sushi,  Lori  followed  Kelly  back  to  the  barracks  where 
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they  each  parked  their  respective  "POV's,"  (Privately  Owned 
Vehicles).  Then  they  shared  a  taxi  out  to  the  small  bar  district 
outside  the  Kitamai  gate  of  Camp  Butler. 


The  narrow  path  along  the  face  of  the  cliff  was  slippery  in 
places  as  Eric  Pecaro  slowly  worked  his  way  along.  Midori  was 
just  ahead  of  the  Marine  and  was  leading  him  along,  her  little 
hand  in  his.  He  looked  down  and  could  see  the  North  China  Sea 
crashing  against  the  rocks  about  thirty  feet  below  them.  It  was 
already  starting  to  get  dark.  The  couple  would  have  to  hurry  to 
get  there  and  back  while  they  could  still  see. 


Midori  was  quite  excited  for  she  had  wanted  to  show  him 
this  place  for  a  very  long  time.  "Eric,  it's  just  a  little  further,  I 
promise." 

Eric  had  his  doubts.  Midori  had  asked  him  over  a  week 
earlier  to  take  her  to  this  place,  but  would  not  tell  him  why.  All 
he  knew  was  that  they  were  hugging  the  side  of  a  mountain, 
thirty  miles  from  anywhere,  at  nightfall,  and  were  making  their 
way  down  a  very  treacherous  path.  One  false  move  and  they 
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would  both  surely  be  going  for  an  unexpected  swim.  All  in  all,  it 
was  developing  into  a  fairly  dangerous  afternoon. 

The  path  descended  gradually  until  they  were  standing 
just  on  the  shore  side  of  a  small  outcropping  of  large  stones 
jutting  forcefully  out  of  the  surf.  The  waves  were  crashing 
gracefully  over  them 


"Look  Eric,"  Midori  pointed  out  into  the  water.  "Over 
there!" 


Eric  peered  through  the  low  fog  and  could  see  a  small 
"island,"  just  barely  a  dry  spot  in  the  surf.  It  was  about  fifty 
yards  out  to  sea.  On  the  island,  there  appeared  a  small 
concrete  building  of  some  kind.  A  mausoleum,  he  thought. 
What  is  a  tomb  doing  out  in  the  water? 


The  stones  formed  a  natural  bridge  to  the  solemn 
structure  and  Eric  watched  as  Midori  jumped  from  stone  to 
stone,  out  into  the  water.  Eric  had  his  doubts,  but  followed  her 
over  each  of  the  slippery  rocks,  until  they  both  arrived  on  the 
tiny  dry  spot,  hidden  from  view  by  the  towering  cliffs  above 
them. 
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The  building  was  in  fact,  a  tomb.  The  rectangular 
concrete  structure  was  built  into  a  natural  rock  formation.  The 
face  of  the  structure  had  several  Japanese  "Konji"  characters 
engraved  into  it.  Obviously,  it  was  a  family  name.  Eric  spoke 
Japanese  but  couldn't  read  it  well.  Nonetheless,  he  guessed  it 
probably  said  "Sasaki,"  Midori's  family  name.  He  was  correct. 


Eric  watched  as  Midori  kneeled  respectfully  in  front  of  a 
small  opening  at  the  foot  of  the  structure.  The  opening  was 
about  twenty-four  inches  high  and  about  eighteen  inches  wide. 
Just  inside  the  opening,  there  was  a  cement  slab,  which  sealed 
the  entrance. 


Midori  clapped  her  hands  twice,  then  held  them  together 
as  if  in  prayer  and  slowly  bowed  her  head.  She  held  this 
position  for  a  few  minutes  before  she  arose.  When  she  finally 
stood,  she  whispered  something  into  the  soft  ocean  breeze  and 
then  walked  over  to  Eric.  She  looked  into  his  eyes  and  smiled 
joyfully. 


"He  likes  you,"  Midori  explained. 
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"Who?"  Eric  was  more  confused  then  ever. 

"My  father,  my  "Otosan,"  she  explained.  "He  likes  you 
very  much.  Do  you  wish  to  talk  with  him?" 

"Midori,  I  don't  know,  this  is  not  really  an  American..." 

Midori  grabbed  her  lover's  hand  and  brought  him  to  the 
opening  of  the  tomb.  She  gently  touched  the  concrete  face. 
"Otosan,  this  is  Eric  and  we  love  each  other  very  much.  He 
would  like  to  talk  to  you." 


Midori  walked  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  small  island 
and  looked  out  onto  the  water.  Eric,  although  flustered,  tried  to 
mimic  Midori's  actions  at  the  tomb.  Midori  peeked  at  him  and 
smiled  reassuringly. 


Eric  stood  silently  for  a  few  moments  and  stared 
uncomfortably  at  the  small  opening.  After  all,  he  thought.  What 
do  you  say  to  a  mausoleum? 

Midori  returned  from  the  water's  edge,  looked  up  into 
Eric's  eyes,  and  kissed  him  softly.  "Thank  you  Eric.  Thank  you 
for  bringing  me  to  see  my  dad." 
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Before  he  could  respond,  Midori  turned  and  started  for  the 
shore.  Eric  followed  her  as  she  again  jumped  from  stone  to 
stone.  By  the  time  they  were  both  firmly  on  dry  land,  the  ocean 
had  already  started  to  reclaim  the  base  of  the  island  and  each  of 
the  stones  they  had  used  to  go  out  to  the  grave. 


Eric  looked  out  into  the  sea  and  realized  that  due  to  the 
tides,  there  was  only  a  very  small  window  in  time  each  day  that 
anyone  could  visit  the  final  resting-place  of  the  Sasaki  family. 

Later  that  night,  after  making  love,  Midori  lay  in  the  dark 
and  whispered,  "You  know  he  really  does  like  you." 

"Who?"  Eric  asked  sleepily. 

"My  dad.  He  told  me  so  today.  He  thinks  you  are  a  most 
honorable  man  Eric.  To  a  Japanese  woman,  to  me,  that  is 
everything." 

Eric  wasn't  so  sure.  As  he  lay  on  his  back  and  watched 
the  clouds  of  the  night  sky  roll  past  his  picture  window,  he 
wondered  just  how  "honorable” a  man  he  was.  After  all,  even 
though  he  loved  Midori  with  every  bit  of  his  soul,  that  in  no  way 
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changed  the  fact  that  he  had  a  faithful  wife  and  a  trusting  child 
waiting  for  him  back  in  the  states. 

So  Eric,  he  admonished  himself.  How  honorable  is  that? 


It  was  well  after  midnight  before  Kelly  Bressette  and  Lori 
Hashimoto  made  their  way  back  to  the  barracks.  Both  were  just 
on  the  cusp  of  being  really  drunk.  They  were  laughing  and 
giggling  as  they  made  their  way  along  the  institutional  gray 
hallway.  They  arrived  at  Lori's  door  first  and  as  Kelly  sang  off 
key,  Lori  fished  the  room  key  from  her  pocket,  and  swung  open 
the  heavy  steel  door.  The  room  was  dark  and  both  women 
started  feeling  the  wall  for  the  switch.  Kelly  found  it  first  and 
turned  on  the  lights. 


There,  passed  out  on  the  linoleum  floor,  was  Corporal 
Shirley  Morris,  Lori's  roommate.  Lori  exclaimed,  "Damn,  this 
time  she  didn't  even  make  it  to  the  carpet.  She  usually  at  least 
makes  it  to  the  carpet." 


The  two  women  stood  above  the  snoring  Morris.  What 
they  saw  and  smelled  immediately  sickened  them  both.  Morris 
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was  lying  with  her  face  in  a  virtual  lake  of  human  vomit.  Her 
clothes  were  saturated  in  it  and  each  time  she  exhaled,  she 
made  small  waves  in  the  wretched  fluid. 

"We  have  to  clean  her  up,"  Kelly  suggested. 

"I  don't  know  Kelly.  Usually,  I  just  make  sure  she  can 
breathe  and  leave  her  until  morning.  She  cleans  herself  up." 

Kelly  considered  it  for  a  moment.  "No  Lori,  I  know  this  is 
really  disgusting,  but  we  have  to  clean  her  up." 

"Oh,  all  right,"  Lori  knew  her  friend  was  right.  'Til  get 
some  towels." 

The  two  women  held  their  breath  against  the  stench  as 
they  lifted  the  unconscious  corporal  off  the  floor  and  dragged 
her  to  her  bunk.  Working  in  concert,  the  friends  removed 
Morris'  filthy  shirt  and  pulled  off  her  tight  jeans.  They  began 
to  wash  the  vomit  off  of  her  body  with  a  warm,  wet  towel. 


Shirley  Morris  began  to  slowly  come  to.  She  opened  her 
eyes,  looked  up  and  saw  the  two  women  over  her.  She  felt 
them  touching  her  and  then  looked  down  to  see  that  except  for 
her  panties,  she  was  completely  naked.  Morris  jumped  off  the 
bed,  then  slipped  and  fell,  her  face  striking  the  bed  frame.  She 
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staggered  back  up  and  while  trying  desperately  to  cover  her 
nakedness  with  her  arms,  screamed,  "GET  AWAY  FROM  ME 
YOU  FUCKING  DYKES!" 

Lori  and  Kelly  looked  at  her  in  disbelief,  then  looked  at 
each  other,  and  then  back  at  the  hysterical  woman  Marine. 

Kelly  tried  to  set  Morris  straight.  "We  were  trying  to  clean 
the  fucking  puke  off  you,  you  stupid  drunk  shit!" 

"Bullshit,  you  fucking  dyke  bitches  fucking  assaulted  me!" 

Morris'  head  was  swimming,  but  she  knew  what  she 
knew.  As  she  continued  to  hurl  insults  at  the  two 
astonished  women,  she  retrieved  clean  clothes  from  her 
closet  and  fell  down  twice  trying  to  put  them  on.  She  then 
pulled  the  room  door  open  and  stormed  out  into  the  hall. 


Kelly  and  Lori  again  looked  at  each  other  for  several 
moments  before  Kelly  finally  broke  the  silence.  "What  planet 
are  we  on?" 

Lori  answered,  "Earth,  why?" 
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"No,"  Kelly  solemnly  corrected  her  friend.  "I  think  we 
just  landed  on  the  planet  'Moron.'  Get  me  some  more  towels 
Lori,  we  need  to  get  this  place  cleaned  up." 

The  two  friends  were  on  their  hands  and  knees,  wiping  up 
the  last  of  the  vomit  from  the  floor,  when  Corporal  Morris 
staggered  back  in  the  room  with  the  Duty  NCO  and  a  very 
nervous  military  policeman. 


Kelly  stood  up  and  addressed  the  antsy  MP.  "What's 
going  on?" 

The  MP  was  a  new  PFC,  right  out  of  school  and  Kelly 
didn't  recognize  him.  She  put  her  hands  on  her  hips  and  asked 
again,  "Can  I  help  you,  Private?" 

"Can  I  see  your  ID  cards  please?"  He  was  noticeably 
perspiring. 

Kelly  looked  over  at  Lori,  who  shrugged  her 
shoulders.  Both  fished  the  armed  forces  identification  cards 
out  of  their  jeans  and  handed  them  to  the  skinny  MP. 
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"Sergeant  Bressette,  Corporal  Hashimoto,  I  have  to  put 
you  both  under  military  apprehension." 

Kelly  Bressette  looked  again  at  her  friend.  The  color  had 
drained  from  Lori's  face.  Kelly  actively  worked  to  suppress  her 
anger  as  she  saw  the  still  drunk  Corporal  Morris  standing  at  the 
door,  weaving  from  side  to  side  and  obviously  gloating.  She 
looked  at  the  MP  and  asked,  "What  the  hell  is  the  charge, 
private?" 


"Indecent  Assault,  Sergeant." 

The  MP  had  removed  his  handcuffs  from  their  carrying 
pouch,  but  he  held  them  uncertainly  and  made  no  move 
towards  either  Bressette  or  Hashimoto.  Kelly  could  see  that  he 
was  obviously  confused  over  whether  or  not  to  restrain  the  two 
women,  so  she  decided  to  make  his  decision  a  little  easier. 


"Private,  if  you  handcuff  either  of  us,  you  are  going  to 
have  to  physically  search  our  bodies  first.  If  you  do  that,  the 
corporal  and  I  are  not  going  to  be  the  only  ones  in  this  room 
charged  with  Indecent  Assault." 
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The  MP  nervously  hung  the  handcuffs  back  on  his  belt 
and  asked,  "Would  you  Marines  please  follow  me?" 

Lori  had  to  brush  past  Morris  in  order  to  get  out  the 
door.  As  she  did,  Morris  whispered,  "Maybe  I'll  fuck  your 
boyfriend  while  your  gone." 

It  took  the  Duty  NCO,  the  MP,  and  Sergeant  Bressette 
working  together  to  pull  Lori  Hashimoto  off  of  her  roommate, 
whom  she  was  quickly  choking  into  unconsciousness. 

As  Kelly  rode  in  the  back  seat  of  the  MP  squad  car  next  to 
her  handcuffed  friend,  she  still  could  not  believe  this  was 
happening.  Less  than  an  hour  earlier,  she  and  Lori  had  been 
celebrating.  Now  they  had  been  apprehended  and  charged  with 
a  major  felony. 


Then  she  realized,  Shit,  CID  School.  Oh  God,  lam  so 
screwed!  They'll  never  send  me  now!  She  buried  her  face  in 
her  hands. 

Lori  had  been  silently  looking  out  the  window  when  she 
heard  Kelly's  muffled  sobs.  She  reached  and  touched  her 
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friend's  arm.  "Kelly,  I'm  sorry.  None  of  this  would  have 
happened  if  it  had  not  been  for  me." 

Kelly  looked  over  and  could  see  the  tears  rolling  down 
Lori's  cheeks,  but  she  was  lost  in  her  own  misery  and  felt 
powerless  to  comfort  her  friend.  She  turned  and  looked  out  her 
window  as  the  patrol  car  was  backed  into  a  slot  behind  PMO. 


The  two  women  were  marched  into  the  receiving  area 
behind  the  Desk  Sergeant,  where  Kelly  was  ordered  to  take  a 
telephone  call  at  the  front  desk.  As  she  was  escorted  to  the 
phone,  Lori  was  placed  into  a  detention  cell,  now  charged 
with  simple  assault  and  resisting  apprehension,  as  well  as  the 
original  sex  crime. 


Kelly  picked  up  the  receiver  and  asked  faintly,  "Who  is 
this?" 


"Kelly,  listen  to  me  very  carefully."  It  was  Master 
Sergeant  Pecaro.  Kelly  instantly  felt  better. 

"Yes,  Top?"  She  was  trying  hard  to  maintain  her 
composure. 
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"Kelly,  don't  waive  your  rights  and  don't  say  anything 
until  I  get  down  there.  Do  you  understand?" 

"Yes  Top,"  she  replied.  "And  Top?" 

"Yes  Kelly,  what  is  it?"  Eric  could  hear  her  trying  valiantly 
to  hold  back  the  tears. 

"I'm  really  sorry." 


"What's  wrong  Eric?"  Midori  had  been  awoken  a  few 
minutes  earlier  by  the  first  telephone  call  from  Gunny  Quinn, 
the  CID  duty  investigator.  She  sensed  that  whatever  this  was, 
it  was  bad. 


"Baby,  something  is  going  on  with  Sergeant  Bressette,  I'm 
not  sure  myself  yet." 

"Is  she  hurt?"  Midori  really  liked  Kelly-san  and  Eric's 
ominous  tone  was  starting  to  worry  her. 

"No  Baby,  she's  not  hurt,  just  in  some  trouble.  I've  got  to 
go  help  her." 
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Eric  turned  around  so  that  he  could  look  down  into 
Midori's  eyes.  He  gently  touched  her  face.  "Will  you  be  here 
when  I  get  back?" 

She  looked  up  at  him.  The  love  that  welled  up  inside  of 
her  almost  stopped  Midori  from  saying  what  she  knew  she  had 
to  say.  She  watched  her  reflection  in  his  deep  blue  eyes.  "I 
don't  know  Eric,  I  don't  think  so."  She  reached  up  from  the  bed 
and  gently  stroked  the  fine  hairs  on  his  chest.  "I'm  sorry." 


As  much  as  he  hated  to  leave  her,  Eric  got  out  of  bed, 
showered,  and  dressed.  Before  he  left,  he  walked  over  and 
stood  behind  Midori,  who  was  in  her  robe  and  looking  out  of 
the  window  at  the  same  clouds  Eric  had  watched  earlier.  He 
rested  his  hands  on  her  small  shoulders.  "Midori,  I  just  want 
you  to  know..." 


Midori  turned  and  placed  her  finger  to  his  lips.  With  her 
other  hand,  she  brought  his  face  down  to  hers  and  kissed  him 
deeply.  "Go  now,  my  love."  she  smiled,  "You  will  have  me 
again."  She  then  turned  back  around  and  silently  watched  the 
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lights  of  the  city  reflect  in  the  Pacific  Ocean  just  beyond 
the  window.  Eric  left,  closing  the  door  quietly  behind. 


The  CID  office  was  buzzing  with  activity  when  Eric  Pecaro 
walked  in  the  door.  That  was  one  of  the  things  that  Eric  always 
loved  about  police  work.  No  matter  what  time  of  the  night, 
things  were  always  happening  at  the  office.  Nevertheless,  on 
this  particular  evening,  he  would  have  been  just  as  happy  not  to 
be  there. 


Ted  Quinn  met  him  at  the  door  of  the  waiting  area  and 
followed  him  into  his  personal  office.  Eric  sat  down  behind  his 
desk  and  asked  the  first  important  question. 

"What  does  the  Colonel  know?" 

"Nothing  yet,  Top." 

"Damn,  you're  finally  learning  something.  Okay,  tell  me 
what  we  know  so  far." 

"Well,  as  I  see  it  Top,  the  whole  thing  is  pretty  simple. 
The  victim  was  out  drinking  a  good  part  of  the  night  and  went 
back  to  her  barracks  room  so  intoxicated  that  she  did  not  even 
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bother  to  take  her  clothes  off.  Next  thing  she  knows,  she 
wakes  up  to  discover  that  she  had  been  undressed  and  there 
were  two  lesbian  perpetrators  fondling  her  breasts.  Seems  like 
a  pretty  open  and  shut  case  to  me." 

"Ted,  you  forget  that  one  of  those  "lesbians"  is  Sergeant 
Bressette.  Look,  I  don't  claim  to  know  every  intimate  detail  of 
my  Marine's  personal  lives,  but  I  do  not  believe  that  Kelly  is  a 
homosexual  and  even  if  she  was,  I  surely  do  not  believe  that 
she  would  sexually  assault  anyone." 


Quinn  tried  to  hide  his  knowing  smile  from  his 
chief  investigator.  It  came  out  before  he  could  stop 
himself.  "I  always  thought  she  was  a  'dyke.'" 

Pecaro's  eyes  narrowed.  "Why  the  hell  do  you  say  that?" 

Quinn  silently  admonished  himself  and  sidestepped  the 
question.  "Top,  the  fact  is  that  Sergeant  Bressette  and 
Corporal  Hashimoto,  who  by  the  way,  everyone  knows  is  gay, 
sexually  assaulted  another  female  Marine  tonight  and  you  know 
that  we  have  to  open  a  case." 
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Eric  slowly  rubbed  his  eyes.  He's  right,  then  realized, 
"Shit,  even  if  none  of  this  is  true,  it  still  has  got  to  put  off 
Kelly's  CID  School  assignment  indefinitely." 

Gunny  Quinn  worked  hard  to  keep  a  straight  face.  Inside, 
he  was  quite  tickled.  Pecaro  was  going  to  be  forced  to  relieve 
one  of  his  favorite  Marines,  he  would  no  doubt  have  to  deal 
with  a  less  than  happy  colonel,  and  Quinn  would  finally  be  able 
to  get  rid  of  Kelly  Bressette  forever.  Seeing  her  face  everyday 
reminded  Ted  Quinn  of  the  damage  she  could  do  to  him. 


Quinn  also  reminded  himself  that  fornication  between 
persons  of  the  same  sex  was  among  the  very  worst  of  sins,  an 
aberration  of  the  love  that  God  meant  for  a  man  and  a  woman 
to  share,  and  a  figurative  slap  in  God's  face.  The  military  was  in 
Quinn's  opinion,  far  too  infiltrated  by  these  sick  ungodly 
sodomites  and  this  asinine  "Don't  ask,  don't  tell"  policy  did 
nothing  for  the  military  but  lead  to  incidents  like  this  one. 
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Eric  needed  to  get  Kelly's  side  of  this  unbelievable 
situation.  "Ted,  I  understand  that  Hashimoto  is  in  the  "D"  Cell, 
but  where  is  Sergeant  Bressette?" 

"I  have  her  cooling  her  heels  in  one  of  the  interview 
rooms." 


"And  our  'victim,'  Corporal  Morris?" 

"She  is  filling  out  a  sworn  statement  with  one  of  the  MPs 
downstairs." 

"And  you  say  that  Hashimoto  physically  assaulted  her 
as  well?" 

"That's  right,  Top." 

"I  don't  know  Ted.  I  don't  know  the  Marine  real  well,  but 
that  just  doesn't  sound  like  Corporal  Hashimoto." 

"You  are  wrong  on  that  Top.  You  know,  she  pushed  me 
at  the  Schull  crime  scene."  Quinn  started  to  get  physically  ill 
every  time  he  thought  of  what  he  had  left  in  that  house. 

"Ted,  if  I  remember  correctly,  you  were  trying  to  get  into 
a  secured  area." 
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"Top  Pecaro,  the  bottom  line  is  that  these  lesbians  are 
brutal.  You  know  how  vicious  they  get  when  they  are  jealous  of 
each  other?  I  think  you  have  heard  what  they  do  to  innocent 
straight  girls  in  prison.  Top,  they  knock  them  down  and  do 
exactly  as  these  two  dykes  did  to  Corporal  Morris.  Sometimes 
they  even  do  worse  things.  I  believe  that  Morris  was  lucky  she 
woke  up  when  she  did." 


Eric  was  sure  this  was  all  wrong.  Still,  he  knew  what  he 
had  to  do.  He  looked  across  the  desk  at  Gunny  Quinn,  Is  he 
gloating?  Eric  dismissed  the  observation.  They  had  work  to 
do. 


"Ted,  call  the  NCIS  duty  agent.  Tell  him  what  we  have 
and  ask  him  to  look  into  this  for  us.  We  need  an  impartial  third 
party  to  work  this  case.  In  the  meantime,  I  will  brief  the  colonel 
on  what  we  have  so  far."  As  Quinn  turned  to  leave  the  office, 
Eric  stopped  him.  "Ted,  please  send  Sergeant  Bressette  in,  I 
guess  I  have  to  relieve  her  of  duties." 
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Within  minutes,  the  chief  investigator  was  looking  up 
from  behind  his  desk  at  the  Marine  standing  at  the  position  of 
attention. 

"Sergeant  Bressette  reporting  as  ordered,  Master 
Sergeant!" 

Eric  intrinsically  realized  that  Kelly  Bressette  was  very 
close  to  losing  it.  He  looked  at  her  hands  and  as  he  expected, 
they  were  shaking.  He  got  up,  walked  around  the  front  of  his 
desk,  and  sat  on  the  edge.  He  was  very  close,  not  more  than 
eighteen  inches  from  her.  He  looked  in  her  eyes  and  saw  that 
they  were  swimming  in  unreleased  tears.  Her  lower  lip  was 
quivering. 


"Kelly,"  the  chief  investigator  began  softly,  "I  can't  counsel 
you  about  what  to  do,  because  I  am  not  allowed  to  interfere  with 
this  investigation,  but  I  want  you  to  know  that  in  order  to  be  fair 
to  you  and  everybody  else  involved,  I  have  asked  NCIS  to  take 
over  the  case." 
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Kelly  Bressette  looked  as  if  she  had  just  been  hit  in  the 
belly  with  a  lead  pipe.  She  doubled  nearly  completely  over  and 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  Eric  took  her  hand  and  led 
her  to  the  chair  in  the  corner  of  his  office.  He  sat  her  down  and 
pulled  up  a  smaller  chair. 


Her  eyes  reddened  burned  into  his.  "What's  going  to 
happen  to  me  Top?" 

"Kelly,  I  have  to  relieve  you  of  duties  tonight.  You  are 
going  to  be  questioned  by  one  of  the  guys  from  NCIS.  That  will 
probably  happen  in  the  morning." 

"But  what  about  CID  School?" 

"Kelly,  I  am  going  to  have  to  notify  Headquarters,  Marine 
Corps.  They  will  probably  put  your  orders  on  hold  until  the 
outcome  of  the  investigation." 

"But  I  didn't  DO  anything!"  Tears  were  now  streaming, 
tears  of  anger,  frustration,  the  kind  of  frustration  that  comes 
from  being  wrongfully  attacked  and  not  being  able  to  defend 
yourself. 
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Eric  Pecaro  winced  as  if  he  were  personally  experiencing 
her  anguish.  "Kelly,"  he  began,  "Please  tell  that  to  the  agent 
who  talks  to  you,  but  remember  one  important  thing." 

"What's  that,  Top?" 

"He  is  going  to  read  your  Miranda  rights  to  you  and  you 
already  well  know  what  your  rights  are.  Kelly,  if  you  did 
anything  that  can  even  be  remotely  misconstrued  as  wrong, 
then  my  advice  is  to  talk  to  a  lawyer  before  you  answer  any  of 
his  questions.  Right  now  I  want  you  to  stay  in  my  office  while 
I  check  into  some  things.  Do  you  understand?" 


She  nodded  slowly. 

Eric  turned  to  walk  out  of  his  office,  then  stopped  at  the 
door  and  looked  back  at  the  sergeant  who  was  clearly  still  in 
shock. 

"Kelly?" 

"Yes,  Top?" 

"I  believe  you." 
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Quinn  was  waiting  for  Pecaro  in  the  bullpen.  "Top,  I  just 
spoke  with  Mr.  Watson  from  NCIS.  He  says  that  they  will 
assume  jurisdiction  into  the  complaint  and  because  of  the 
nature  of  the  case,  he  is  going  to  assign  a  female  agent  to 
follow  up  in  the  morning." 


Eric  knew  that  Ann  Rees  was  the  only  female  agent 
currently  on  the  island  and  this  made  him  angry.  "Shit,  Ann 
Rees  doesn't  need  this  Sag  of  worms!'  He  grumbled,  "She's 
already  working  herself  into  the  ground  on  the  Schull 
investigation." 


Quinn  smiled  to  himself.  The  lead  agent  on  the  Schull 
investigation  being  distracted  as  the  result  of  this  most 
righteous  complaint  had  been  another  unexpected  surprise  for 
Theodore  Quinn.  This  was  turning  out  to  be  a  most  blessed 
night.  He  decided  to  be  as  helpful  as  possible.  "Top,  you  want 
me  to  photograph  and  fingerprint  the  suspects?" 


Kelly  Bressette  wanted  to  reel  back  every  time  he 
grabbed  her  hand.  Getting  her  fingerprints  taken  by  Theodore 
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Quinn  was  almost  as  distasteful  as  being  put  in  the  back  of 
that  patrol  car  in  front  of  the  entire  MP  barracks. 

Kelly  hated  Quinn.  She  hated  his  looks,  she  hated  his 
smell,  and  she  hated  his  patronizing  hypocrisy.  As  far  as  she 
was  concerned,  Theodore  Quinn  was  the  biggest  phony  she 
had  ever  met.  He  used  people  and  their  problems  to  get  what 
he  wanted.  He  capitalized  on  their  trust  and  then  screwed 
them.  Nobody  alive  knew  this  better  then  she  did. 


Then  it  was  over.  The  chief  investigator  had  pulled  some 
strings  with  the  Battalion  Commander  and  managed  to  get  Kelly 
Bressette  released  on  her  own  recognizance.  She  was  told  that 
she  could  go,  but  that  she  would  be  required  to  report  to  the 
NCIS  office  at  0730  the  next  morning.  Deeply  concerned  for  her 
friend,  Kelly  asked  the  desk  sergeant  when  Corporal  Hashimoto 
would  be  allowed  to  leave. 


"It's  going  to  be  a  couple  more  hours,  Sergeant.  You 
know  that  regulations  require  her  to  be  released  to  the  Staff 
Duty  Officer." 
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"No  problem,  I'll  wait,"  Kelly  replied. 

"Sergeant,  maybe  you  did  not  hear  me.  I  said  that  it  could 
be  a  couple  hours. " 

"I'll  wait."  she  sat  on  the  hard  narrow  bench  in  front  of 
the  desk  sergeant  and  waited  for  her  friend. 

Lori  Hashimoto  was  released  just  after  0300.  The  SDO 
had  agreed  to  let  Kelly  escort  her  back  to  the  barracks.  The 
SDO  also  decided  that  for  the  safety  of  all  concerned,  Corporal 
Hashimoto  would  be  put  in  a  spare  barracks  room  and 
watched. 


Kelly  stood  there  as  the  Desk  Sergeant  opened  the 
detention  cell.  Kelly  looked  inside  and  her  heart  broke.  Lori 
was  sitting  balled  up  on  the  concrete  floor,  her  arms  tightly 
hugging  her  legs. 


"Corporal  Hashimoto,  you  can  go  now,"  the  desk  sergeant 
announced. 

Lori  didn't  move. 
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"Hashimoto,"  he  repeated  the  order.  "Sergeant  Bressette 
here  is  going  to  take  you  back  to  the  barracks." 

Lori  neither  moved  nor  spoke. 

Several  tense  moments  passed;  Kelly  entered  the  cell, 
and  hesitantly  approached  her  friend.  She  reached  down  and 
took  Lori's  hand.  They  stayed  transfixed  in  that  position,  Kelly 
standing,  Lori  sitting,  their  hands  joined,  for  several  more 
anxious  minutes.  Finally,  the  catatonic  Lori  stood  up  and 
shuffled  from  the  cell.  She  talked  to  no  one  and  she 
acknowledged  no  one's  presence,  not  even  Kelly's. 


Back  at  the  barracks,  Lori  was  placed  in  an  empty 
barracks  room  and  handed  linen  to  put  on  the  stained  mattress. 
She  chose  not  to  make  the  bed.  Instead,  she  curled  up  in  the 
fetal  position  on  the  bare  mattress,  and  still  dressed  in  her 
street  clothes,  fell  into  a  troubled  sleep. 


Kelly  sat  up  on  an  empty  rack  across  the  room  and 
watched  her  friend.  Kelly  was  afraid.  She  was  afraid  of  the 
future,  which  just  a  few  hours  earlier  had  looked  so  bright.  She 
was  afraid  of  the  military  criminal  justice  system,  which  just  a 
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few  hours  earlier  had  been  her  whole  professional  life,  and  she 
was  afraid  for  her  friend,  who  just  a  few  hours  earlier  had  hope, 
and  love,  and  sanity. 


"No  daddy,  please  NO!" 

Kelly  awoke  to  the  sounds  of  Lori  thrashing  wildly  on 
her  bare  mattress  and  crying  out  in  her  sleep. 

Lori's  eyes  popped  open;  she  immediately  got  up  on  her 
hands  and  knees  in  the  bed,  and  threw  up  the  entire  contents  of 
her  stomach.  Lori  slowly  turned  her  head  to  look  at  her  friend. 
She  was  still  on  all  fours,  the  saliva  draining  from  her  mouth,  as 
if  she  was  a  participant  in  some  twisted  psychological 
experiment.  She  wore  the  look  of  a  caged  animal. 


Kelly  asked  gently,  "He  just  came  in  your  mouth, 
didn't  he?" 

Lori  sat  down  in  her  vomit  and  slowly  nodded  her  head. 
She  then  covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and  started  sobbing 
loudly,  her  wails  filled  the  room  and  Kelly  was  sure  that  she 
could  be  heard  down  the  hall. 
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Kelly  walked  over  to  Lori's  bed,  took  her  by  the  hand  and 
led  her  to  her  own  bunk.  She  then  wrapped  her  friend  in  a 
sheet  and  put  her  arms  around  her.  She  held  Lori  very  tightly 
and  stayed  like  that  until  the  orange  light  of  dawn  began  to 
stream  through  the  barracks  window. 


Kelly  gently  nudged  her  friend  who  had  finally  fallen 
asleep  in  her  arms.  "Lori,  you  have  to  wake  up.  You've  got  to 
go  see  the  major  this  morning."  Kelly  watched  closely  as  Lori 
slowly  opened  her  tear-encrusted  eyes.  "Lori,  are  you  all 
right?  You  scared  the  shit  out  of  me  last  night." 


"I  know  Kelly,  I'm  sorry."  She  stared  at  the  wall  on  the 
other  side  of  the  room.  "I'm  sorry  for  what  I  did." 

Kelly  hugged  Lori  tightly.  "Lori,  listen  to  me.  You  are  not 
responsible  for  any  of  this.  That  psycho-bitch  roommate  of 
yours  is.  Everything  is  going  to  be  all  right,  I  promise  you. 

Just  please  don't  go  zombie  on  me  again,  okay?" 
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Lori  Hashimoto  quietly  nodded  her  head  and  then  looked 
down  at  her  clothes.  "I  guess  I  must  not  smell  very  good  right 
now." 


"You  look  like  shit  too,  now  go  get  a  shower."  Kelly 
looked  at  her  watch.  "You  have  to  be  in  the  major's  office  in  an 
hour." 


"Kelly,  can  I  ask  you  something?" 

"Sure,  Lori." 

Hashimoto  looked  at  her  friend,  her  eyes  filled  with 
defeat.  "If  they  throw  me  out  of  the  Marine  Corps,  can  you  help 
me  find  a  place  to  live?  You  see,  my  mom  is  going  to  want  me 
to  go  home  and  if  I  do,  then  my  dad..."  her  voice  cracked,  "I 
don't  think  I  could  do  that  anymore." 


Kelly  exploded,  not  against  her  friend  but  for  her.  She  had 
never  felt  so  utterly  frustrated  in  all  her  life.  "Lori,  first  of  all, 
you  are  almost  twenty-one  years  old!  You  don't  have  to  do 
anything  you  don't  want  to  do.  Next,  what  that  bastard  has  done 
to  you  is  a  felony  and  he  should  be  in  PRISON  for  it! 
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Lastly,  you  have  a  fiance,  or  did  you  forget?  You  a  getting 
married,  for  God's  sake!" 

"Kelly,"  Lori  whispered.  "You  know  that  Garrett  is  not 
going  to  want  me  anymore  after  this." 

"Bullshit,  Lori!  He  loves  you."  Kelly  took  her  friend  by  the 
hand.  "Lori,  you  are  not  getting  kicked  out  over  this  crap  and 
you  are  not  losing  Garrett.  He  loves  you.  Now,  PLEASE,  it's 
getting  late.  I'll  help  you  get  cleaned  up  so  you  can  go  see  the 
major." 


Major  Sally  Mathis  was  dressed  in  her  Summer  Service 
"C"  uniform,  which  consisted  of  a  dark  olive  green  skirt,  cut 
conservatively  to  just  above  the  knee,  and  a  khaki  shirt  to 
which  there  were  several  rows  of  ribbons  attached  above  the 
left  breast.  She  had  "relaxed"  her  long  black  hair  and  tied  it  in  a 
tight  regulation  bun  behind  her  head.  This  was  her  business 
suit,  the  uniform  she  always  wore  whenever  she  was  required 
to  take  unpleasant  action  against  a  young  Marine  standing 
before  her.  This  time  the  Marine  standing  across  her  desk  was 
Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto. 
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Lori  Hashimoto  had  always  been  one  of  Sally's  favorite 
Marines.  It  was  obvious  that  she  loved  her  job  and  took  it  very 
seriously.  As  far  as  Sally  was  concerned,  Corporal  Hashimoto 
had  always  been  mature,  responsible,  levelheaded,  and  very 
professional,  especially  considering  her  age  and  experience. 
In  fact,  Hashimoto  had  been  on  the  fast  track  to  sergeant. 

Now,  as  Sally  looked  across  the  desk  at  the  terrified  young 
woman,  all  she  could  think  was,  What  the  hell  went  wrong? 


"Corporal  Hashimoto,"  Major  Mathis  projected  her  most 
authoritarian  stare  at  the  young  woman  Marine  in  her  starched 
camouflaged  utilities  and  spit  shined  boots.  "I  have  been  a  cop 
and  a  Marine  officer  for  fourteen  years  and  never  once  have 
any  of  my  Marines  ever  been  charged  with  anything  like  this.  I 
just  don't  know  what  to  say  to  you." 


"But,  Major  Mathis." 

"No  tuts,'  I'm  sorry,  I  have  to  relieve  you  of  duties  until 
the  outcome  of  the  investigation.  You  will  be  assigned  to  PMO 
supply  until  all  this  has  been  looked  into." 

"I'm  not  a  lesbian." 
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"Corporal,  I'm  not  at  liberty  to  discuss..." 

"I  am  not  a  LESBIAN!" 

The  usually  shy  Hashimoto  had  raised  her  voice  to  an 
officer.  Her  hands  were  clenched  tightly  around  her  highly 
starched  Marine  Corps  cap,  her  "cover."  Major  Mathis  could 
see  by  the  contorted  expression  on  her  face,  that  the  young 
woman's  heart  was  breaking.  She  knew  what  to  do  as  a 
Marine  officer,  but  as  a  woman  she  was  suddenly  unsure. 


"Major  Mathis,  PLEASE!"  Hashimoto  was  so  frustrated 
she  had  unknowingly  crushed  her  cover  in  her  anxious 
hands.  "Ma'am,  Sergeant  Bressette  and  I  were  helping 
Morris.  She  was  drunk  and  she  threw  up,  and  I  was  cleaning 
her,  and..."  The  tears  rolled  freely  down  the  face  of  the 
petrified  corporal.  "And  I  never,  I  wouldn't.  Ma'am,  I  swear  to 
God!  I  am  NOT  a  lesbian!" 


Sally  had  not  planned  for  this  to  be  an  interrogation.  That 
was  the  investigator's  job.  She  hadn't  even  read  the  girl  her 
rights.  Yet  clearly,  Hashimoto  needed  to  talk  to  someone 
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before  she  had  some  kind  of  a  breakdown.  Sally  decided  to 
bend  the  rules,  a  little. 

"Corporal  Hashimoto,  you  also  physically  assaulted  her. 
You  choked  her  in  front  of  three  other  Marines." 

Lori  Hashimoto  dropped  her  head  and  whispered 
something  undecipherable. 

"I'm  sorry  Corporal,  I  didn't  hear  you." 

Hashimoto  locked  her  tear  filled  eyes  onto  the  major's. 
"She  told  me  that  she  was  going  fuck  my  boyfriend." 

"Excuse  me,  Corporal?" 

"Ma'am,  she  implied  that  while  I  was  in  the  brig,  she  was 
going  to  have  sex  with  my  boyfriend.  I'm  sorry  Ma'am;  I  lost  it. 
I  just  couldn't  handle  the  thought  of  her  with  him." 

"And  who  is  your  boyfriend,  Corporal  Hashimoto?" 

Lori  hesitated  for  a  moment.  She  knew  it  was  stupid,  but 
she  had  hoped  that  Garrett  wouldn't  have  to  get  involved. 
Nonetheless,  she  knew  she  had  to  tell.  "Corporal  Stephens 
from  Camp  Hansen  PMO,  Ma'am." 
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Sally  knew  that  her  next  question  was  out  of  line  and 
against  every  regulation  in  the  book,  but  she  had  to  ask.  She 
softened  her  tone  a  little  more.  "Are  you  and  Corporal 
Stephens  having  sex?" 


Lori  Hashimoto's  face  flushed  deeply  and  with 
obvious  embarrassment,  she  closed  her  eyes  and  nodded 
her  head.  "Yes  Ma'am,"  she  whispered. 

At  that  moment,  Corporal  Hashimoto  looked  like  a 
sixteen-year-old  who  had  just  got  caught  necking  with  her  date 
on  the  front  porch  swing.  Sally  dismissed  the  young  woman 
and  even  before  her  office  door  had  closed  completely,  she 
was  on  the  phone  to  NCIS. 


"This  is  Major  Mathis  from  PMO.  I  would  like  to  talk  to 
Special  Agent  Rees." 

"I'm  sorry  ma'am,"  replied  the  receptionist.  "Agent  Rees 
is  in  an  interview  right  now." 

Damn,  Sally  thought.  Ann  is  probably  interrogating 
Sergeant  Bressette.  She  spoke  deliberately  into  the  black 
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military  phone.  "Miss,  please  deliver  a  message  to  Agent  Rees 
to  call  Major  Mathis  at  PMO  as  soon  as  possible.  Tell  her  that  it 
is  urgent!" 

Sally  hung  up  the  telephone,  sat  back  in  her  chair  and 
stared  up  at  the  ceiling  for  a  minute.  She  thought  carefully 
about  everything  the  young  corporal  had  told  her  and  then 
quietly  uttered  a  personal  observation  to  the  walls  of  her  empty 
office. 


"That  girl  is  definitely  not  gay." 


Eric  rolled  over  in  bed,  grabbed  the  receiver  of  the  ringing 
telephone,  and  put  it  to  his  ear.  "Master  Sergeant  Pecaro." 

"Top-san,  you  come  to  work  today?" 

"Shit!  What  time  is  it  Toshi?" 

"Seven-thirty  on  the  clock.  I  come  to  work  early  today. 
Good  thing,  Colonel-san  looking  for  you." 

"Damn,  okay  Toshi,  can  you  please  patch  me  through  to 
the  colonel?" 

"You  sure  Top-san?  I  think  he  pissy." 
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"That's  pissed,  oh  never  mind,  just  patch  me  through." 

"PMO,  Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski's  office." 

"Hey  Midori,  is  the  colonel  there?" 

"Eric,  are  you  still  home?  Are  you  all  right?" 

"Yes  Midori,  I  overslept.  Damn,  I  can't  believe  I  did  that. 
Can  you  patch  me  through  to  the  colonel?" 

"Sure,  I'll  put  him  through,  and  Eric?" 

"Yes?" 

"I  love  you." 

Eric  was  just  getting  ready  to  respond  in  kind,  when  he 
heard  the  phone  click  and  the  provost  marshal  pick  up  the 
receiver. 

"Hey  Top,  missed  you  at  the  morning  meeting." 

"Sir,  I'm  really  sorry.  I  overslept." 

"No  problem,  just  a  normal  morning,  that  is  except  for  the 
fact  that  two  of  my  female  Marines  are  under  investigation  for 
the  sexual  assault  of  another  one  of  my  female  Marines.  Yep,  no 
problem,  just  an  average  day  around  here.  Good  thing  that 
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your  gunny  came  to  work  this  morning.  At  least  someone  is 
running  your  shop." 

"Sir,  I'm  on  my  way." 

"Good,  I  will  require  a  complete  update  by  0930,  and 
Top?" 


"Yes  sir?" 

"Buy  a  fucking  alarm  clock." 

Eric  was  in  and  out  of  the  shower  in  the  fastest  time  since 
basic  training.  He  started  to  go  into  the  closet  to  grab  a  suit, 
when  something  on  the  sofa  caught  his  eye.  There,  lovingly  laid 
out,  was  a  freshly  pressed  suit,  shirt,  and  matching  tie. 


God,  I  just  can't  believe  her,  he  thought,  as  he  quickly  got 
dressed.  Within  twenty  minutes,  he  was  walking  into  the  CID 
office.  Toshiko  met  him  at  the  door. 

"Top-san,  Mathis-san  in  your  office.  You  can  still  leave 
while  you  have  chance.  I  tell  her  you,  'TAD."' 

"Toshi,  thanks,  but  I  believe  she  would  know  whether  or 
not  I  was  on  a  business  trip.  I'll  be  in  my  office  with  the  major, 
in  case  anybody  calls." 
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"Okay,  Top-san." 

Eric  had  another  thought.  "Hey  Toshi,  if  Ann  Rees  from 
NCIS  calls,  please  put  her  through  to  my  office." 

"Okay  Top-san,  and..."  Toshi  looked  at  her  boss.  She 
was  troubled. 

"What  is  it  Toshiko?" 

"I  hope  that  Kelly-san  is  okay." 

"Me  too,  Toshi,  me  too."  News  travels  fast,  he  thought  as 
the  master  sergeant  made  his  way  back  to  his  office. 

Sally  Mathis  was  sitting  behind  Eric's  desk  reading  the 
"Observer,"  the  Camp  Butler  newspaper  as  Eric  walked  in. 
"Hey  Top,"  she  tossed  the  paper  at  him.  "You  know  they  have 
haircut  coupons  in  this  issue?" 


"Major,"  Eric  smiled  at  his  friend.  "Somehow,  I  don't  think 
you  came  in  here  to  counsel  me  on  my  grooming."  Now  can  I 
have  my  chair? 


"Correct,  but  you  do  need  a  God  damned  haircut!"  She 
returned  his  smile,  clearly  having  no  intention  of  giving  up  Eric's 
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executive  swivel  chair.  She  pointed  to  a  gray  metal  chair  on  the 
other  side  of  his  office.  "Have  a  seat,  Top." 

"Okay  Major  Mathis,  I'll  play,  but  this  had  better  be 
interesting  as  hell."  Eric  closed  the  door  and  sat  down. 

"Eric,  I  had  a  talk  with  Corporal  Hashimoto  this  morning." 

Eric's  eyes  narrowed  a  little.  Sally  knew  better  than  to 
discuss  an  investigation  with  a  suspect.  "I'm  listening." 

Sally  Mathis  informed  the  chief  investigator  of  the  details 
of  her  conversation  with  Corporal  Hashimoto.  Eric  waited  for 
her  to  finish  and  then  stated  the  obvious.  "You  know  Sally, 
even  if  Lori  Hashimoto  is  sleeping  with  some  guy,  that  doesn't 
mean  she  couldn't  have  sexually  assaulted  this  other  girl." 


Sally  looked  at  her  friend  incredulously.  "Eric,  do  you 
truly  believe  that  she  molested  that  wino  nut  case?" 

"No  Sally,  I  really  don't.  To  tell  the  truth,  something  about 
this  whole  situation  really  stinks." 

"I  agree."  She  stood  up  to  leave  just  as  the  intercom 
buzzed  Toshiko's  voice  came  across  on  the  speaker. 
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"Top-san,  telephone  call  from  NCIS." 

Eric  looked  at  Sally,  who  immediately  sat  back  down.  He 
walked  over  to  the  desk  and  pushed  the  hands-free  mode  on 
the  desk  phone.  "Master  Sergeant  Pecaro." 

"Eric,  it's  Ann." 

"Yeah  Ann,  I  got  Sally  here.  She  tells  me  she  has  been 
trying  to  reach  you." 

"Hi  guys,  I  just  called  to  let  you  know  I've  interviewed 
Kelly  Bressette." 

"What  did  she  say?"  The  chief  investigator  was  obviously 
interested. 

"Can  you  both  come  down  here  to  my  office?  I 
understand  that  Hashimoto  belongs  to  Sally  and  it  might  be 
better  to  brief  both  of  you  in  person." 

Eric  and  Sally  exchanged  a  look  before  Eric  answered. 
"Okay  Ann,  we  are  on  our  way." 
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The  Camp  Butler  NCIS  office  was  located  in  a  two  story 
converted  barracks  that  coincidentally  happened  to  be  across 
the  street  from  the  barracks  where  Eric  lived.  More  than  once, 
Eric  and  Midori  had  to  be  careful  to  ensure  that  none  of  the 
Marine  agents  assigned  to  NCIS  had  observed  them  together. 


Eric  parked  the  CID  sedan  in  one  of  the  NCIS  reserved 
spots  directly  in  front  of  the  building.  He  and  Sally  walked 
around  the  side  of  the  structure  to  the  main  entrance.  He 
pushed  the  buzzer  on  the  front  door.  The  receptionist 
recognized  him  and  pushed  a  button,  releasing  the  electronic 
lock.  Ann  was  waiting  for  them  just  inside  the  door  and  led 
them  to  her  private  office. 


Ann  listened  intently  to  her  roommate,  then  summed  up 
what  they  all  knew.  "All  right,  let's  look  at  the  parts  of  the 
stories  that  match.  We've  got  two  female  Marines  walking  into 
the  room  and  finding  the  third  female  drunk  and  covered  in 
vomit.  We  have  already  cooborated  this  part  by  recovering  the 
victim's  dirty  clothes.  We  then  have  the  two  women  stripping 
the  third  down  to  just  her  panties  and  by  everyone's  story  the 
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two  suspects  have  their  hands  on  the  body  of  the  third,  at 
least  to  some  degree  in  the  area  of  the  breasts.  Is  this 
accurate?"  Eric  and  Sally  agreed  to  the  apparent  common 
threads  through  all  the  statements. 

"This  is  where  the  stories  start  to  diverge,"  Ann 
continued.  "The  suspects  claim  to  have  been  cleaning  the 
victim.  She  claims  they  were  fondling  her.  Then  according  to 
everyone,  the  victim  freaks  out,  throws  some  clothes  on,  and 
calls  the  military  police.  They  arrive  and  as  they  are  leading  the 
suspects  out  of  the  room,  one  of  them,  Hashimoto,  jumps  the 
victim  and  apparently  tries  to  choke  the  life  out  her." 


Sally  interrupted,  "After  our  alleged  victim  informs 
Hashimoto  of  her  plans  to  screw  Hashimoto's  boyfriend 
while  she  is  in  the  brig." 

"That's  provocation  Sally,  not  a  legal  defense.  Besides,  I 
have  asked  Morris  about  that  and  she  denies  saying 
anything."  Ann  really  hated  to  have  to  say  that. 

"So  where  do  we  go  now?"  Sally  articulated  the 
frustration  of  all. 
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Eric  had  an  idea.  "How  about  polygraph?" 

Ann  agreed.  "I  was  thinking  the  same  thing." 

Sally  didn't  see  the  point.  "I  didn't  think  those  things  were 
allowed  in  court." 

Eric  explained.  "Sally,  at  this  point,  court  is  not  yet  the 
issue.  We  have  two  sides  of  a  story.  In  the  more  typical  male 
on  female  rape  complaints,  we  call  these  things,  'he  said-she 
said.'  What  that  means  is  'she  says  rape,'  and  'he  says  love.' 
Unfortunately,  the  evidence  as  it  stands,  is  not  going  to  reveal 
any  more  than  we  already  know.  A  polygraph  examination  will 
at  least  tell  us  with  substantial  certainty  who  is  telling  the  truth 
here." 


Sally  still  had  concerns.  "Look  Eric,  nobody  disbelieves 
Morris  more  than  I  do  right  now,  but  to  ask  the  victim  of  an 
alleged  sexual  assault  to  take  a  polygraph  exam  to  prove  she  is 
telling  the  truth  just  doesn't  seem  fair." 


Ann  interrupted,  "Sally,  NCIS  policy  dictates  that  we  never 
administer  a  polygraph  examination  to  the  victim  of  a  sexual 
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assault,  unless  there  is  substantial  reason  to  believe  that  she 
is  lying.  No,  in  cases  like  these,  we  offer  the  exam  to  the 
suspects  first." 

"And  if  they  don't  agree  to  take  the  test?"  Sally  inquired, 
"After  all,  aren't  they  voluntary?" 

"Yes  they  are,"  Eric  replied.  "Somehow  though,  based  on 
the  insistent  statements  of  our  suspects,  I  believe  they  would 
agree  to  take  the  polygraph  exam." 

"Who  do  we  test  first?"  Ann  asked. 

Eric  had  already  thought  about  that.  "I  suggest  we  test 
Hashimoto  for  one  very  important  reason.  Her  and  Kelly's 
statements  are  identical  regarding  why  they  had  their  hands  on 
Morris.  However,  only  Hashimoto  heard  the  alleged  comment 
by  Morris  that  she  was  going  to  'fuck'  Hashimoto's  boyfriend." 


"Okay,"  Ann  replied.  We  will  ask  Hashimoto  to  'poly.'  It 
just  so  happens  the  examiner  is  on  the  island  this  week."  She 
turned  to  Sally,  "If  the  polygraph  examiner  can  do  it,  how  does 
tomorrow  morning  sound?" 
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"I  don't  know,"  Sally  replied.  "I'm  just  not  sure  about 
testing  Hashimoto.  She  is  highly  upset."  She  looked  at  the 
chief  investigator.  "Eric,  I  have  been  told  that  she  was  pretty 
out  of  it  when  she  was  in  the  D'  Cell,  then  she  was  heard 
screaming  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  I  am  really  worried  about 
pushing  her  too  far.  Do  you  think  that  we  could  possibly  do 
Sergeant  Bressette  first?" 


"Sure,  I  guess  so.  We  can  always  cover  the  choking 
issue  later.  You  sure  about  Hashimoto's  emotional  state?" 

"Yes  Eric,  I'm  afraid  that  girl  is  a  basket  case." 

"Okay  then,  I'll  make  sure  that  Bressette  is  there." 

Eric  and  Sally  stood  up  and  as  they  started  to  leave  the 
office,  Sally  asked,  "Eric,  can  you  go  ahead?  I'll  will  meet  you 
at  the  car  in  a  few  minutes." 

"Sure,"  he  hesitated  for  a  second.  "Are  you  all  right?" 

"I'm  Ok,  Eric.  Just  give  us  a  few  minutes." 

Sally  waited  for  the  door  to  close  behind  Eric  and  then 
crumpled  onto  the  office  sofa.  "Ann,  I'm  sorry,  I  can't  be  at  all 
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objective  on  this.  We  both  know  these  girls  are  being 
railroaded." 

"Look  Sally,  if  they  are  guilty,  then  'Indecent  Assault'  is 
Indecent  Assault,'  plain  and  simple."  Ann  stood  up,  walked 
over  to  her  concerned  friend,  and  touched  her  arm.  "Trust  me, 
the  polygraph  examination  will  tell  us  what  we  need  to  know." 


"I  hope  to  God  you're  right."  Sally  stood  up  and  left  the 
office. 


Special  Agent  Ron  Gordon  was  at  soccer  practice  with 
his  eight-year-old  son,  Ron  Junior.  The  boy  had  just  missed  the 
easiest  field  goal  of  his  entire  young  life,  when  his  dad's 
cellular  phone  rang.  Special  Agent  Gordon  pushed  the  on 
button  and  answered  the  phone  with  a  gruff,  "Hello!" 


"Ron,  this  is  Ann  Rees." 

"Hey  Ann,"  Ron  softened  his  tone.  "Nice  to  hear  from 
you.  What's  the  problem?" 

"Ron,  I  need  a  favor  and  I  need  it  at  0800,  tomorrow 
morning." 
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Ron  strained  to  hear  the  ASAC  over  the  noisy  crowd  of 
the  boisterous  soccer  parents.  As  he  listened  to  the  details  of 
the  case,  he  understood  the  urgency  of  Ann's  request.  "Ann,  I'll 
call  headquarters  tonight  for  approval  to  run  the  exam.  Have 
the  sergeant  in  my  office  at  0800." 


"Thanks  Ron,  I  owe  you  big  time." 

"Yes,  you  do  Ann.  See  you  tomorrow."  Ron  looked  up  to 
see  his  son  miss  another  goal.  "Kick  the  ball  son,  kick  the  darn 
ball!" 


The  morning  sun  was  streaming  through  the  high 
narrow  windows  of  the  NCIS  waiting  room  when  Eric  arrived.  It 
was  seven  twenty  and  Kelly  Bressette  was  already  there.  She 
looked  nervous. 


"Kelly,  how  long  have  you  been  waiting?" 

"Since  about  0700,  Top." 

"You  know;  your  exam  is  not  until  0800?" 

"I  know,  I  just  wanted  to  make  sure  I  got  here  on  time." 
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Sally  arrived  just  as  Eric  was  "buzzed"  into  the  office 
spaces.  She  followed  Eric  into  the  secured  facility,  leaving  the 
nervous  Sergeant  Bressette  in  the  waiting  room.  Eric  and  Sally 
walked  back  to  Ann's  office.  She  was  already  talking  with  the 
polygraph  examiner  when  the  two  Marines  walked  in. 


"Sally,  Eric,  this  is  Ron  Gordon.  He  is  our  Far  East 
Regional  Polygraph  Examiner.  He  will  be  administering  the  test 
to  Sergeant  Bressette." 

Eric  held  out  his  hand.  "Hey  Ron,  thanks  for  doing  this  on 
such  short  notice.  I  have  worked  with  several  examiners  over 
the  years  and  they  have  helped  me  solve  a  hell  of  a  lot  of 
cases." 


"My  pleasure,  Eric.  I  am  sure  we  will  have  some  answers 
for  you  by  the  end  of  the  day."  Ron  turned  towards  Sally  and 
held  out  his  hand.  "I  understand  that  you  are  the  other 
suspect's  supervisor?" 


Sally  looked  at  the  examiner  suspiciously.  He  seemed 
okay,  mid  forties,  pleasant  temperament,  and  well  dressed  in  a 
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dark  suit.  She  took  his  hand  cautiously.  "I  have  to  admit  Mr. 
Gordon,  I  am  not  sure  how  much  faith  I  put  in  this  procedure. 
You  have  a  very  nervous  girl  waiting  for  you  out  in  that  waiting 
room." 

Ron  Gordon  smiled  warmly  at  the  skeptical  officer.  He 
had  heard  all  of  this  before.  "Sally,  I  understand  your  concern. 

I  have  been  a  Forensic  Polygraph  Examiner  for  over  ten  years 
and  I  can  promise  you  that  I  have  helped  a  lot  of  innocent 
Marines  clear  their  names.  Have  you  ever  seen  a  polygraph 
instrument?" 


"On  television  a  few  times.  I  have  never  seen  one  up 
close." 


"C'mon  Sally,  let's  walk  down  to  the  Polygraph  lab.  I'll 
show  you  how  everything  works,  then,  you  can  ask  me  anything 
you  want.  Sally,  you  are  going  to  see  that  this  whole  procedure 
is  pretty  straightforward.  There  is  no  hocus  pocus'  involved." 


Sally  looked  over  at  Eric  and  Ann.  Eric  smiled  at  the 
unsure  major.  "Go  ahead  Sally,  I  promise  that  you'll  be 
impressed." 
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The  still  wary  Major  Mathis  followed  Ron  Gordon  down 
the  wide  hallway  into  the  polygraph  laboratory,  made  from  a 
converted  office.  The  room  contained  a  double  pedestal  desk, 
and  executive  chair,  with  a  large  black  "subject  chair"  placed 
out  in  front  of  the  desk.  The  subject  chair  was  made  out  of  a 
black  cloth  with  oversized  adjustable  arms  attached  to  a  steel 
base. 


Sally  inspected  the  chair  more  closely.  The  base  of  the 
chair  contained  a  series  of  knobs  that  obviously  allowed  the 
examiner  to  move  the  arms  up,  down,  in,  or  out.  To  Sally,  the 
whole  contraption  looked  like  an  electric  chair. 


There  was  a  lap  top  computer  on  the  desk,  which  was 
attached  by  a  short  cable  to  a  small,  black,  metal  box  that  had 
the  word  "Axciton"  stenciled  across  the  front.  Attached  to  the 
box,  was  a  series  of  clear  plastic  hoses  with  what  looked  like 
medical  recording  components  attached.  The  desk  also 
contained  a  small  tape  recorder,  a  portable  printer,  and  a  stack 
of  forms  that  already  had  Sergeant  Bressette's  name  on  them. 

The  walls  of  the  room  were  lined  with  acoustical  tile  and 
there  was  a  red  light  bulb  mounted  outside  the  door,  which 
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made  the  whole  set  up  look  more  like  a  recording  studio 
than  any  kind  of  a  laboratory. 

Ron  invited  Sally  to  sit  in  the  subject  chair.  She  did  so 
hesitantly  and  asked,  "So  what  is  all  this  stuff?" 

"Sally,  I  place  a  series  of  sensors  on  the  person  taking 
the  test."  Ron  held  up  a  pair  of  black  convoluted  tubes.  "These 
are  called  pneumograph  components.  They  are  placed  on  the 
upper  chest  and  the  abdomen."  He  then  picked  up  a  black 
cable  with  two  steel  plates  on  one  end.  Attached  to  each  plate 
was  a  Velcro  strap.  "These  are  electro-dermal  finger  plate 
assemblies.  They  are  attached  to  the  ends  of  two  of  the  fingers 
and  they  record  sweat  gland  activity."  Finally,  he  held  up  a 
medical  blood  pressure  cuff.  "This  is  used  to  record 
cardiovascular  arousal." 


Ron  then  pointed  to  the  black  box  on  the  desk.  "Sally, 
this  unit  digitizes  the  signal  emanating  from  the  subject  taking 
the  test  and  then  sends  that  signal  to  a  software  program  in 
the  computer  that  displays  and  prints  the  subject's 
psychophysiological  patterns  for  me  to  analyze." 
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Sally  asked  the  obvious  question.  "So  how  does  all  this 
stuff  tell  you  if  somebody  lies?" 

"There  are  certain  types  of  physiological  activity  that 
when  they  occur  in  just  the  right  places,  and  just  the  right 
number  of  times,  and  in  just  the  right  way,  we  can  make  a  pretty 
accurate  diagnosis  regarding  whether  or  not  the  subject  taking 
the  test  was  truthful  or  deceptive.  However,  polygraph 
examiners  now  have  an  additional  tool  that  makes  the  whole 
process  that  much  more  accurate  and  reliable." 


"You've  got  my  attention,  Ron." 

"Since  we  now  use  computers  to  collect  this  data,  we 
have  the  ability  to  design  software  programs,  mathematical 
algorithms,  that  look  at  the  physiological  data  we  collect  from 
a  particular  suspect.  The  computer  can  then  determine  with 
accuracy  rates,  well  in  excess  of  90%,  whether  or  not  the 
person  taking  this  test  is  truthful  or  deceptive." 


"And  it  really  works?" 

"Sally  I  promise,  it  really  works." 
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Sally  decided  to  give  him  a  chance.  "How  long  are  you 
going  to  have  Sergeant  Bressette  in  here?" 

"Expect  at  least  three  hours,  maybe  longer.  It  seems  a 
long  time,  but  I  have  to  do  a  lot  to  prepare  her  to  take  the  test 
before  I  can  administer  it." 

"And  when  will  we  have  the  results,  Mr.  Gordon?" 

"How  does  today  sound?" 

"Today?" 

"Sure,  probably  by  lunch.  Now  if  it  is  okay  with  you,  I 
would  like  to  get  started." 

Sally  shook  the  agent's  hand.  She  felt  better  about  what 
they  were  about  to  put  Kelly  through.  After  all,  Sergeant 
Bressette  might  have  worked  directly  for  Eric,  but  ultimately, 
Sally  was  responsible  for  her.  In  fact,  as  the  deputy  provost 
marshal,  she  was  ultimately  responsible  for  all  three  Marines 
involved  in  this  mess. 


Eric  and  Sally  walked  out  to  the  waiting  room  and  sat 
across  from  Kelly  Bressette.  Sally  asked,  "Sergeant  Bressette, 
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the  polygraph  examiner  is  ready.  Are  you  sure  you  want  to  do 
this?" 

Kelly  first  looked  at  her  chief  investigator,  then  into  the 
major's  worried  eyes.  "Yes  Ma'am,  I'm  sure." 

"You  know  that  you  don't  have  to  do  this.  They  have  to 
prove  a  case  against  you." 

"Ma'am  I  am  telling  the  truth.  I  want  to  take  this  test." 

Two  hours  and  thirty  minutes  later,  Special  Agent  Gordon 
emerged  from  the  polygraph  laboratory  with  the  exhausted 
Kelly  Bressette.  He  took  her  out  to  the  waiting  room  and  sat 
down  in  Ann  Rees'  office  with  Ann,  Sally,  and  Eric. 


"Well?"  Ann's  question  needed  only  consist  of  that 
one  word. 

"She  passed,"  Ron  announced.  "The  examination  results 
are  quite  clear.  Kelly  Bressette  is  telling  the  truth." 

Everyone  present  was  ecstatic.  Ann  asked,  "Ron,  how 
soon  could  you  run  another  test?" 

Ron  smiled,  "Ann,  if  you  are  asking  me  when  I  can  test 
Shirley  Morris,  it  just  so  happens  that  when  I  called 
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headquarters  last  night,  they  went  ahead  and  approved  an 
exam  for  her,  just  in  case  Bressette  passed.  If  you  want,  I  can 
run  her  this  afternoon.  Can  you  have  her  here  by  1300?" 

"Ron,  I  am  getting  dangerously  close  to  kissing  you  on  the 
lips!"  Ann  turned  excitedly  to  her  roommate.  "Can  you  have 
Morris  here  by  1300?" 

"Do  they  grow  horses  in  Texas?"  Major  Mathis  replied. 


"I  am  not  being  'uncooperative,'  I  just  know  that  this 
whole  thing  is  bullshit!"  Shirley  Morris  had  not  been  happy 
about  being  asked  to  take  a  polygraph  examination,  and  she 
had  obviously  decided  that  she  was  not  going  to  be  an  easy 
examinee. 


Special  Agent  Gordon  was  a  very  experienced  polygraph 
examiner  and  a  patient  man,  but  his  patience  was  just  about 
gone.  "Shirley,  you  refused  to  read  the  consent  forms,  you  did 
not  give  me  enough  respect  to  listen  to  me  when  I  tried  to 
explain  the  polygraph  process  to  you,  and  you  refused  to  give 
me  a  direct  yes  or  no  answer  to  any  of  my  questions."  His 
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frustration  was  evident.  "Hell,  you  won't  even  look  at  me  when  I 
talk  to  you.  Now  are  you  going  to  take  this  test  or  aren't  you?" 
"Oh,  I'll  take  the  test,  because  I  don't  want  you  telling  my 
command  that  I  wasn't  'cooperative.'" 

"Then  Shirley,  you  have  to  start  by  giving  me  some  direct 
answers,  so  I  know  what  to  test  you  on.  Now,  are  you  sure  that 
Bressette  and  Hashimoto  were  sexually  molesting  you?" 

"I  told  you!  They  were  touching  me!" 

"Where?" 

"On  my  breasts!" 

"Shirley,  what  kind  of  touching  was  it?  I'm  only  asking 
because  they  are  both  telling  the  investigators  that  they  were 
washing  you  off.  Now,  did  either  of  them  have  anything  in  their 
hands,  like  a  washcloth  or  something?  This  is  important 
because  I  am  going  to  ask  you  about  this  on  the  test." 


Morris  grew  more  agitated.  "I  don't  remember!" 
"How  can  you  not..." 

"I  was  drunk,  God  damn  it!  I  don't  remember  shit!" 
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"Then  how  do  you  know...?" 

She  didn't  let  him  finish.  "I  know,  I  mother  fucking  know! 

"Fine  Shirley,  if  you  say  that  you  were  so  drunk  that  you 
don't  remember  if  they  had  anything  in  their  hands,  how  do 
you  know  that  you  did  not  say  anything  to  Hashimoto  about 
her  boyfriend?" 


Corporal  Morris  already  had  her  arms  folded  in  front  of 
her.  Now,  she  twisted  her  body  away  from  the  examiner  and 
faced  the  wall,  effectively  showing  just  her  profile.  A  tear 
started  to  roll  down  her  face.  She  spoke  barely  above  a 
whisper.  "Both  those  bitches  are  dykes,  they're  fucking  dykes, 
and  everybody  knows  it." 


Ron  Gordon  sensed  a  crack  in  the  young  women's  armor. 
He  moved  in  a  little  closer.  "Shirley,  listen  to  me.  I  have  talked 
to  you  for  a  little  while  now  and  I  am  sensing  a  few  things.  For 
one  thing,  the  last  thing  you  want  to  do  is  take  this  test, 
because  you  already  know  that  there  is  no  way  in  hell  you  are 
going  to  pass.  Please  tell  me  what's  going  on.  Maybe  I  can  still 
help  you  get  through  this." 
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Shirley  Morris  dropped  her  head  and  started  to  pick 
imaginary  lint  off  her  camouflage  trousers.  "You  don't 
understand  what  it's  like  living  with  that  dyke  bitch." 

Ron  moved  in  a  little  closer.  "Why  don't  you  tell  me?  I 
believe  that  someone  needs  to  finally  listen  to  you.  That  is 
what  I  am  here  for.  I  am  here  to  listen." 


The  Skilcraft  government  clock  on  the  wall  of  the  Camp 
Butler  NCIS  conference  room,  read  6:00  p.m.  The  room  was 
alive  with  activity.  Present  were  Colonel  Kawalski,  Sally 
Mathis,  Ann  Rees,  Eric  Pecaro,  and  Major  Bruce  Ivey,  the 
Assistant  Marine  Corps  Base  Prosecutor.  Kawalski  had  the 
floor. 


"Bruce,  as  you  know,  I  am  the  last  officer  on  this 
installation  to  tolerate  criminal  behavior  from  any  of  my 
personnel.  Up  until  two  hours  ago,  I  was  ready  to  put  two  of  my 
best  Marines  in  the  brig  for  sexual  assault.  Now,  according  to 
Special  Agent  Rees  and  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  I  may  have 
been  making  the  wrong  call.  What  are  your  thoughts  on  this?" 
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Major  Ivey  began,  "Sir,  I  have  just  spent  the  last  forty-five 
minutes  being  briefed  on  this  situation.  Now  if  I  understand  this 
correctly,  Sergeant  Bressette  and  Corporal  Hashimoto  both 
denied  sexually  assaulting  Morris.  Sergeant  Bressette  then 
took  and  passed  a  polygraph  examination  on  that  issue.  He 
turned  to  Ann  Rees.  "How  am  I  doing  so  far?" 


"You  are  doing  perfectly,  Bruce,"  Ann  replied. 

"Good,  now  our  alleged  victim,  Corporal  Shirley  Morris 
was  also  tested.  However,  if  I  understand  the  circumstances 
correctly,  she  bitched  and  moaned,  and  tried  to  come  up  with 
every  excuse  as  to  why  she  should  not  have  to  take  the  exam. 
Finally,  after  the  NCIS  polygraph  examiner  put  up  with  a 
significant  amount  of  crap  from  her,  Morris  finally  took  the  test. 


"Then,  as  I  understand  it,  she  didn't  even  get  through  the 
pre-test  interview  before  miraculously  remembering  that  there 
were  wet  towels  in  the  hands  of  her  'assailants'  during  this 
alleged  indecent  assault. 
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"She  was  then  administered  the  test,  and  after  being 
informed  that  she  had  failed  the  exam  miserably,  suddenly 
recalled  that  she  might  have  indeed  said  something  about 
screwing  the  other  girl's  boyfriend."  He  asked  Ann,  "Do  I  have 
the  whole  story?" 


"Pretty  much,"  she  smiled. 

Major  Ivey  continued.  "Sir,  you  have  asked  me  here  to  get 
my  legal  opinion  and  here  it  is.  My  first  recommendation  is  to 
drop  all  charges  on  Sergeant  Bressette  since  she  did  nothing 
wrong.  Now,  if  you  wish,  you  could  prosecute  Corporal 
Hashimoto  for  choking  the  other  girl  out,  but  considering  the 
circumstances,  you  would  be  an  asshole  of  monumental 
proportions  for  doing  so.  No  disrespect  intended,  Sir." 


"None  taken,  Major,"  Kawalski  smiled  as  he  replied. 

"Now  Colonel,  this  Corporal  Morris  is  another  story.  She 
has  been  through  the  alcohol  treatment  program  at  the  naval 
hospital  not  once,  but  twice.  This  is  her  third  alcohol  involved 
incident.  You  could  discharge  her  tomorrow.  However,  if  I 
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were  you,  I  would  first  take  her  to  Non-Judicial  Punishment, 
NJP,  for  'Violation  of  a  Lawful  Order.'" 

Ann  interrupted,  "Violation  of  a  Lawful  Order?" 

"That's  right  Ann,"  Ivey  continued,  "Graduates  of  'Alcohol 
Rehab'  are  ordered  to  go  to  group  counseling  when  they  leave 
the  hospital  and  I  understand  that  Corporal  Morris  has  not  once 
bothered  to  attend.  Apparently  the  meetings  conflict  with  Happy 
Hour  at  the  NCO  club.  On  top  of  that,  I  believe  you  have  a  strong 
case  for  false  swearing  and  making  a  false  official  statement. 
Those  two  charges  happen  to  be  felonies." 


Lieutenant  Colonel  Kawalski  had  heard  enough.  "Major 
Mathis,  relieve  Corporal  Morris  of  duties  immediately  and  have 
her  in  my  office  tomorrow  morning."  He  turned  to  the  attorney. 
"Major  Ivey,  if  you  help  draft  the  charges  for  NJP,  how  soon  can 
I  have  the  little  piece  of  shit  off  this  island  and  out  of  my  Marine 
Corps?" 


"How  does  thirty  days  sound?" 
"Make  it  happen." 
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Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto  peered  into  the  crystal  of  her 
new  Timex  watch  and  saw  that  it  was  after  6:00  p.m.,  1800 
hours.  The  watch  had  been  a  gift  from  Garrett  and  she  loved  it 
with  all  her  heart.  For  the  last  two  hours,  she  had  been 
furiously  cleaning  her  barracks  room.  In  that  time  she  had 
scrubbed  the  floor,  cleaned  her  bedding,  scrubbed  the 
bathroom,  and  washed  all  of  her  clothes.  She  had  also  packed 
her  belongings  neatly  into  the  three  large  suitcases  she 
normally  kept  above  her  wall  locker  and  placed  the  suitcases 
side  by  side  next  to  the  door. 


Once  Lori  was  confident  that  she  had  the  entire  barracks 
room  "inspection  ready,"  she  removed  her  new  watch  and 
placed  it  lovingly  on  top  the  largest  of  her  suitcases.  She  then 
stripped  her  clothes  off,  turned  the  shower  on  as  hot  as  she 
could  stand,  and  stepped  into  the  cloud  of  steam. 


Lori  allowed  herself  the  luxury  of  a  long  shower.  She  then 
stepped  out  of  the  stall  and  onto  the  large  bath  towel  she  had 
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placed  on  the  floor  of  the  bathroom.  Lori  dried  off  and  donned 
the  beautiful  gold  satin  robe  that  Garrett  had  bought  for  her. 
The  robe  hung  to  just  a  few  inches  below  her  buttocks  and 
Garrett  had  thought  it  was  very  sexy. 

She  sat  at  her  issued  barracks  desk,  opened  her  writing 
tablet,  and  started  to  write  on  the  blue  lined  paper  with  the  gold 
Marine  Corps  emblem  in  the  top  right  corner.  In  the  letter  she 
explained  why  she  had  to  leave,  why  she  could  not  stay  and 
face  the  shame  of  being  thrown  out  of  the  Corps.  What  Lori 
Hashimoto  chose  not  to  express,  was  her  fear  of  going  home, 
back  to  her  father,  back  to  the  man  who  she  knew  was  waiting 
for  her,  waiting  to  hurt  her  in  a  way  she  could  no  longer  stand. 


Lori  removed  her  beautiful  robe  and  carefully  hung  it  on 
the  outside  of  her  wardrobe.  Now  naked,  she  walked  back  into 
the  bathroom,  and  kneeled  down  on  the  middle  of  the  large 
towel.  She  then  reached  over,  opened  the  door  to  the  cabinet 
under  the  sink,  and  retrieved  her  government  issued  Baretta 
9mm  automatic.  Her  hands  now  shaking,  Lori  pulled  the  slide 
to  the  rear  and  inserted  a  round  into  the  chamber.  Holding  the 
Baretta  in  her  right  hand,  she  turned  the  pistol  inward,  so  that 
the  muzzle  rested  on  her  chest,  just  between  her  breasts. 
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As  a  solitary  tear  paid  homage  to  her  final  surrender,  she 
whispered,  "I  love  you  Garrett,"  and  then  gently  squeezed  the 
trigger. 

The  fireball  blasted  into  her  chest  and  kicked  her  body 
back,  partway  through  the  open  bathroom  door.  A  few 
moments  passed,  Lori  opened  her  eyes  and  stared  at  the 
florescent  ceiling  light  directly  above.  She  realized  that  she 
was  lying  on  her  back  and  profoundly  understood  that  she  was 
dying. 


She  wasn't  afraid,  for  Lori  Hashimoto  understood  the 
peace  she  had  always  sought  was  now  very,  very  close.  She 
could  see  it  washed  in  the  light  that  cascaded  all  around  her. 
She  could  reach  out  and  almost  touch  it. 

Lori  tried  to  move  and  discovered  that  her  body  no  longer 
obeyed  her  commands.  Still,  she  was  able  to  lift  her  hand  just  a 
little.  It  had  been  resting  in  something  wet.  She  turned  her  head 
and  saw  that  her  raised  hand  was  covered  in  bright  red  blood. 
Still,  there  was  no  pain,  no  pain  at  all.  In  fact,  nothing 
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hurt  her  anymore.  She  was  just  tired,  really  tired.  She  closed 
her  eyes  to  rest. 

The  morning  sun  was  bright  and  it  warmed  her.  Lori 
twisted  back  the  throttle  of  the  monster  between  her  legs 
and  felt  the  full  force  of  the  wind  as  it  blew  through  her 
long  black  hair  and  danced  on  her  face.  On  her  bike,  she 
felt  truly  free  of  the  ghosts  that  haunted  her.  On  her  bike, 
she  was  awake  and  alive.  The  only  dreams  she  had,  were 
dreams  of  the  future.  Lori  pulled  the  throttle  all  the  way 
back  as  she  rode  directly  ahead,  into  the  bright,  white  sun, 
the  flaming  star  that  was  gently  calling  her  name. 


Ann  got  home  at  just  after  0600.  She,  along  with  most  of 
the  central  area  NCIS  and  CID  investigators  had  worked  the 
Hashimoto  suicide  all  night.  She  was  sick  of  the  whole  thing.  If 
only  Hashimoto  would  have  waited  a  few  hours  longer.  She 
would  have  found  out  that  the  case  against  her  had  been 
dropped.  What  a  terrible  waste,  she  thought  as  she  stumbled 
into  the  bathroom.  As  she  showered  and  brushed  her  teeth,  she 
couldn't  stop  thinking  about  the  crime  scene,  all  that  blood. 
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Understandably,  Hashimoto's  boyfriend,  Corporal 
Stephens  had  taken  it  worse  than  anyone.  He  and  Sergeant 
Bressette  had  found  the  body.  They  had  gone  to  Hashimoto's 
room  to  give  her  the  good  news  that  the  whole  terrible  affair 
was  over. 


When  the  corpsmen  arrived,  they  had  to  pull  Stephens  off 
of  the  victim.  He  was  kneeling  beside  her,  hysterical  and 
completely  covered  in  her  blood.  He  was  trying  in  vain  to 
administer  CPR  to  her  corpse. 


Ann  walked  out  of  her  bathroom.  She  put  on  her 
terrycloth  robe  and  was  drying  the  water  out  of  her  ears 
when  she  passed  Sally  sitting  on  the  sofa.  Sally  had  come  by 
the  crime  scene  early  on  and  then  decided  to  go  home.  All  in 
all,  she  had  looked  like  she  was  taking  it  all  right. 


"Hey  Sal,"  Ann  commented  as  she  sleepily  walked  past 
her  roommate.  "At  least  one  of  us  got  a  full  night's  sleep." 

When  Sally  did  not  respond,  Ann  stopped,  turned  around, 
and  looked  carefully  at  her  friend.  Sally  had  obviously  been 
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crying.  Ann  then  realized  that  as  long  as  she  knew  Sally 
Mathis,  she  had  never,  ever  seen  her  cry.  For  a  moment,  Ann 
was  unsure  exactly  what  to  do.  Finally,  she  sat  down  next  to 
her  friend. 

"I'm  so  sorry  Sally.  I  don't  even  know  what  to  say."  She 
looked  a  little  more  closely  and  could  plainly  see  that  her 
roommate's  heart  was  breaking.  Ann  reached  over  and  started 
to  tenderly  run  her  fingers  through  Sally's  hair. 

Sally  closed  her  eyes  and  her  body  started  to  rock 
from  her  muffled  sobs.  She  grabbed  Ann's  arm.  Ann  moved 
in  closer,  put  her  arms  around  her  friend,  and  held  her 
tightly.  Sally  was  weeping  openly  now.  There  was  pain  and 
terrible  anguish  in  her  words. 


"Ann,  I  need  you  now.  I  need  you  real  bad." 

Ann  looked  into  the  eyes  of  her  lover  and  understood. 
She  leaned  in  and  softly  kissed  Sally's  mouth.  Sally  responded 
with  a  fervor  that  even  surprised  the  very  passionate  Ann.  The 
two  kissed  for  a  long  time 
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Ann  knew  what  she  needed  to  do  next.  She  stood  up, 
took  her  partner's  hand,  and  led  the  most  important  person  in 
her  life  to  their  bedroom.  She  opened  the  door  and  allowed  her 
lover  to  go  in  before  her.  She  then  followed  and  gently  closed 
the  door  behind  them. 
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CHAPTER  11--"SHI-EN-S0"  (THE  TRUTH) 


"Kelly,  what  are  you  doing  here?" 

Eric  was  startled  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  his 
young  investigator.  It  was  almost  midnight  and  E-5's  and 
below  were  not  permitted  in  the  Staff  NCO  barracks,  except  on 
official  business. 


"Can  I  come  in  Top?  I  really  need  to  talk." 

Eric  looked  upon  the  extremely  unhappy  young  woman 
standing  in  his  door.  He  knew  that  Kelly  Bressette  had  just 
spent  the  last  twenty-four  hours  dealing  with  the  death  of  her 
best  friend.  He  stood  aside  as  Kelly  walked  in.  She  looked 
nervous,  clearly  there  was  something  she  needed  to  say.  Eric 
invited  her  to  sit  on  the  sofa  and  gave  her  a  couple  of  moments, 
knowing  that  whatever  it  was,  she  would  talk  only  when  she 
was  ready. 
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"Top,  I  have  been  wanting  to  thank  you  for  something  you 
did  for  me  awhile  back." 

Eric  looked  at  her  questioningly.  "Kelly,  I  am  not  sure 
what  you  mean." 

"When  we  went  out  on  the  McCarren  case.  I  asked  you  to 
assign  me  to  someone  other  than  Gunny  Quinn.  You  did  that 
for  me  and  you  never  pushed  me  as  to  why.  I  have  always 
appreciated  that." 


"Kelly,  I  figured  you  would  tell  me  when  you  were  ready." 

Kelly  Bressette  was  clearly  uncomfortable  "Top,  you 
have  to  promise  to  believe  me." 

"Kelly,  I  do  not  believe  that  will  be  difficult." 

"It's  about  Gunny  Quinn." 

"I  figured  that  Kelly;  what  about  him?" 

"He  touched  me." 

Eric  didn't  like  where  this  was  going.  "Kelly,  you  are 
going  to  have  to  be  a  little  more  specific." 

"He  tried  to  kiss  me. ..on  the  mouth." 
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"Kelly,  are  you?" 

Bressette  cut  him  off,  "and  he  touched  my  breast." 

Eric  wasn't  sure  it  he  really  wanted  to  hear  this,  but  he 
also  knew  that  he  had  to. 

"Kelly,  I  don't  understand.  Please  tell  me  what 
happened." 

"Top,  when  I  first  got  assigned  to  CID,  I  was  in  Gunny 
Quinn's  section.  I  was  having  some  personal  problems 
involving  my  family  at  home.  I  went  to  him  because  he  was  my 
Staff  NCOIC  and  also  a  minister.  I  thought  that  I  could  trust 
him."  Tears  were  starting  to  accumulate  in  the  corners  of  her 
eyes.  She  wiped  them  away  with  the  sleeve  of  her  light  jacket. 
"I  went  to  his  barracks  room.  It  was  late  and  he  let  me  in.  I  sat 
down  on  his  bed  and  everything  started  coming  out  of  me.  I 
was  crying  and  telling  him  things  I  had  never  told  anybody." 


Suddenly  uncomfortable  on  the  sofa,  Kelly  got  up  and 
walked  over  to  the  large  picture  window.  She  then  slid  the 
glass  open  and  allowed  the  wind  off  the  Pacific  to  blow 
hard  into  her  face. 
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Eric  followed  and  stood  immediately  behind  her.  "What 
happened  next,  Kelly?"  he  asked  gently. 

"He  violated  my  trust,  he  violated  everything!"  Kelly's 
head  fell  to  her  chest  and  the  rest  came  out  between  her  sobs. 
She  held  onto  the  windowsill  for  support.  "He  sat  down  next  to 
me  and  put  his  arms  around  me.  He  told  me  that  he  was  going 
to  help  me."  She  took  a  deep  breath  and  spoke  into  the  fierce 
Pacific  wind.  "He  'helped'  me  by  pushing  me  down  on  his  bed. 
Before  I  could  react,  he  had  his  hand  under  my  shirt  and  he 
was  trying  to  kiss  me.  I  jumped  up  and  screamed  like  a  stupid 
schoolgirl.  I  tried  to  get  out  the  door,  but  he  jumped  up  and 
blocked  it.  He  kept  telling  me  to  'calm  down.' 


"I  called  him  a  'Fucking  Rapist'  and  told  him  that  I  was 
going  to  report  him.  He  came  after  me.  I  pushed  him  onto  the 
bed  and  I  got  out  the  door.  I  ran  as  fast  as  I  could.  I  got  in  my 
car  and  drove  off." 


"Kelly,  how  come  you..." 
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"Didn't  tell  anybody?  I'll  tell  you  why!"  The  anger  spewed 
up  out  of  the  woman  Marine  like  a  volcano.  "I  was  raped  by  my 
mother's  boyfriend  when  I  was  a  kid,  a  little  fucking  kid!"  Her 
words  were  nearly  muffled  by  the  wind  blowing  in  the  window. 
"Nobody  believed  me.  They  all  said  I  lied." 


Eric  stood  back  as  Kelly  continued.  The  bitterness  was 
clear  in  her  voice. 

"Now,  there  I  was,  twenty-six  years  old  and  all  grown  up.  I 
swore  that  nothing  like  that  would  ever  happen  to  me  again.  I 
was  strong.  I  was  a  'big  girl,'  a  God-damned  Marine,  and  I  could 
take  care  of  myself!"  Sergeant  Bressette  turned  and  looked  at 
her  supervisor.  "Top,  I  swear  to  God,  he  did  this  to  me!"  She 
fought  to  control  her  emotions.  "Only  now  it  has  been  so  long 
that  nobody  will  do  anything  about  it.  Shit!  I  can't  even  believe 
that  I  told  you  any  of  this!" 


Eric  cautiously  touched  her  arm.  "Kelly,  you  have  my 
word,  I  will  do  something  about  this.  I  just  have  to  figure  out 
when  and  how.  Still,  I  have  to  ask  you,  why  now?  Why  did  you 
wait  all  these  months  to  tell  anyone?" 
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"Top,  none  of  this  is  for  me.  I  am  doing  this  for  Lori." 

"Kelly,  I  don't  understand." 

"Top,  she  was  sexually  abused  as  a  kid  too.  Only  for  her 
it  was  worse,  much  worse." 

"How  was  it  worse?" 

"Her  own  dad  did  it  to  her.  It  started  when  she  was  twelve 
and  went  on  until  right  before  she  joined  the  Marine  Corps." 

Eric  knew  the  answer  to  his  next  question,  but  he  had  to 
ask.  "So  you  are  reporting  Gunny  Quinn  so  that..." 

"Fucking  animals  like  him  and  like  Lori's  father  won't  walk 
around  thinking  they  can  get  away  with  this!"  She  looked  up  at 
her  boss,  her  eyes  pleading.  "Top,  I  have  to  do  this.  I  know  Lori 
is  dead,  but  maybe  I  can  do  something  to  make  sure  at  least  one 
of  these  assholes  will  never  do  this  to  anyone  again." 


"Kelly,  I  believe  you  and  I  promise  you  that  I  will  take  care 
of  this.  Now,  in  turn,  you  have  to  let  me  know  if  he  ever  says  or 
does  anything  inappropriate  to  you  or  anyone  else.  Do  we  have 
a  deal?" 
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Kelly  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  She  had  trusted  Master 
Sergeant  Pecaro  from  the  time  she  met  him,  and  Kelly 
Bressette  did  not  trust  very  many  men.  She  had  something 
else  to  say.  "Top,  I  think  that  you  should  know  that  the  day 
after  he  attacked  me,  Gunny  Quinn  made  me  sign  a  counseling 
form  for  'substandard  performance'  and  some  other  stuff.  I 
signed  it  even  though  I  knew  I  shouldn't  have.  That  really 
pissed  me  off,  because  I  know  why  he  did  it." 


"I  also  know  why,  Kelly,"  Eric  replied.  "He  did  that  so  if 
you  ever  'got  out  of  line,'  he  could  have  you  relieved  and  then  if 
you  made  a  complaint,  he  could  allege  that  you  were  simply 
disgruntled  and  trying  to  get  back  at  him." 


Kelly  nodded  her  head  and  smiled  weakly.  The 
confession  had  taken  everything  out  of  her.  Nevertheless,  she 
had  one  more  thing  she  wished  to  make  clear.  "Top,  Lori 
Hashimoto  died  yesterday,  but  the  truth  is  that  because  of 
what  her  fucking  bastard  father  did  to  her,  she  was  dead  from 
the  age  of  twelve." 
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"I  know,  Kelly,  and  I  am  so  very  sorry."  Eric  could  see 
there  was  more  on  her  mind.  "Something  else  is  wrong,  Kelly. 
What  is  it?" 

"Top,  isn't  it  true  that  when  a  Marine  dies  overseas,  an 
NCO  is  usually  sent  back  with  the  remains  to  assist  the  family?" 

"The  Marine  Corps  will  do  that  sometimes,  but  not 
always." 

"Can  I  go  back  with  Lori's  body?"  Kelly's  voice  started  to 
crack  and  she  caught  herself.  She  knew  she  had  to  be  as 
professional  as  possible. 

"Kelly,  I'll  do  everything  I  can.  See  me  first  thing  in  the 
morning  and  I  will  send  you  up  to  battalion  for  Casualty 
Assistance  training.  I  believe  they  will  want  Lori's  body  to  be  on 
a  plane  by  Monday." 


"I'll  be  ready  to  go  whenever  they  need  me." 

"I  know  Kelly,  now  go  home  and  go  to  sleep.  That's  an 
order." 
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Eric  Pecaro  watched  the  pretty  sergeant  leave  the 
barracks  through  the  door  at  the  far  end  of  the  hallway.  He 
closed  his  door  and  stood  in  the  middle  of  his  room.  He  was 
troubled,  for  he  knew  without  question  that  Kelly  Bressette  had 
told  the  truth.  That  made  Gunnery  Sergeant  Theodore  Quinn  a 
sexual  predator,  an  abuser  of  his  rank  and  position  to  gain 
sexual  favors  from  subordinate  woman.  The  coerced  signature 
on  the  counseling  form  was  textbook,  a  clear  threat  to  his 
victim  to  keep  her  mouth  shut. 


Pecaro  had  another  thought.  He  wondered  just  how 
many  vulnerable,  confused  women  the  good  reverend  had  in 
his  congregation.  This  thought  filled  his  mind  as  he  made  his 
way  over  to  the  refrigerator  for  a  glass  of  water.  Eric  had  just 
got  the  refrigerator  door  open,  when  he  started  to  make  a 
frightening  connection. 


Eric  fell  heavily  onto  his  worn  sofa.  He  stared  blindly  at 
the  wall  for  several  minutes  as  the  significance  of  what  he  was 
beginning  to  comprehend  saturated  his  consciousness. 

Maria!  Maria  Schull  went  to  that  asshole's  church! 
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Maria  had  been  a  troubled,  lonely  woman.  She  was  also  a 
charter  member  of  Quinn's  congregation.  It  now  seemed 
obvious  that  Quinn  was  not  above  coercing  sexual  acts  from 
women  who  were  confused  or  weak.  Eric  recalled  what  had 
nearly  occurred  in  Maria's  house,  all  those  years  earlier.  On 
that  morning,  Maria  had  needed  somebody  to  hold  her,  to  be 
with  her,  and  even  then  was  willing  to  give  herself  as  payment. 
Oh  my  God!  His  mind  started  to  race,  I  have  to  sort  this  out.  It 
can't  be  him,  no  way.  It  can't  be  Quinn! 


Eric  grabbed  a  yellow  legal  pad  from  his  desk  drawer  and 
started  to  write.  He  compared  the  condition  of  the  crime  scene, 
with  the  psychological  profile  of  the  probable  offender.  He  then 
compared  that  information  to  what  he  knew  about  Ted  Quinn. 
Things  were  starting  to  fit  and  the  more  Eric  wrote,  the  larger 
the  knot  grew  in  the  pit  of  his  stomach. 


He  grew  angry  with  himself  for  the  things  he  should  have 
known  and  then  the  worst  began  to  sink  in.  "Shit,  he  worked  the 
crime  scene!  He  handled  EVIDENCE!"  Eric  admonished  the 
faded  walls  of  his  barracks  room.  He  continued  to  write,  not 
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realizing  that  he  would  be  writing  on  that  yellow  legal  pad  for 
the  remainder  of  the  night. 


Ann  Rees  arrived  at  her  office  at  just  after  0700.  She  sat 
behind  her  desk,  opened  the  middle  drawer,  and  pulled  out  a 
small  plastic  photo  album,  the  type  that  some  photo  processors 
provide  for  free.  She  started  to  browse  through  the  pages.  Most 
of  the  pictures  were  of  her  and  Sally.  Ann  loved  Sally 
completely.  She  was  also  fearful  that  if  the  military  were  to  ever 
find  out,  it  would  be  the  end  of  Sally's  career  and  probably  hers 
as  well. 


Ann  thought  about  the  man  she  had  been  married  to  such 
a  long  time  ago.  The  break-up  was  ugly  and  her  best  friend, 
Lieutenant  Sally  Mathis  had  been  there  for  her.  She  even  let 
Ann  stay  at  her  apartment.  Ann  smiled  as  she  recalled  the  night 
before  she  was  to  move  in,  Sally  had  sat  her  down  and  timidly 
told  her  she  was  gay.  The  poor  girl  took  one  of  the  biggest 
chances  of  her  life. 
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Funny,  Ann  thought.  I  should  have  realized  even  then 
that  it  didn’t  bother  me  the  way  it  should  have.  Ann  had 
decided  to  move  in  anyway  and  within  weeks  they  were  closer 
friends  then  they  had  ever  been. 


The  night  it  happened,  Ann  and  Sally  were  sitting  around 
drinking  cheap  wine  and  dispensing  cheese  onto  stale  crackers 
from  an  aerosol  can.  Already  tipsy,  Ann  had  been  lamenting 
over  her  inability  to  find  anyone  worth  dating.  Sally  made  the 
same  comment  and  they  both  immediately  broke  into  laughter 
over  how  they  had  said  the  same  thing,  yet  meant  something  so 
very  different. 


It  happened  without  warning.  Ann  was  suddenly 
possessed  by  an  overwhelming  urge  to  kiss  her  gay  roommate. 
She  had  fought  the  desire  for  well  over  an  hour  before  finally 
giving  in.  Ann  leaned  across  their  small  coffee  table  and  kissed 
her  lesbian  roommate  on  her  very  pretty  lips.  Sally  had  at  first 
been  surprised  and  cautiously  held  back.  Then  responded  with 
a  kiss  that  was  so  passionate,  so  immediate,  and  so 
overwhelming,  that  it  seemed  to  go  on  forever. 
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Ann  closed  her  eyes  as  she  recalled  how  sweet  it  had 
been  to  wake  up  the  next  morning  in  the  arms  of  the  most 
tender  and  thoughtful  lover  she  had  ever  been  with.  She  and 
Sally  had  been  together  ever  since. 

Of  course,  Sally's  transfer  overseas  had  not  been  by 
accident.  Ann  had  found  out  through  her  own  headquarters 
that  she  was  to  be  transferred  to  Okinawa.  It  took  just  one 
telephone  call  to  Headquarters,  Marine  Corps  for  Sally  to  get 
orders  as  well.  After  all,  she  thought.  Not  many  officers 
volunteer  for  orders  to  "The  Rock” 


Ann  closed  the  photo  album  and  returned  it  to  its  place 
in  the  drawer.  She  then  picked  up  her  telephone  and  heard  the 
unique  rapid  tones  indicating  she  had  waiting  messages.  She 
punched  her  code  into  the  keypad  and  was  told  by  the  robotic 
voice  there  were  six  messages  waiting.  Six  messages?  she 
thought.  That's  kind  of  high.  Ann  pushed  another  code  to  play 
the  messages.  All  six  were  from  Eric  Pecaro. 
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The  first  one  came  in  at  0100  and  the  last  one  was  left 
just  a  few  minutes  before  she'd  walked  into  the  office.  In  each 
one,  Eric  had  said  his  message  was  "urgent."  By  the  sound  of 
his  voice,  Ann  could  tell  it  truly  was.  She  hung  up  the  phone 
then  immediately  picked  the  receiver  back  up  to  call  him.  She 
put  the  receiver  to  her  ear.  Eric  was  already  on  the  line.  The 
telephone  had  not  even  rung. 


"Ann,  is  that  you?" 

"Eric,  what's  going  on?  I  got  your  messages.  Have  you 
been  up  all  night?" 

"Yeah  Ann,  I  almost  called  you  at  home,  but  there  was  no 
answer,  so  instead,  I  guess  I've  been  filling  up  your  voicemail." 

Sorry  Eric,  Ann  thought.  Sally  had  a  very  rough  night  with 
the  death  of  Hashimoto  and  Ann  had  taken  their  phone  off  the 
hook.  Neither  had  been  in  the  mood  for  any  telephone  calls. 

"Eric,  what's  so  important?" 

"Ann,  I  think  I  may  have  a  break  on  the 
Schull  investigation." 
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"You're  kidding,  right?"  Ann  suddenly  felt  butterflies. 

"In  a  big  way,  I  wish  I  was.  Can  I  come  over? 

"The  coffee  is  already  on." 

Eric  arrived  less  then  ten  minutes  later.  Ann  was  waiting 
at  the  side  door  "agent's  entrance."  She  quickly  led  him  into 
her  office,  closed  the  door  behind  them,  and  asked  excitedly, 
"Okay  Eric,  tell  me  what  you  got." 


Ann  listened  as  Eric  described  the  conversation  between 
he  and  Kelly  Bressette  the  night  before.  She  continued  to  listen 
as  Eric  summed  up  in  detail  why  he  believed  Theodore  Quinn  to 
now  be  a  suspect  in  the  murder  of  Maria  Schull.  Ann  wasn't  yet 
sure  if  she  was  quite  as  excited  as  her  friend,  but  this  was  the 
only  break  they'd  had. 


"All  right  Eric,"  she  began.  "Let's  just  say  that  you  are 
right  about  everything  you  have  suggested.  Gunny  Quinn  uses 
his  position  as  Maria's  minister  to  get  her  into  bed.  Then,  she 
tells  him  that  she  is  pregnant.  He  freaks  out  because  he  is 
married  and  church  congregations  don't  generally  take  kindly 
to  their  married  ministers  fathering  children  out  of  wedlock.  He 
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sees  no  other  way  out  and  kills  his  pregnant  girlfriend,  whom 
the  crime  lab  proves  is  actually  not  pregnant  at  all.  Let's  say  all 
those  things  are  true.  We  are  a  long  way  from  proving 
anything." 

"I  know  Ann,  but  I  am  convinced  that  we  have  to  pursue 

this." 


"I  agree  Eric,  still,  are  we  ready  to  put  a  senior  CID  agent 
under  a  microscope?" 

"Ann,  believe  me,  I  am  not  at  all  comfortable  with  this 
either,  but  I  have  a  real  bad  feeling  about  this  Maria/Ted 
connection.  I  can't  stop  thinking  about  the  ritualistic  way  in 
which  Maria  was  stabbed,  almost  like  she  was  some  kind  of 
sacrifice.  Now  we  have  'Brother'  Quinn,  our  local  fire  and 
brimstone  preacher,  out  there  trying  his  best  to  get  into  the 
pants  of  vulnerable  women.  I  don't  know  Ann,  I  may  be 
overreacting,  but  then  I  consider  how  strangely  Quinn  was 
behaving  on  the  day  we  worked  the  crime  scene.  He  wanted 
so  badly  to  get  in  the  house  to  give  Maria  her  'Last  Rights'  or 
whatever  it  is  that  fundamentalists  do  with  their  dead.  Yet, 
once  we  got  the  body  outside,  and  started  looking  all  over  for 
Reverend  Quinn,  he  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  Ann,  I  believe 
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that  it  is  possible  that  he  was  trying  to  get  back  in  the  house  in 
order  to  tamper  with  evidence." 

Ann  still  had  concerns.  "Eric,  I  think  you  may  very  well  be 
right.  Nevertheless,  we  have  problems.  For  instance,  how  do  we 
collect  evidence  from  a  trained  criminal  investigator  without 
alerting  him  and  the  whole  world  to  what  we  suspect?" 


"I'm  not  sure  yet  Ann.  I  am  still  working  that  out.  In  the 
meantime,  we've  got  to  look  at  everything  he  has  done  in 
support'  of  this  investigation.  We  have  to  double  back  and 
check  everything." 


"I  agree  and  I  will  go  through  every  file  today.  How  about  I 
call  you  by  the  end  of  the  day  with  what  I  have  found  out.  In  the 
meantime,  you  can  try  and  figure  out  a  way  to  get  prints  and 
DNA  samples  from  the  man  without  his  knowledge.  Good  luck 
with  that  last  part,  by  the  way."  Ann  had  another  thought.  "Hey 
Eric,  when  is  Quinn's  assignment  to  Okinawa,  finished?" 


"I  have  already  checked  that.  He's  not  supposed  to  leave 
until  the  end  of  May." 


Page 


774 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Well,  that's  good.  It  gives  us  almost  two  months." 

"No  it  doesn't,"  Eric  responded.  "Gunny  Quinn  has  put 
in  for  Early  Rotation.  He  could  be  gone  in  the  next  couple  of 
weeks." 

Ann  stared  at  her  friend  in  frustration.  "Why  is  it  always 
like  this  on  this  stupid  island?  By  the  time  we  find  a  suspect  in  a 
crime  he  is  either  already  gone,  or  just  about  to  leave."  She  then 
had  a  thought.  "Any  hope  of  getting  him  put  on  'Legal  Hold,'  you 
know  like  on  some  other  case  he  might  be  working?" 


"Ann,  I  don't  know.  To  tell  the  truth,  Ted  is  one  of  those 
guys  that  impresses  the  brass  because  he  walks  and  talks  like 
he  is  God's  gift  to  the  Marine  Corps,  but  to  tell  the  truth,  he  has 
not  conducted  a  truly  meaningful  criminal  investigation  since  I 
have  been  here." 


Ann  was  noticeably  disappointed.  "Oh  well,  see  what  you 
can  do.  I'll  talk  to  you  later." 

As  Eric  started  to  leave  the  office,  Ann  suddenly 
remembered  how  Eric  always  cheered  Sally  up  whenever  he 
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came  around.  "Hey  Eric,  wait.  How  about  instead  of  us  talking 
here  at  the  end  of  the  day,  you  come  over  to  my  place 
instead?" 

Eric  stopped  in  his  tracks.  He  couldn't,  he  had  a  date  with 
Midori.  "Ann,  I'm  not  sure.  I  have  some  other  plans." 

Ann  smiled  at  her  friend.  "Look  Eric,  why  don't  you  bring 
Midori,  oh  I'm  sorry,  your,  'other  plans,'  over  to  my  place?  I'll 
make  my  famous  red  hot  burritos.  Then  you  guys  can  go  back 
to  your  room  and  work  some  of  the  heat  off." 


Eric  thought  for  a  moment.  He  loved  Ann's  burritos. 

"Okay,  you  have  found  my  weak  spot.  Midori  and  I  have  to  stop 
someplace  first,  but  we  can  be  there  by  seven  thirty,  if  that's  not 
too  late." 

"No  problem,  see  you  there,  and  Eric?" 

"Yeah,  Ann?" 

"You  know  that  Sally  and  I  really  love  seeing  you  guys 
together." 

"Yeah  Ann,  so  do  I." 
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Corporal  Garrett  Stephens  had  the  day  off  and  had  just 
spent  the  last  three  hours  of  it  waiting  in  the  CID  waiting 
room  for  Sergeant  Bressette.  It  was  almost  lunchtime  before 
the  sergeant  returned. 

Kelly  Bressette  saw  Garrett  as  soon  as  she  entered  the 
office.  "Corporal  Stephens,  what  are  you  doing  here?" 

"I  need  to  talk  with  you,  Sergeant.  Do  you  have  a  few 
minutes?" 

"Sure,  follow  me."  Kelly  led  Stephens  to  her  private  office 
and  closed  the  door.  It  feels  so  good  to  be  working  again,  she 
thought.  Not  only  that,  Headquarters,  Marine  Corps  had 
reinstated  her  assignment  to  CID  School.  Life  was  finally 
looking  a  whole  lot  better.  "What's  up,  Garrett?" 


"I  hear  that  you  are  taking  Lori's  body  home." 

"That's  what  they  tell  me.  We  are  leaving  sometime 
Monday  night." 

"I  am  going  too." 

"Is  battalion  sending  you  also?  That's  great!" 
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"No  Sergeant,  I  am  paying  my  own  way.  I  want  to  be 
there."  Garrett  took  a  deep  breath  and  continued.  "I  want  to 
see  that  fucker's  face.  I  want  to  look  into  his  eyes." 

Kelly  understood,  for  that  was  one  of  the  same  reasons 
she  had  pleaded  to  be  the  one  to  bring  Lori's  body  home.  Still, 
she  could  not  encourage  the  same  attitude  from  a  subordinate. 
"Garrett,  that's  wrong.  Whatever  you  are  thinking,  it  will  never 
bring  Lori  back.  Please,  let  it  go." 


"Bullshit,  Sergeant!  I  gotta  see  him  and  so  do  you.  That 
fucking  bastard  raped  his  own  daughter.  I  want  to  be  there,  I've 
got  to  be  there!"  He  looked  across  the  gray  steel  desk  and  into 
the  eyes  of  the  woman  who  was  just  as  angry  and  for  exactly 
the  same  reason.  "Are  you  going  to  stop  me?" 


Kelly  stared  for  a  moment  at  the  enraged  Marine  who's 
entire  existence  had  died  just  hours  earlier.  "No  Garrett,"  she 
said  quietly.  "I  won't  do  anything  to  stop  you." 
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Midori  darted  nervously  in  and  out  of  her  mother's 
kitchen.  As  long  as  she  was  serving  the  guests,  she  was  able  to 
keep  her  mind  off  how  uncomfortable  she  felt  and  how  really 
uncomfortable  she  knew  Eric  had  to  be.  Midori  loved  Eric  for 
many  reasons,  not  the  least  of  which  was  his  patience. 


Midori's  small  family  had  become  aware  of  her  and  Eric's 
romance  and  as  the  months  went  by,  she  could  no  longer  come 
up  with  excuses  for  why  nobody  had  ever  been  given  the 
opportunity  to  meet  him. 


Of  course,  Midori  had  plenty  of  reasons  for  not  bringing 
him  by,  not  the  least  of  which  was  the  fact  that  Eric  was  married 
and  would  one  day  go  home  to  his  family.  This  fact  she  could 
never,  ever  reveal,  for  to  tell  her  family  would  be  to  dishonor 
them  all. 


This  reality  weighed  upon  the  soul  of  the  beautiful  young 
woman  and  she  had  done  her  best  not  to  think  of  the  day  when 
the  man  to  whom  she  had  given  her  heart  would  leave  her 
world  forever.  For  all  these  reasons,  Midori  Sasaki  had  avoided 
the  tradition  of  bringing  home  her  "intended"  as  it  was  still 
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practiced  in  traditional  Okinawan  homes.  Finally,  when  the 
pressure  had  gotten  too  great  to  delay  any  longer,  she 
nervously  asked  Eric  if  he  would  mind.  Of  course,  he  had 
been  wonderful  about  it. 

Midori's  small  home  was  filled  to  capacity.  Besides  she 
and  her  mother,  Midori's  older  brother  was  there  with  his  wife 
and  two  small  children.  Her  younger  brother,  who  was  not  yet 
married,  was  sitting  alone  at  the  western  style  kitchen  table,  his 
usual  place.  Both  sets  of  elderly  grandparents  were  also 
present.  It  had  been  her  grandmother  on  her  mother's  side,  who 
had  first  observed  Eric's  interest  in  her  in  that  Ramen 
restaurant  almost  nine  months  ago. 


As  difficult  as  this  day  was  for  Midori,  she  found  herself 
secretly  wishing  her  dad  could  have  also  been  there.  She  was 
just  a  child  when  he  died.  Nonetheless,  she  remembered  a 
great  deal  about  him,  his  warmth,  his  generosity,  his  patience, 
and  his  intense  love  for  her.  In  Eric,  Midori  saw  so  much  of  her 
father.  Yes,  she  very  much  wished  he  could  have  been  there. 
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Midori  looked  around  the  room  for  Eric  and  found  him 
sitting  cross-legged  on  the  floor.  A  small  teacup,  containing 
"Ocha,"  the  traditional  Japanese  tea  had  been  placed  on  the 
low  kutatsu  table  directly  in  front  of  him.  She  smiled  lovingly  at 
him  from  across  the  room.  He  waved  back  and  winced  a  little 
as  he  shifted  his  weight. 


For  Eric,  the  discomfort  was  mostly  physical.  He  had  sat 
cross-legged,  in  the  Japanese  style  many  times  before,  but 
never  for  this  long.  Due  to  the  uncomfortable  position,  his  legs 
had  been  numb  for  at  least  the  last  fifteen  minutes  and  Eric  was 
sure  that  due  to  the  extended  lack  of  blood  flow  to  his  lower 
limbs,  he  would  never  walk  again. 


As  he  looked  around  the  room,  he  could  see  Midori's 
relatives  occasionally  point  at  him  and  smile.  They  would  then 
whisper  among  themselves  and  smile  at  him  again. 

This  really  did  not  bother  him.  Eric  had  been  in  Japan 
long  enough  to  know  that  this  behavior  was  not  to  be 
considered  rude.  Quite  the  opposite,  it  showed  him  their 
genuine  interest  in  his  presence.  Nonetheless,  most  of  the 
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family  had  respectfully  kept  their  distance.  Even  on  Okinawa, 
the  home  of  tens  of  thousands  of  American  troops,  most 
Okinawans  did  not  have  much  opportunity  to  mix  with  the 
"Gai-jin,"  the  foreigners. 

That's  it,  Eric  thought.  If  I  do  not  get  up  and  stretch  my 
legs,  they're  going  to  have  to  carry  me  outta  here.  He  stood  up, 
shook  the  buzzing  from  his  legs,  and  started  towards  the 
kitchen,  where  a  few  minutes  earlier  he'd  seen  Midori  enter.  It 
was  starting  to  get  late  anyway  and  they  still  had  to  get  to  Sally 
and  Ann's  place. 


Eric  walked  past  an  old  woman  in  a  wheelchair.  She  had 
been  introduced  to  him  a  little  earlier  as  Midori's  paternal 
grandmother,  and  she  was  said  to  be  near  ninety.  As  he  walked 
past,  he  could  see  her  trying  to  say  something  to  the  family 
members  around  her  but  could  not  be  heard  over  the  noisy 
crowd.  Eric  stopped  next  to  the  old  woman  and  strained  to 
listen  to  her  words. 


"Nomo-tai,  desu,"  Eric  heard  the  old  woman  whisper 
to  anyone  that  could  hear  her.  She  was  thirsty. 


Page 


782 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Eric  leaned  down  and  touched  the  back  of  her  withered 
hand.  She  looked  up  into  his  eyes  as  the  Marine  gently  asked, 
"Obaachan,  nani-nomu  masu-ka?" 

Her  eyes  were  at  first  filled  with  surprise,  then  joy  at 
having  finally  been  heard.  "Coora,  onegai,  shi-masu?" 

"Hai!  Joto-omache,  O-kudasai,"  Eric  respectfully 
responded. 

Eric  walked  into  the  kitchen  and  found  Midori  scooping 
rice  out  of  an  electric  steamer.  "Hey  Midori,  can  you  get  me  a 
Coke  from  the  refrigerator?" 

"Sure  Eric,  but  wouldn't  you  rather  have  a  beer?"  She 
knew  him  well. 

"Oh,  it's  not  for  me,  its  for  your  grandma." 

"Obaachan?"  she  thought.  Midori  handed  Eric  a  can  of 
Coca-Cola  and  a  glass.  She  watched  as  he  carried  it  out  to  the 
living  room.  Midori  grabbed  her  mother's  arm  as  she  observed 
what  unfolded  next. 
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Eric  kneeled  down,  very  much  in  classic  Japanese  style, 
opened  the  soda,  and  poured  it  gently  into  the  glass,  which 
he  then  handed  to  Midori's  grandmother. 

"Doozo,"  he  offered. 

"Doomo,"  the  woman  smiled  and  lifted  the  glass  in  her 
shaking  hands  to  her  lips. 

Midori  covered  her  mouth  with  both  hands  and  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears  at  what  she  and  virtually  every  other  member  of 
her  family  had  just  witnessed.  She  was  still  speechless  when 
Eric  walked  back  into  the  kitchen. 


"Hey  Midori,  we  are  getting  late."  He  pointed  to  his  watch. 
"We  really  have  to  go." 

Every  eye  followed  the  couple  as  they  left  the  house. 
When  they  got  in  the  car,  Midori  leaned  over  and  kissed  Eric, 
knowing  for  sure  that  they  were  being  watched,  and  not  caring. 
She  kissed  him  for  a  long  time. 


Page 


784 


Pecaro’s  Year 


"What  was  that  for?"  Eric  was  a  little  surprised  at  her 
intensity.  He  then  saw  that  she  was  crying  and  asked,  "What 
did  I  do?" 

"You  will  never  know,"  she  whispered. 

The  drive  to  Ann's  apartment  was  silent.  Midori  was 
holding  Eric's  hand  tightly  and  would  periodically  bring  his 
hand  to  her  lips  and  then  gently  lower  it  into  her  lap. 

Ann  was  waiting  at  the  window  as  Eric  and  Midori  pulled 
into  the  parking  lot  below  the  apartment.  The  couple  climbed  the 
steps  and  Eric  found  the  apartment  door  open.  Even  before  he 
and  Midori  were  fully  in  the  door,  Ann  was  scolding  them  for 
being  late.  "What's  this?  The  lovebirds  finally  grace  us  with  their 
presence?  You  guys  stopped  for  a  'quickie'  on  the  way  over, 
didn't  you?" 


Eric  laughed,  "Ann,  the  word  'quickie'  has  never  been 
in  my  vocabulary." 
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Midori  immediately  dashed  across  the  room  and  sat  next 
to  Sally,  who  was  on  the  sofa  with  her  feet  up.  "Sally,  I  am 
sorry  about  Hashimoto-san.  I  liked  her  very  much." 

Sally  took  Midori's  hand.  "It's  okay  Midori,  her  dying  like 
that  knocked  the  wind  out  of  me,  but  I  am  doing  better  now, 
really." 


Midori  looked  at  Sally  questioningly. 

Now  it  was  Sally's  turn  to  laugh.  "Midori,  you  speak 
English  so  fluently,  that  sometimes  I  forget  it's  your  second 
language.  That  was  slang.  If  someone  'knocks  your  wind  out,'  it 
means  that  something  they  did  really  affected  you." 


Ann  interrupted,  "Who's  hungry?"  She  pointed  to  the 
complete  Mexican  dinner  waiting  on  the  table.  "Not  bad  for  a 
white  chick,  if  I  say  so  myself.  Now  sit  down  and  eat  this,  while 
I  dig  out  enough  antacids  for  everyone." 


"Why  is  she  is  giving  us  medicine?"  Midori  inquired  of  her 

lover. 
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"I  really  love  you  Midori."  Eric  meant  that  more  than  even 
he  could  possibly  understand. 


"Theodore,  you  must  help  me!  Sophia  Aguiar  pleaded. 
"My  mother  says  my  son  is  sick.  The  doctors  in  the  Philippines 
say  he  has  cancer.  If  we  can  get  him  here,  then  the  doctors  at 
the  Japanese  hospital  can  treat  him.  Please,  it  is  just  a  loan.  I 
PROMISE  I  will  pay  you  back!" 


"I'm  sorry  Sophia,  I  just  don't  have  it."  Theodore  Quinn 
looked  down  at  the  pathetic  woman  sitting  in  her  bed,  naked, 
except  for  the  dark  green  Marine  tee  shirt  he  had  allowed  her  to 
wear. 


"Theodore,  I  make  the  deposits  into  your  Japanese  bank 
accounts.  I  KNOW  you  have  much  more  than  I  need. 

PLEASE,  if  you  don't  loan  me  the  money,  then  he  will  die!" 


"Sophie,  that's  the  church's  money.  You  know  that." 
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"It  is  not  the  church's  money,  it  is  your  money.  I  see  the 
withdrawals  you  make.  If  it  were  the  church's  money,  then  you 
would  not  be  transferring  it  to  that  bank  in  the  states." 

Quinn  inhaled  sharply  and  looked  hard  at  the  whore  that 
he  was  fornicating  with  just  minutes  earlier.  He  wondered  how 
she  knew  about  the  transfers.  "Sophie,"  his  voice  was 
measured,  controlled.  "I  move  money  between  accounts 
because  that  is  part  of  keeping  the  church  solvent,  but  you 
wouldn't  know  of  such  things." 


"Theodore,  you  are  a  man  of  God,  a  man  of  charity. 
PLEASE,  I  will  do  anything  you  ask  of  me.  My  son  is  going  to 
DIE!"  She  wept  openly. 

"Sophia,  there  is  nothing  I  can  do." 

Sophia  jumped  out  of  bed  and  ran  to  the  closet.  She 
pushed  the  door  open,  revealing  a  score  of  expensive  tailor 
made  suits.  Most  were  made  of  either  silk  or  fine  linen.  There 
was  not  a  whole  lot  that  Sophia  claimed  to  know,  but  she  did 
know  clothes,  and  she  knew  the  cheapest  suit  in  that  closet 
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cost  him  well  over  six  hundred  dollars.  Theodore  Quinn  had 
purchased  every  one  of  them  in  the  last  six  months. 

Her  voice  grew  bitter.  "Theodore,  the  church  has  been 
good  to  you.  They  have  given  you  a  lot  of  money.  Still,  a  lot 
more  you  have  just  taken  without  your  elders  knowing.  This  I 
know,  and  I  have  never  said  anything  because  I  love  you."  Her 
eyes  narrowed,  "But  I  am  saying  something  now.  If  you  don't 
loan  me  the  money  I  need,  I  swear  that  I  will  tell  them.  I  will  tell 
them  everything!" 


She  did  not  remember  the  blow.  She  never  saw  it 
coming.  Sophia  did  remember  flying  backward  over  the  bed 
and  landing  face  down  on  the  floor,  between  the  bed  and  the 
wall.  She  remembered  tasting  her  own  salty  blood  as  she 
struggled  to  her  feet. 


Then  his  hands  were  around  her  throat.  It  was  all  slow 
motion,  like  a  dream.  He  was  squeezing  her  neck  tightly,  not 
allowing  her  to  breathe.  She  felt  the  back  of  her  head  being 
struck  repeatedly  against  her  painted  cinder  block  bedroom 
wall.  She  remembered  seeing  stars,  over,  and  over,  and  over. 
Then  she  went  to  sleep. 
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"Okay  Eric,  I  have  looked  through  the  entire  case."  Ann 
had  the  file  spread  across  her  coffee  table.  "The  good  news  is 
that  Ted  Quinn  has  not  had  as  much  involvement  in  this 
investigation  as  we  first  believed." 


"Well,  that  is  good  news,"  Eric  responded.  "What  parts  of 
the  case  has  he  been  involved  with?" 

"He  was  on  the  first  floor  of  the  crime  scene  on  the  first 
day.  We  all  saw  that.  However,  he  never  got  to  the  second 
floor.  He  did  come  back  the  next  day  and  assisted  in 
processing  both  floors,  which  we  did  unfortunately  allow  him 
to  do.  Luckily,  most  of  the  physical  evidence  had  already  been 
collected  by  the  time  he  came  back." 


Eric  interjected,  "You  know,  I  wondered  why  he  was 
offering  to  be  so  helpful.  This  guy  is  notorious  for  sending  other 
investigators  out  to  do  his  work."  He  looked  at  Ann 
apprehensively.  "What's  the  bad  news?" 
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"Eric,  the  bad  news  is  that  he  did  most  of  the 
neighborhood  canvassing  in  the  days  following  the  murder.  If 
he  is  guilty,  and  any  of  the  neighbors  told  him  anything,  then 
all  he  had  to  do  was  not  bother  to  pass  that  information  on.  Of 
course,  we  will  now  send  somebody  else  out.  Still,  you  know 
how  transient  military  populations  are." 


"Yeah,  I  know,"  Eric  agreed.  "Some  of  the  people  who 
were  living  in  the  neighborhood  will  be  gone  by  now.  That 
means  sending  leads  all  over  the  planet." 

"We  can  expedite  that."  Ann  Rees  was  starting  to  put  an 
investigative  plan  together.  "I'll  have  one  of  my  agents  contact 
base  housing  first  thing  Monday  morning.  Then  that  same 
agent  can  go  out  and  re-canvass  the  entire  housing  area. 

Maybe  he  can  turn  up  some  things  a  certain  gunny  did  not  want 
us  to  find  out  about." 


"Ann,  if  you  don't  mind,  let's  go  back  over  the  evidence 
collected  the  first  day,  the  material  he  could  not  have 
possibly  tainted." 
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Ann  grinned,  "Eric,  we  have  tons  of  that  stuff.  We  lifted 
fingerprints  from  all  over  the  bedroom  and  the  bathroom,  not 
to  mention  the  table  out  in  the  second  floor  hallway.  "We  have 
a  full  hand  print  on  the  wall  behind  the  table,  where  it  was 
obvious  the  assailant  braced  himself  while  he  slammed  Maria's 
head  into  the  corner  of  the  table.  We  have  hairs  and  fibers 
inconsistent  with  the  occupants  of  the  house  or  anybody  who 
processed  the  upstairs  crime  scene."  She  added,  "Then  we 
have  the  really  good  stuff." 


"I  know  what  you  mean."  Eric  had  also  been  going  over 
the  evidence.  "We  have  those  semen  smears  from  the  sheets 
and  the  fingerprints  on  the  plunger." 

"Eric,  if  Quinn  is  indeed  the  murderer,  then  we  already 
have  way  more  evidence  then  we  would  ever  need  to  slam 
dunk  the  son  of  a  bitch.  The  entire  faculty  of  the  Harvard  Law 
School  on  their  best  day  wouldn't  be  able  to  get  him  off.  Now 
how  do  you  propose  to  get  record  fingerprints  and  DNA 
samples  without  telling  the  man  he's  a  murder  suspect?" 

"I  have  given  that  a  lot  of  thought  Ann.  We  both  know  it's 
kind  of  hard  to  get  around  the  warrant  requirement  for  DNA 


Page 


792 


Pecaro’s  Year 


collection,  but  I  think  I  know  how  to  acquire  a  nice  set  of  current 
record  fingerprints." 

"This  I  want  to  hear,"  Ann  replied. 

"We  are  going  to  need  Sally's  help." 

"I'll  get  her."  Ann  walked  into  the  kitchen  where  Sally  and 
Midori  were  washing  the  last  of  the  dinner  dishes.  "Hey  Sally, 
we  need  you  in  here." 

Sally  looked  over  at  Midori.  "I'm  sorry  Midori,  do  you 
mind?" 


"It's  okay  Sally,  I'll  finish,"  Midori  offered. 

Sally  followed  her  roommate  into  the  living  room.  "What 
do  you  need,  Eric?" 

Eric  looked  coyly  at  the  off  duty  major  in  her 
Wranglers  and  western  shirt.  "Say  'Yes,'  Major  Mathis." 

"Naw,  forget  it,  last  time  I  did  that,  I  ended  up  having  to 
fight  off  a  drunk  F-16  pilot."  Sally  flashed  a  knowing  smile  at 
her  roommate. 

"This  won't  be  so  bad,  I  promise,"  Eric  replied.  "I 
understand  that  you  are  the  PMO  Security  Officer?" 
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"Yes,  that's  one  of  my  responsibilities.  I  have  to  make 
sure  that  anyone  who  has  a  security  clearance  is  up  to  date  on 
all  their  requirements." 

"And,  I  am  sure  that  Special  Agent  Rees  has  filled  you  in 
on  the  identity  of  the  suspect  we  have  developed  in  the  Schull 
Investigation?" 

Sally  again  looked  over  at  her  roommate.  "Yes,  what's 
going  on  Eric?" 

"Well  Major  Mathis,  I  regret  to  inform  you  that  as  the  Chief 
Investigator,  I  have  been  derelict  in  my  duties.  One  of  my 
investigators  is  overdue  for  his  five-year  update  on  his  Special 
Background  Investigation  and  I  have  neglected  thus  far  to  send 
him  to  go  see  you  about  it.  Now,  I  understand  that  fingerprints 
are  required  for  the  routine  background  check?" 


Sally  was  confused.  "Well,  not  usually,  not  for  a  simple 
SBI'  five  year  update.  We  typically  have  the  prints  already  on 
file."  She  wondered  why  Eric  was  looking  at  her  so  strangely, 
and  then  it  dawned  on  her.  She  broke  into  an  evil  grin.  "Then 
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again  Top,  a  truly  complete  background  package  would  have  to 
include  two  recent  fingerprint  cards." 

"That's  what  I  thought,  Major." 

Sally  now  fully  comprehended  where  the  conversation 
was  going.  "You  know,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro,  I  do  believe  I 
will  need  to  see  Gunny  Quinn  in  my  office  at  0800,  Monday." 

"Yes  Ma'am,"  Eric  smiled  at  his  deputy  provost  marshal  "I 
will  make  sure  that  he  is  there." 

"You  do  that  Top,"  Sally  smiled,  "Now  I  need  a  beer." 

Just  as  she  said  that,  Midori  placed  a  tray  with  four  cold 
bottles  on  the  coffee  table.  Sally  looked  at  the  tray  in  disbelief 
as  if  her  wish  alone  had  made  it  mysteriously  materialize.  "Eric, 
if  you  do  not  marry  this  girl,  I  will." 


Sophia  opened  her  eyes  then  swallowed  hard  to  keep 
from  throwing  up.  The  room  was  spinning  as  she  struggled  to 
lift  her  head.  She  coughed  and  gasped  for  breath  as  she  slowly 
sat  up.  She  looked  around;  he  was  gone. 
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Her  head  hurt,  bad.  Sophia  reached  around  and  touched 
the  back  of  her  head,  then  looked  at  her  hand.  It  was  covered 
in  her  blood,  as  was  the  floor  under  her.  She  closed  her  eyes, 
leaned  back  against  the  blood-smeared  wall,  and  thanked  God 
for  her  life.  She  then  struggled  onto  the  bed,  where  she  found  a 
note.  It  was  from  him. 


"Sophia,  everything  you  believe  is  wrong.  I  have 
never  taken  a  dime  that  did  not  belong  to  me.  I  am  sorry 
to  have  hurt  you,  but  you  provoked  me.  You  would  not 
listen  to  the  truth.  Now  I  ask  you  not  to  tell  anyone  what 
happened  today,  but  I  cannot  force  you.  However,  I 
remind  you  that  you  are  a  fugitive  in  Japan  and  if  the 
authorities  find  out  about  you,  you  will  definitely  be 
deported,  and  you  will  never  be  able  to  help  your  son. 
THINK  ABOUT  IT." 


Sophia  folded  up  the  note  and  placed  it  in  her  handbag  as 
the  room  continued  to  gyrate  around  her.  She  opened  her  night 
table  drawer  and  pulled  out  a  flyer  from  the  Naval  Criminal 
Investigative  Service.  She  read  the  promise  again. 
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"Twenty-five  thousand  dollars  for  information  leading 
to  the  arrest  and  successful  prosecution  of  the  person(s) 
responsible  for  the  death  of  Maria  Schull. " 

Sophia  folded  the  flyer  and  carefully  placed  it  too  into 
her  handbag.  She  then  picked  up  the  telephone  and  called  for 
a  taxi.  Sophia  could  feel  the  blood  still  streaming  down  her 
back.  She  knew  that  she  needed  to  get  to  a  hospital  right 
away. 


For  Eric,  the  ride  home  from  Ann's  was  very  much  like  the 
ride  there.  Midori  spoke  little,  but  held  his  hand  in  hers  and 
leaned  against  him  as  he  drove.  Every  now  and  then,  she  ran 
her  fingers  through  his  hair  and  smiled  lovingly  from  her  place 
beside  him. 


Eric  barely  had  the  door  open  to  the  barracks  room, 
before  Midori  grabbed  the  front  of  his  shirt,  locked  her  lips  onto 
his,  and  pushed  him  through  the  open  doorway.  They  fell  into 
the  room  as  if  lashed  together  and  desperately  immersed  in  a 
fight  to  the  death.  They  tumbled  into  bed,  with  Midori  landing 
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on  top.  Eric  easily  rolled  the  young  woman  onto  her  back  and 
kissed  her  forcefully  as  he  cradled  her  beautiful  face  in  his 
hands.  He  started  to  unbutton  her  blouse  but  stopped  when  he 
saw  her  deep,  haunting  eyes  drowning  in  tears. 

"What's  wrong  Midori?" 

"There  is  nothing  wrong,"  she  whispered. 

"But  then  why  are  you  crying?" 

She  reached  up  and  touched  the  face  of  the  most 
wonderful  man  in  the  world.  "Eric  my  love,  twice  now  you  have 
honored  my  family  and  in  doing  so  have  proven  to  them,  your 
love  for  me.  I  know  that  we  cannot  be  together  much  longer, 
but  I  will  always  belong  to  you." 


Eric  started  to  respond,  but  as  hard  as  he  searched,  could 
not  find  the  words.  Midori  saw  the  struggle  in  his  eyes,  smiled 
softly,  and  put  her  finger  to  his  lips.  "Shhh,  don't  say  anything, 
just  make  love  to  me.  I  need  to  join  my  soul  with  yours,  if  just 
for  a  little  while  longer." 
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"Gunny  Quinn,"  Major  Mathis  began.  "I  have  been 
reviewing  my  records  and  it  seems  to  me  that  you  SBI  is 
expired.  You  are  overdue  for  your  five  year  update."  She  sized 
up  the  sweaty  man  standing  in  front  of  her  desk.  She  never  did 
like  him.  "Now,  take  this  application  and  these  fingerprint  cards 
and  start  your  processing.  You  have  thirty  days  to  get  this 
document  back  to  me." 


"But  Ma'am,"  Quinn  smirked.  Obviously  this  stupid 
woman  doesn't  know  that  I'm  not  planning  to  be  around  that 
long,  "I  have  a  package  in  for  early  rotation.  I  won't  be  in 
Okinawa  long  enough  to  finish  this.  Don't  worry  though,  I  can 
complete  it  when  I  get  back  to  Beaufort." 


The  dumb  bastard  took  the  bait,  Sally  thought.  She  then 
made  a  good  show  of  fumbling  through  some  papers  on  her 
desk.  "You  know,  you're  right.  I'm  sorry.  Well  Gunny,  here's  the 
problem.  You  count  against  my  stats',  and  I  can't  have  you 
leaving  here  needing  this  update.  Therefore,  I  can  only  give  you 
seventy-two  hours  to  get  this  package  back  to  me." 

Dumbfounded,  Quinn  stared  silently  at  the  major. 
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"And  by  the  way,"  she  added.  "I  need  to  get  the 
fingerprint  cards  from  you  before  lunch.  You  are  dismissed." 

By  the  time  Ted  Quinn  walked  down  to  the  CID  office,  he 
was  furious.  He  stormed  into  the  office  of  the  Chief  Investigator 
and  threw  his  SBI  update  package  on  Eric  Pecaro's  desk.  Eric 
looked  up  from  the  report  he  was  reviewing. 


"Problem,  Ted?" 

"Top,  this  is  just  plain  wrong!  The  major  wants  me  to 
complete  this  entire  SBI  in  the  next  three  days  when  I  could  just 
as  easily  do  it  when  I  get  back  to  South  Carolina." 

"Yeah,  I'm  sorry  Ted,  she  mentioned  it  to  me  this 
morning.  I  tried  to  tell  her  the  same  thing,  but  she  insisted.  I 
guess  it  somehow  reflects  on  her  if  she  fails  to  update  your 
security  clearance  when  it's  due.  I'll  give  you  some  extra  time 
to  get  it  done  if  you  need  it." 


"It's  not  the  time  factor  Top,"  Quinn  worked  to 
suppress  his  anger.  "Oh,  never  mind,  I'll  do  it.  She  even 
wants  fingerprint  cards." 
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"Yes  I  know,  she  told  me.  Don't  worry  though;  Sergeant 
Bressette  is  in  the  office  this  morning.  I'm  sure  she  would  be 
happy  to  roll  your  prints." 

"Sergeant  Bressette?  Top,  don't  you  remember?  I  just 
rolled  her  prints  when  she  was  apprehended  for  Indecent 
Assault!" 

"Well  then  good,  she  owes  you  a  favor.  I'm  sorry  Ted,  she 
is  the  only  investigator  in  the  office  and  I  promised  the  major 
you  would  get  your  SBI  done."  Eric  picked  up  the  phone  and 
pushed  Bressette's  intercom  number.  "Sergeant  Bressette,  can 
you  come  in  here  a  minute?" 


Kelly  Bressette  was  in  the  office  in  less  than  ten 
seconds.  "Yes,  Top?" 

"Kelly,  can  you  do  Gunny  Quinn  a  favor  and  roll  his 
prints?  He  needs  an  update  for  his  security  clearance." 


Sergeant  Bressette  looked  at  her  chief  investigator 
oddly.  He  smiled  and  winked  at  her.  Gunny  Quinn  was  far  too 
angry  to  notice  any  of  it.  He  picked  up  his  red  FBI  fingerprint 
cards  and  grudgingly  followed  the  sergeant  out  of  the  office. 
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Kelly  took  Quinn's  cards  and  placed  the  first  into  the 
specially  constructed  holder.  She  then  opened  the  inkpad  and 
grabbed  Quinn's  right  hand.  It  made  her  sick  to  even  touch 
him.  She  silently  rolled  each  of  his  fingers  first  onto  the  pad 
and  then  into  the  corresponding  box  on  the  fingerprint  card. 


Quinn  broke  the  silence.  "Interesting  turn  of  events,  isn't 
it  Sergeant  Bressette?" 

"I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  Gunny." 

"You  know,  first  I  print  you,  then  a  few  days  later, 
you  print  me." 

"Yeah,  I  see  what  you  mean." 

"Of  course,"  Quinn  added.  "When  I  rolled  your  prints,  you 
were  under  military  apprehension  at  the  time." 

It  took  everything  Kelly  Bressette  had  not  to  break  the 
finger  she  had  just  rolled  across  the  paper  card.  "Well  Gunny, 
the  person  who  made  the  accusation  turned  out  to  be  a  big 
phony."  She  looked  into  his  eyes  and  added,  "Just  like  you." 
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Five  minutes  later,  Sergeant  Bressette  was  in  her  chief 
investigators  office.  The  door  was  closed  and  she  was  livid. 
"Top,  what  the  hell  was  that?  I  trusted  you.  I  told  you  what  he 
did  to  me  and  you  'handled'  it  by  making  me  roll  his  fingerprints, 
so  he  could  KEEP  his  security  clearance?" 


"Kelly,"  Eric  looked  across  his  desk  and  into  the  eyes 
of  the  very  pretty  and  very  angry  young  woman.  "Do  you 
trust  me?" 

"Top,  that's  not  the  point!" 

"Do  you  TRUST  me?" 

"Yes,  I  do,"  she  admitted. 

"Then  trust  me  now.  There  are  reasons  why  I  had  you 
roll  those  prints  and  I  cannot  discuss  those  reasons  with  you 
now.  I  promise  that  I  will  tell  you  after  you  come  back  from 
California." 


That's  right,  Kelly  thought  to  herself.  The  plane  with  Lori's 
body  leaves  tonight.  "Top,  I'm  sorry,  you  know  that  I  trust  you." 
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"Good,"  Eric  smiled  warmly  at  his  apprentice.  "Now  take 
the  rest  of  the  day  off.  You  will  need  the  time  in  order  to  make 
the  final  preparations  to  take  Corporal  Hashimoto  home." 


"Mrs.  Dossin,  are  you  sure  about  that  car?" 

Special  Agent  Larry  Miles  stood  on  the  doorstep  of  the 
Schull's  next-door  neighbor.  He  was  writing  in  a  small 
notebook  and  trying  to  balance  his  oversized  black  nylon 
umbrella  at  the  same  time.  The  rain  poured  down  around  him, 
soaking  the  back  of  his  jacket  and  the  bottoms  of  his  trouser 
legs. 


"Yes  Sir,  I  sure  am.  I  remember  that  typhoon  as  if  it  were 
yesterday.  How  could  I  not?  It  was  my  first  typhoon  on  the 
island  and  it  happened  on  the  night  my  next-door  neighbor  got 
murdered.  You  know  that  doesn't  happen  around  here 
everyday." 


She  has  a  point,  Miles  thought. 
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"I  was  out  walking  my  dog  about  ten  thirty  that  night.  The 
storm  was  already  going  full  force,  but  when  the  dog  gotta 
go..."  she  smiled.  "Anyway,  we  get  out  in  front  of  the  Schull's 
house  and  there's  this  big  black  car,  bigger  than  most 
Americans  drive.  It  looked  like  the  kind  of  car  that  the  rich 
Japanese  businessmen  drive  around  in.  The  reason  I  remember 
the  car  so  well,  was  that  the  last  two  numbers  on  the  license 
plate  were  63.  That  happens  to  be  the  year  I  was  born." 


"And  you  said  that  you  have  already  given  this 
information  to  someone?"  Ken  had  to  make  sure. 

"Yes,  the  very  next  day  I  gave  the  information  to  someone 
from  CID.  I  don't  remember  his  name,  but  he  was  sort  of  chunky 
and  was  balding.  You  know  how  some  guys  will  comb  the  last 
ten  strands  of  hair  across  the  top  of  their  head  and  try  to  make 
it  look  like  more?" 


"Yes,  I  know  what  you  mean,"  Miles  said.  I  also  know 
whom  you  mean,  he  thought  to  himself. 
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Kelly  Bressette  piloted  the  rented  Ford  Taurus  north  on 
State  Highway  101,  towards  Ventura,  California,  one  of  the 
coastal  towns  that  dot  the  seashore  northwest  of  Los  Angeles. 
Corporal  Garrett  Stephens  read  off  the  printed  directions  he 
held  in  his  hands  and  compared  it  to  the  map  provided  by  the 
rental  car  agency. 


Neither  Marine  had  ever  been  in  California  before,  but 
neither  were  they  particularly  concerned  with  finding  their 
destination.  Marines  after  all,  are  taught  to  read  maps. 
Ultimately,  finding  Ventura  was  not  a  problem.  It  was  locating 
the  Hashimoto  house  that  presented  a  little  more  of  a 
challenge. 


Finally,  after  approximately  an  hour  of  driving  back  and 
forth  and  in  circles  around  the  city  streets,  Garrett  shouted, 
"Stop!"  He  pointed  to  a  large  house  at  the  top  of  a  long  winding 
driveway.  "There,  up  there.  Stop  the  car." 


Kelly  pulled  the  car  over  to  the  curb.  She  and  Garrett  got 
out  and  stood  outside  the  large,  wrought  iron  gate. 
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"Welcome  to  the  Castle  Hashimoto,"  Kelly  said  as  she 
stared  in  amazement  at  the  mansion  at  the  end  of  the  drive. 

"Looks  more  like  Graceland,"  Garrett  responded.  "Hey, 
you  think  anyone  has  seen  Elvis  around  here?" 

Kelly  pushed  the  button  on  the  gate  and  identified  herself 
to  the  voice  that  answered.  A  moment  later,  they  heard  a 
buzzing  sound  and  the  gate  swung  open. 

Mrs.  Nancy  Hashimoto  was  a  poised  and  gracious 
hostess  who  attended  to  the  needs  of  her  guests.  She  sat  on 
the  sofa  across  from  the  Marines  in  their  "Modified  Blues" 
uniforms  and  talked  of  Lori's  life  growing  up  in  the  successful 
West  Coast  town.  She  spoke  of  how  she  had  talked  her 
husband,  Doctor  Barry  Hashimoto,  DDS,  into  relocating  his 
thriving  Orthodontist  practice  from  LA,  to  Ventura  over  twenty 
years  earlier,  to  provide  a  safer  environment  for  Lori.  "Barry," 
she  explained,  "is  Ni-se.'" 


The  Marines  looked  at  her. 
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"Ni-se  stands  for  a  second-generation  Japanese- 
American,"  she  explained.  "When  we  got  married  we  knew  that 
Barry  would  have  to  tolerate  some  consternation  from  his 
family.  You  see  they  would  have  preferred  that  he  marry  a 
Japanese  girl." 


Garrett  looked  at  the  beautiful  woman,  auburn  hair  with 
freckles  and  green  eyes.  She  is  definitely  not  Japanese,  he 
thought. 

"We  met  at  college  and  got  married  almost  right  away. 
Of  course,  once  our  little  Lori  came  along,  well,  Barry's  family 
quickly  came  around  to  our  point  of  view."  Nancy's  steady 
voice  cracked  for  the  first  time.  "I  loved  Lori  more  than 
anything.  I  loved  her  so  much.  We  even  tried  to  have  more 
children." 


"How  come  you  didn't?"  Garrett  asked  gently. 

"Unfortunately,  I  did  not  carry  Lori  well  and  the  doctors 
had  warned  me  against  ever  becoming  pregnant  again.  They 
recommended  sterilization.  It  was  the  most  painful  decision  I 
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ever  had  to  make,  but  Barry  convinced  me  to  do  it.  He  was  so 
afraid  of  losing  me." 

"What  was  she  like?"  Garrett  whispered. 

"She  was  sweet,  and  quiet,  and  very  intelligent.  I  always 
had  such  dreams  for  her." 

"Did  she  date?"  Kelly  wanted  to  know. 

Nancy  looked  at  the  female  sergeant  with  surprise.  "No," 
she  whispered.  "She  never  once  brought  a  boy  home." 

"And  this  didn't  concern  you?" 

Garrett  shot  a  look  at  Kelly.  He  knew  that  tone  of  voice. 
For  some  reason,  Sergeant  Bressette  wasn't  going  to  let  it  go. 

"Of  course  it  concerned  me,"  Nancy  answered.  "In  fact,  I 
brought  that  up  to  my  husband  on  several  occasions.  Barry 
didn't  think  that  it  was  really  a  problem  though.  He  was 
concerned  that  teenage  boys  were  only  after  one  thing 
anyway."  Nancy  looked  over  the  uniformed  visitors.  She  had  a 
question  of  her  own.  "Excuse  me,  but  what  would  make  a 
pretty,  young  girl  join  the  Marine  Corps?  I  don't  mean  anything 
by  that.  It's  just  that  I  was  devastated  the  day  that  Lori  came 
home  and  announced  that  she  had  joined.  I  mean  there  had 
been  no  warning." 
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"People  join  for  many  reasons,  Mrs.  Hashimoto,"  Kelly 
stared  into  the  eyes  of  the  beautiful  socialite.  "Sometimes  they 
are  trying  to  escape." 

Nancy's  voice  cracked  again,  "I  cried  that  night  and 
begged  Lori  to  reconsider,  or  at  least  to  tell  me  why  she  had 
done  such  a  radical  thing." 

"Did  she  tell  you?"  Garrett  inquired. 

"No,  Lori  never  did  answer  me." 

Kelly  decided  it  was  time  to  push  the  envelope  a  little. 
"Nancy,  I  feel  that  I  should  tell  you  that  Lori  and  I  were  very 
close." 


"Yes,  I  can  tell." 

"And  she  told  me  a  lot  about  her  life  here.  She  shared 
with  me  many  of  her  personal  and  intimate  reasons  for  wanting 
to  leave  this  place  and  enlist  in  the  Marine  Corps."  Kelly  waited, 
for  she  half  expected  that  Lori's  mother  would  have  jumped  at 
the  opportunity  to  learn  more  about  her  daughter's  decisions 
and  surely  would  have  pressed  her  for  more  details.  After  all, 
the  woman  had  just  lost  her  only  child.  Instead,  it 
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became  obvious  that  Mrs.  Hashimoto  was  suddenly  having 
some  difficulty  looking  back  at  her. 

"Would  you  two  like  some  tea?"  Nancy  asked,  and  then 
quickly  left  the  room  to  retrieve  the  refreshments. 

"That's  a  pretty  classy  lady,"  Garrett  observed. 

"She  knows  that  he  was  molesting  Lori,"  Kelly 
replied.  "And  she  is  wondering  how  much  we  know." 

"That's  sick!"  Garrett  whispered.  "How  could  she  know? 
There's  no  way  she  knew.  If  she  did,  why  wouldn't  she  do 
something,  tell  somebody?" 

Kelly  leaned  back  and  rubbed  the  bridge  of  her  nose,  just 
like  her  boss.  She  looked  tiredly  at  the  junior  Marine.  "What, 
and  send  her  husband  to  prison?  Cost  him  his  practice  and  his 
clients  who  are  probably  mostly  children?  You  want  her  to  lose 
this  big  fine  house,  the  rocks  on  her  fingers,  the  Jaguar  in  the 
driveway?  No,  Mrs.  Hashimoto  has  every  intention  on  taking 
this  ugly  little  family  secret  to  her  grave." 


Page 


811 


Pecaro’s  Year 


Special  Agent  Larry  Miles  was  ecstatic  as  he  burst 
through  his  ASAC's  door.  "Ann,  we  ran  a  registration  check 
through  the  Japanese  Department  of  Motor  Vehicles  and 
confirmed  that  Theodore  Quinn  has  a  black  four-door  Toyota 
Crown  registered  in  his  name.  His  license  plate  number  is," 
he  looked  at  the  file.  "Okinawa  56  Y  19-63.  Looks  like  a  hit  to 
me." 


Eric  Pecaro  looked  at  the  yellow  sticky  note  on  his  folder. 
He  had  driven  past  the  church  and  wrote  down  Quinn's  plate 
number.  "Yes,  that  is  what  I  have  here.  Hey,  just  for  'shits  and 
giggles,'  how  many  cars  like  his?" 


"In  Okinawa?"  Larry  was  one  step  ahead.  "The 
registration  check  came  up  with  sixty  four  big  body  Toyotas, 
forty  large  Nissans,  and  an  additional  hundred  or  so  assorted 
Mazdas,  Mitsubishis,  and  Hondas  that  have  the  number  "63" 
somewhere  on  their  license  plates." 


Eric  knew  that  would  be  an  important  bone  of  contention 
at  trial.  After  all,  there  are  almost  two  hundred  cars  in  Okinawa 
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with  a  63  somewhere  on  their  license  plate.  Nevertheless,  how 
many  would  have  had  any  reason  to  be  on  a  secured  Marine 
Corps  installation  during  a  major  typhoon? 

Ann  Rees  looked  up  from  the  FAX  she  was  reading  from 
the  Naval  Criminal  Investigative  Service  Regional  Activity 
(NCISRA),  Cherry  Point,  North  Carolina.  "Eric,  you  might  want 
to  look  at  this."  She  handed  the  paper  to  the  CID  Chief 
Investigator. 


Eric  read  the  Investigative  Activity  (IA)  report  and  handed 
it  back  to  the  ASAC.  "Ann,  it's  time  to  brief  the  provost 
marshal." 

"I  agree  Eric."  She  knew  that  they  could  not  keep  the 
investigation  "close  hold"  much  longer.  After  all  the  IA  had 
reported  the  results  of  the  interview  of  Lance  Corporal 
Todd  Browning  who  had  been  the  MP  on  duty  at  the  Staff 
NCO  housing  area  gate  on  the  night  of  the  typhoon. 


Todd  had  since  transferred  to  Cherry  Point  but  had 
remembered  quite  a  bit  about  his  tour  in  Okinawa.  Among  the 
things  he  definitively  recalled,  was  Gunny  Quinn  driving  into  the 
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housing  area  at  about  2100,  the  night  of  the  typhoon.  He  was 
sure  of  this  because  he  had  wondered  what  CID  was  doing 
driving  around  during  a  major  tropical  storm. 

Eric  picked  up  the  receiver  on  Ann's  desk  and  punched 
the  numbers  into  the  phone.  He  listened  as  the  soft,  pretty 
voice,  answered. 

"Provost  Marshal's  Office.  How  may  I  help  you?" 

"Hi,  Midori." 

"Hey  Baby,  I  miss  you."  Midori  whispered. 

Eric  looked  behind  him  at  the  two  women  who  knew 
about  the  girl  on  the  phone  and  the  young  man  who  did  not.  "Is 
Colonel  Kawalski  there?" 

Midori  sensed  that  he  could  not  talk  openly.  "Yes,  of 
course,  just  a  minute." 

Eric  spoke  for  a  few  minutes  to  the  provost  marshal 
then  turned  to  the  other  investigators  in  the  room.  "He  will  be 
available  in  about  thirty  minutes." 

C.B.  Kawalski  was  getting  ready  to  go  P.T  when  the 
investigators  walked  in.  He  was  in  his  Marine  issued  green 
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nylon  shorts  and  was  just  pulling  on  his  FBI  National 
Academy  tee  shirt  as  Ann  Rees  walked  in  with  Eric  Pecaro  and 
Larry  Miles. 

"Nice  'pecks'  Chuck,"  Ann  smiled. 

Kawalski  could  be  accused  of  many  things.  Shy  was  not 
one  of  them.  Since  he  had  put  in  his  retirement  package,  he 
had  become  even  less  politically  correct.  "Thank  you  little 
lady,"  he  smiled  back.  "I've  been  working  on  my  buttocks  too, 
wanna  see?" 


"That's  okay  Chuck,"  she  laughed.  "I'm  afraid  that  I 
wouldn't  be  able  to  pay  attention  to  my  own  briefing." 

The  provost  marshal  invited  the  investigators  to  sit 
down  and  called  into  the  next  office  for  Major  Mathis  to  come 
in  and  participate.  Sally  walked  in  sat  in  her  usual  place  at  the 
end  of  the  couch. 


"All  right  Ann,"  the  colonel  began.  "You  got  the  floor." 

Kawalski  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  put  his  feet  up  on 
the  desk  as  he  listened  to  Ann  Rees  and  Eric  Pecaro  lay  out 
how  they'd  identified  Gunny  Quinn  as  the  most  probable 
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suspect  in  the  murder  of  Maria  Schull.  After  Ann  summed  up 
the  last  of  the  information,  Kawalski  looked  over  at  his  chief 
investigator.  "And  Top,  your  reason  for  not  briefing  me  earlier, 
was?" 

Eric  knew  this  question  was  going  to  come  up  and  he  was 
ready.  "Sir,  you  know  that  Quinn  and  I  have  not  always  had  the 
best  of  relationships.  I  needed  to  be  pretty  damn  sure  before  I 
came  to  you.  Otherwise,  it  could  be  said  that  I  let  my  personal 
feelings  color  my  judgement." 


"Top,"  replied  the  colonel.  "I  am  sure  that  you  could  never 
be  accused  of  that."  He  sat  up  abruptly  in  his  chair.  "Shit,  I  just 
thought  about  how  Gunny  Quinn  sat  in  that  very  spot  and 
ranted  over  how  Sergeant  Bressette  and  Corporal  Hashimoto 
had  'Violated  all  the  laws  of  God,'  and  they  were  'Going  to  hell,' 
and  all  that  shit.  Now  it  seems  the  fucker  was  standing  there 
with  blood  on  his  hands  and  lecturing  me  on  sin."  He  turned 
towards  his  deputy  provost  marshal.  "Hey  Major  Mathis,  do  me 
a  favor  and  call  the  Chaplain  after  this  meeting." 


"Sure  thing  sir,  may  I  ask  why?"  Sally  was  puzzled. 
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"I  need  to  find  out  if  murdering  another  Marine's  wife  is 
still  considered  a  violation  of  the  Lord's  'Ten  General  Orders." 

Everyone  in  the  room  smiled  cautiously.  It  was  often 
hard  to  tell  when  the  colonel  was  joking.  His  next  statement 
was  no  joke.  "By  the  way,  you  have  a  little  less  time  on  this 
than  you  might  have  thought." 


"Why  is  that,  Colonel?"  Eric  inquired. 

"I  have  the  approval  for  the  gunny's  early  rotation  here 
on  my  desk.  He  flies  out  in  a  week." 

The  investigators  looked  at  each  other. 

"Sir,"  Eric  asked.  "Is  there  any  way  we  could  get  that 
rescinded?" 

"Not  without  Quinn  being  formally  charged.  You  have  a 
week."  Kawalski  then  got  up  from  behind  his  desk  and  said,  "If 
you  all  will  excuse  me,  I  need  to  go  for  a  run  and  sweat  out  the 
beer  and  hot  wings  I  over  consumed  last  night." 
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After  Kawalski  left  the  office,  Ann  looked  at  Eric  and 
asked,  "Do  you  think  your  friend  at  the  crime  lab  could  expedite 
the  fingerprint  comparisons?" 

"Ann,  I  don't  even  think  they  have  received  Quinn's  record 
prints  in  the  mail  yet." 

The  ensuing  silence  was  suddenly  broken  by  the  sound  of 
a  pager  going  off.  Pagers  started  instantly  appearing  from 
pockets  and  bags. 

"It's  mine,"  Ann  proclaimed.  She  then  walked  over  to  the 
colonel's  desk  and  made  a  telephone  call.  As  she  talked  on  the 
telephone,  she  scribbled  a  few  notes  into  a  pad  that  she'd 
pulled  from  her  purse,  and  then  hung  up. 


"I  have  to  drive  up  to  the  Camp  Hansen  office.  There  is 
some  woman  waiting  to  see  me."  She  looked  at  Eric.  "She 
purports  to  have  information  the  Schull  murder  case." 

"Who  is  she?"  Eric  asked. 

"I  never  heard  of  her  before,"  Ann  replied.  "She  says  her 
name  is  Sophia  Aguiar." 
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Sergeant  Bressette  looked  at  her  watch  and  frowned. 
"Corporal  Stephens  we  must  go." 

Garrett  knew  why.  It  was  late  and  they  still  had  to  check 
with  the  burial  detail  out  of  Camp  Pendleton.  They  also  needed 
to  get  to  the  funeral  home  that  should  have  taken  delivery  of 
Lori's  body  by  now.  The  burial  was  scheduled  for  1400  the  next 
day  and  there  was  still  a  lot  to  do. 


Just  as  the  Marines  stood  to  leave,  a  tall,  middle-aged 
Asian  man  came  in  the  front  door.  He  immediately  approached 
Corporal  Stephens  and  held  out  his  hand.  "Hi!  I'm  Barry 
Hashimoto.  I  heard  that  the  Marine  Corps  was  sending  an  honor 
guard  back  with  Lori's  body.  Thank  you  so  very  much  for  taking 
the  time  to  come  here  and  do  this."  He  then  addressed 
Sergeant  Bressette.  "And  who  is  this  pretty  girl?" 


Garrett  Stephens  immediately  dropped  Hashimoto's 
"dead  fish"  handshake.  "Sir,  this  is  Sergeant  Bressette  and 
since  she  is  the  senior  Marine  present,  you  should  be 
addressing  her." 
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"And  what's  your  first  name,  Honey?"  Hashimoto  held  out 
his  hand  for  her  to  take. 

Kelly  had  to  actively  fight  the  desire  to  punch  the 
condescending  fucker's  lights  out.  "The  first  name  is 
Sergeant,'  Sir,  and  we  are  not  the  burial  detail,  we  are  the 
casualty  assistance  team.  We  have  been  dispatched  here  to 
help  you  with  your  'grief  and  to  assist  with  final  arrangements. 

I  will  have  a  series  of  documents  for  you  and  you  wife  to  fill  out 
tomorrow,  after  the  funeral.  Now,  if  you  will  excuse  us  Sir, 
there  is  much  that  Corporal  Stephens  and  I  have  to  do  to 
prepare."  She  addressed  Lori's  mother.  "Thank  you  for  your 
hospitality  Ma'am.  We  will  see  you  at  the  services  tomorrow." 


Barry  Hashimoto  followed  the  Marines  to  the  door.  Once 
he  was  sure  that  they  were  out  of  earshot  of  his  wife,  he  asked, 
"I  understand  that  Marines  have  a  certain  amount  of  life 
insurance  and  I,  we,  were  wondering." 


Kelly  looked  over  at  Garrett.  His  fists  were  clenched  and 
the  color  had  drained  from  his  face.  She  answered,  "Sir,  your 
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daughter  had  two  hundred  thousand  dollars  in  Serviceman's 
Group  Life  Insurance.  We  will  provide  the  documents  to  you, 
tomorrow." 

"Any  idea  how  long  it  generally  takes?" 

The  walls  of  the  room  started  to  twist,  like  one  of  the 
impressionist  paintings  Kelly  studied  before  she  quit  college 
to  join  the  Corps.  She  steadied  herself,  took  a  deep  breath, 
and  responded  slowly.  "Sir,  I  really  don't  know  the  answer  to 
that  question.  I  will  try  and  find  out  and  let  you  know 
tomorrow.  Now,  I'm  sorry  Sir,  but  the  corporal  and  I  are  late. 
We  really  must  go." 


Neither  spoke  during  the  thirty-minute  ride  to  their  hotel. 
As  Kelly  pulled  into  the  parking  lot  and  shut  off  the  engine,  she 
turned  to  Corporal  Stephens.  "Garrett,  I  hate  that  bastard  for 
what  he  did  to  Lori.  I  don't  think  I  can  look  at  him  tomorrow  or 
ever  again.  I  don't  know  if  I  can  even  be  in  the  same  room." 


Garrett  stared  out  the  windshield.  His  eyes  were  a 
thousand  miles  away.  "Lori  and  I  had  talked  a  lot  about  what  it 
would  be  like  to  fly  back  here  together.  We  planned  to  sit  next 
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to  each  other  on  the  plane  and  get  drunk  out  of  those  little 
plastic  bottles."  He  smiled  for  a  moment.  "Then  we  were  gonna 
wait  until  the  plane  got  dark  and  then  fool  around  under  one  of 
them  stupid  little  blue  airline  blankets."  He  looked  at  the  pretty 
sergeant  in  her  dress  uniform  and  fought  back  the  tears  with 
everything  he  had.  "I  guess  that  she  and  I  still  flew  home 
together,  only  I  had  never  thought  that  she  would  be  flying 
home  as  'baggage'  in  the  cargo  hold  under  my  feet." 

Kelly  reached  over  and  hugged  her  companion  for  several 
minutes.  She  then  pulled  the  lever  to  open  the  trunk  and 
ordered,  "Check  your  shit  into  the  hotel,  Corporal.  Then  you 
can  consider  yourself  ordered  to  the  hotel  bar,  effective  1730 
hours." 


"Aye-aye,  Sergeant."  He  managed  a  tiny  smile. 

The  bartender  laughed  a  little  to  himself  as  he  served  his 
two  colorful  and  increasingly  intoxicated  guests.  He  had  spent 
four  years  in  the  Corps  and  had  always  regretted  leaving.  He 
slid  two  more  drinks  down  the  bar  to  his  Marine  friends,  "On 
the  house." 
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"Can  you  believe  that  mother  fucker?"  Corporal  Stephens 
was  furious.  It  had  been  almost  five  hours  since  their 
conversation  with  Barry  Hashimoto  and  the  words  of  Lori's 
father  still  stung.  "I  wouldn't  pee  on  that  son  of  a  bitch  if  he  was 
dying  of  thirst!"  he  added  for  emphasis. 


Kelly  Bressette  downed  another  "Blue  Hawaii."  She  and 
Garrett  had  been  sampling  the  various  exotic  alcoholic 
concoctions  served  up  in  the  lounge  and  were  happily 
evaluating  a  number  of  mixed  cocktails  that  neither  had  ever 
consumed  before.  Somewhere  in  there,  they  had  eaten  a  few 
hors  devours,  courtesy  of  happy  hour.  That  little  bit  of  food 
hadn't  helped  much  and  both  Marines  were  well  on  their  way  to 
having  serious  hangovers  in  the  morning. 


"Garrett,"  Kelly  grabbed  his  arm.  "I  can't  sand  the  thought 
of  that  piece  of  fucking  shit  raping  his  own  sweet  little  girl  over 
the  last  eight  years  of  her  life  and  then  having  the  fucking  balls 
to  stand  there  and  expect  her  insurance  money,  like  some  kind 
of  fucking  reward  for  what  he  did  to  her." 
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"Makes  me  sick  to  my  stomach,"  Corporal  Stephens 
talked  angrily  to  his  sticky  glass. 

"Shit!"  Kelly's  blood  boiled  in  frustration.  "I  wish  there 
was  something  we  could  do  to  make  this  whole  fucking 
thing  right,  even  a  'little'  right." 

Garrett  answered,  "Like  beat  the  living  shit  out  of  that 
cock  sucker.  Make  him  pay  in  blood  for  every  last  dime  of  her 
insurance." 

"Kick  that  fucker  in  the  face  about  a  hundred  times!"  Kelly 
Bressette  smiled  at  her  simple  fantasy. 

"Naw,  kick  him  in  the  balls,  then  in  the  face!"  Garrett 
corrected. 

"Sure  would  feel  good,"  Kelly  offered. 

Several  minutes  passed  before  Garrett  tenuously  broke 
the  silence.  "We  could  do  it." 

Kelly  stared  hard  at  her  companion  before  answering. 
"Yeah  right,  and  go  to  the  brig." 


Page 


824 


Pecaro’s  Year 


"No,"  he  argued,  "If  we  did  this  right,  the  perverted 
fuck  would  never  report  us." 

Kelly's  lips  were  numb.  She  was  starting  to  slur  her 
speech  and  she  was  quite  certain  that  she  was  drunk.  "Talk  to 
me  Garrett,  I'm  listening." 


Lori  Hashimoto's  service  was  brief  and  unemotional.  She 
never  had  many  friends  growing  up  and  this  was  evidenced  by 
the  disappointing  turnout.  There  were  fewer  than  thirty  people 
in  the  funeral  home  during  the  service  and  most  of  those 
dispersed  quickly  rather  than  have  to  participate  in  the  funeral 
procession. 


Kelly  Bressette  and  Garrett  Stephens  had  sat  in  the  back 
of  the  room,  in  their  full  dress  blues,  until  everybody  left  the 
small  chapel.  Once  alone,  they  walked  together  slowly  to  the 
open  casket  and  peeked  inside. 


Lori  was  so  beautiful.  Her  eyes  were  closed  as  if  in  a  light 
sleep.  What  struck  the  two  Marines  most  was  how  peaceful 
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she  looked.  She  was  content,  the  pain  gone  from  her  pretty 
face.  Lori  was  dressed  in  her  Marine  dress  blues  with  her 
service  ribbons  and  badges  carefully  pinned  to  her  blouse. 
Kelly  had  arranged  the  uniform  before  leaving  Okinawa.  She 
wanted  her  friend  to  be  perfect. 

Neither  Marine  cried.  They  were  after  all,  in  uniform. 

After  the  funeral,  Nancy  Hashimoto  shook  the  hands  of 
the  few  well  wishers  as  they  left  the  gravesite.  Barry 
Hashimoto  pulled  Corporal  Stephens  aside  and  was 
discussing  veteran's  benefit  issues,  while  Sergeant  Bressette 
assisted  the  Camp  Pendleton  Color  Guard  stow  their  gear  into 
their  white  GSA  issued  Ford  van. 


After  the  van  started  down  the  narrow  dirt  road  from  the 
gravesite,  Kelly  Bressette  approached  Nancy  who  was  by  now 
standing  alone,  her  face  covered  by  a  thin  black  veil.  The 
statuesque  blonde  Marine  stood  several  inches  taller  than  the 
mother  of  her  dead  friend.  "Nancy,"  Kelly  whispered.  "You 
knew  what  he  was  doing  to  her  the  entire  time,  didn't  you?" 
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Nancy  Hashimoto  dropped  a  fistful  of  black  soil  into  the 
hole  and  watched  as  the  particles  tumbled  from  the  lid  of  the 
coffin  containing  her  daughter.  She  then  looked  up  at  her 
daughter's  friend,  through  the  veil  that  shielded  her  eyes  from 
her  accuser.  Nancy  answered  the  question  partly  out  of  fear, 
partly  out  of  complete  emotional  exhaustion.  She  spoke 
quietly,  her  voice  devoid  of  emotion. 


"Sometimes  at  night,  I  would  hear  her  cry  out.  Then  I 
would  look  beside  me  in  the  bed  and  he  would  be  gone."  She 
lowered  her  eyes  and  again  stared  into  the  hole  chiseled 
perfectly  from  the  clay.  "I  knew  where  he  was." 


"You  pathetic  bitch,"  Kelly  spat,  then  turned  and  walked 
away  as  the  grieving  mother  stood  motionless,  watching  over 
the  box  containing  her  only  child. 

Kelly  got  into  the  passenger  seat  of  the  rented  car. 
Garrett  was  behind  the  wheel.  "Get  me  out  of  here!"  she 
seethed. 
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As  Corporal  Stephens  pulled  out  of  the  cemetery  and  on 
to  the  main  road,  he  looked  at  the  angry  woman  beside  him. 
"Everything  is  set  up,"  he  reported. 

"Good." 


The  motel  where  the  meeting  was  to  take  place  was 
located  just  off  the  highway  in  one  of  the  seedier  parts  of  a 
nearby  town.  It  was  quite  late  and  Barry  Hashimoto  looked 
around  nervously  as  he  tapped  on  the  door.  After  a  few 
moments,  Garrett  Stephens  answered  and  let  him  in. 


"Hey  kids."  Hashimoto  smiled  as  he  presented  his  limp 
hand  to  Corporal  Stephens.  "I  guess  the  Marine  Corps 
reserves  the  better  hotels  for  the  officers,  huh?" 

"Something  like  that,"  Stephens  replied.  He  needed  to 
suppress  his  utter  disgust  of  this  leech  for  just  a  few  more 
seconds. 

"Well,  lets  get  those  forms  signed."  Hashimoto  was 
grinning  broadly,  this  time  at  Sergeant  Bressette  who  was 
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standing  by  the  door.  She  reached  up  and  twisted  the 
deadbolt. 

The  first  blow  with  the  tire  iron  caught  the  successful 
dentist  fully  in  the  face.  This  shattered  a  half  dozen  of  his 
capped  teeth  and  fractured  his  jaw.  Hashimoto  fell  to  the  dirty 
floor  and  instinctively  curled  up  into  the  fetal  position, 
covering  his  head.  His  mouth  poured  blood. 


Stephens  and  Bressette  started  kicking  him.  Stephens 
aimed  for  the  solar  plexus  and  the  groin.  Bressette  got  him 
repeatedly  in  the  small  of  his  back  and  the  back  of  his  head, 
which  split  his  scalp  and  quickly  matted  his  hair  with  blood. 
After  several  minutes  of  intense  beating,  Sergeant  Bressette 
motioned  Corporal  Stephens  to  stop.  She  then  got  down  on 
her  hands  and  knees  and  addressed  the  still  conscious 
Hashimoto. 


"Do  you  know  why  we  are  doing  this?" 

"No,"  he  whimpered. 

"We  are  doing  this  for  Lori."  She  could  taste  her  tears. 
She  could  see  them  making  small  spots  on  the  dirty  tile  floor. 
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"We  are  doing  this  because  Lori  could  not  defend  herself  every 
time  you  went  into  her  room  at  night  and  raped  her  in  her 
bed."  Garrett  got  down  also  and  asked,  "How  could  you  fuck 
your  own  kid?" 

"But,  I  didn't..." 

Hashimoto  did  not  get  to  finish  before  Bressette  jumped 
up,  grabbed  the  tire  iron,  and  brought  it  down  across  his 
shoulder  blades.  He  screamed  out  in  agony.  "Please  don't  kill 
me!" 


Garrett  got  down  close,  over  Hashimoto's  ear  and 
whispered,  "Why  shouldn't  we?  You  killed  Lori." 

"I  was  sick  back  then,"  the  dentist  begged.  "I  know  what  I 
did  and  I  have  since  gone  to  counseling."  He  was  sobbing  as 
he  pleaded.  "I  understand  the  wrongfulness  of  what  I  did  to 
her."  He  looked  at  the  two  horrified  Marines  through  the  one 
eye  he  could  still  open.  "I  am  better  now!  I  swear  to  God!" 


"You're  BETTER  NOW?"  Kelly  Bressette  reeled  back  and 
kicked  the  dentist  in  the  back  of  his  skull  with  every  ounce  of 
strength  in  her  muscular  frame.  Her  own  rage,  the  rage  she 
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had  carried  with  her  from  the  age  of  ten,  exploded  unbridled 
from  deep  within  her  soul.  Kelly  kicked  her  best  friend's  father 
again  and  again.  His  head  rocked  freely  from  the  repeated 
blows. 

Garrett  jumped  over  the  prostrate  dentist,  grabbed 
Bressette,  and  pushed  her  back  against  the  wall.  "We  agreed 
we  wouldn't  kill  him!"  he  screamed. 

Kelly  struggled  against  his  grip  for  a  few  seconds, 
then  crumpled  to  the  floor,  sobbing. 

Corporal  Stephens  kneeled  over  Hashimoto  one  last  time. 
He  checked  the  dentist  and  was  surprised  to  find  the  man  still 
conscious.  He  whispered,  "How  are  you  enjoying  your 
inheritance  so  far?" 


Hashimoto  didn't  answer.  Garrett  continued.  "You  can 
report  this  if  you  want.  But  if  you  do,  then  everything  you  ever 
did  to  your  daughter  will  come  out  and  I  don't  think  you  want 
that."  He  looked  over  at  Kelly  Bressette.  She  was  still  on  the 
floor,  her  face  buried  in  her  hands.  He  addressed  Hashimoto 
one  last  time.  "Now  if  I  were  you,  I  would  tell  people  that  you 
were  jumped  by  some  gang-bangers  who  took  your  money  and 
ran.  What  do  you  think?  Is  that  a  good  idea?" 
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Barry  Hashimoto,  DDS  slowly  nodded  his  bloody  head. 

Corporal  Stephens  added,  "By  the  way,  the  room  is 
registered  in  your  name,  so  please  make  sure  that  you  check 
out  properly.  Otherwise  you  might  find  yourself  having  to 
explain  to  your  lovely  wife  what  you  were  doing  in  this 
cheesy  motel." 


Garrett  picked  up  the  tire  iron  and  helped  Kelly  to  her  feet. 
He  tossed  the  VA  and  insurance  documents  at  Hashimoto's  feet, 
who  by  this  time  had  slowly  pulled  himself  up  to  a  sitting 
position.  Corporal  Stephens  then  respectfully  held  the  door  for 
the  sergeant  as  they  walked  out  together. 


As  they  got  into  the  rented  Ford,  Garrett  looked  back 
through  the  open  room  door  at  Hashimoto  who  by  now  had 
pulled  himself  on  to  the  bed  and  was  looking  back  at  him. 
Garrett  wasn't  real  worried  about  anybody  seeing  Hashimoto 
and  rushing  to  his  aid,  for  he  was  sure  that  sort  of  thing  did  not 
generally  occur  in  this  part  of  town.  He  was  equally  sure  that 
the  good  doctor  would  never  breath  a  word  of  what  happened 
to  him  on  the  night  that  he  buried  his  lovely  daughter. 
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Ann  Rees  was  inspecting  a  small  crucifix  in  the  palm  of 
her  hand  when  Eric  walked  into  the  Camp  Hansen  NCIS  office. 
He  sat  down  on  the  broken  swivel  desk  chair  across  from  her. 

"What  do  you  have  there,  Ann?" 

"Probable  cause  for  a  search  warrant,"  she  answered 
pensively. 

"You  feel  like  expounding  on  that?" 

Ann  described  the  results  of  her  interview  of  Sophia 
Aguiar.  The  woman  had  told  her  things  about  Ted  Quinn  the 
NCIS  agent  was  still  not  completely  sure  she  believed.  Of 
course,  the  romantic  connection  between  Quinn  and  Maria  was 
of  significant  value.  Eric  made  the  right  call  on  this  one,  Ann 
admitted  to  herself. 


Eric  took  particular  interest  in  Sophia's  involvement  with 
the  black-marketing  set-up  of  Maria  Schull.  His  memory 
flashed  back  to  his  first  night  in  Okinawa  and  his  conversation 
with  Terry  at  the  Staff  NCO  Club.  Eric  felt  at  the  time  that  the 
details  of  Maria's  arrest  for  black-marketing  had  sounded  fishy. 
Now  it  all  finally  made  sense. 
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"And  the  cross?"  Eric  asked. 

"She  says  that  it  was  Maria's  and  that  she  had  found  it  in 
Quinn's  desk  the  morning  after  the  murder." 

"Have  you  called  Terry  to  ask  him  about  it?" 

"I  just  got  off  the  phone  with  him.  He  said  that  on  the  day 
he  identified  the  body,  he  had  wondered  where  his  wife's 
crucifix  was.  Terry  said  that  his  wife  never  took  it  off,  not  even 
in  the  shower.  He  told  me  that  we  would  know  it  was  his  wife's 
cross,  if  it  had  her  maiden  name  engraved  on  the  back." 


"And?"  Eric  asked  the  obvious. 

Ann  turned  the  cross  over  and  showed  it  to  Eric. 

"Carabay, "  Eric  read  out  loud.  He  was  growing  more 
impressed.  "What  else  did  this  lady  tell  you?" 

"Only  that  the  good  reverend  is  prone  to  violence."  Ann 
handed  Eric  Sophia's  translated  medical  report.  Eric's  eyes 
widened  a  little  as  he  read  that  Sophia  Aguiar  had  been  treated 
for  facial  trauma,  a  fractured  nose,  and  a  moderate  concussion. 
She  also  had  eighteen  sutures  sewn  into  the  back  of  her  head. 
"Looks  like  Quinn  got  pissed  at  his  'squeeze,'"  Eric  observed. 
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"Nothing  more  dangerous  than  a  woman  you  have  just 
beat  the  shit  out  of."  Ann  smiled  tiredly. 

"Does  the  reward  have  any  part  in  her  coming  forward?" 

Ann  nodded  her  head.  "She  needs  the  money  to  bring 
her  kid  here  from  the  Philippines.  He's  real  sick." 

"That  could  affect  her  credibility  for  the  warrant," 

Eric  cautioned. 

"I  know,"  Ann  agreed,  then  changed  the  subject.  "Hey, 
could  you  possibly  call  your  friend  at  the  crime  lab  and  see  if 
Quinn's  prints  have  arrived  yet?" 

"That  was  in  my  plans  for  tonight.  I'll  let  you  know  first 
thing  in  the  morning." 

"Good,  I  figure  that  I  can  get  the  military  authorization  for 
search  and  seizure  in  less  than  a  day.  However,  I  am  not  sure 
how  long  the  Japanese  civilian  warrant  will  take  for  the  church 
property.  I  know  that  we  are  almost  out  of  time.  When  does  he 
fly  out  of  here?" 


"Less  than  three  days." 
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"Have  we  spooked  him  yet?" 

"I  don't  think  so,  Ann.  He  is  so  excited  about  getting 
out  of  here,  that  I  don't  think  he  is  aware  of  much  else." 

"Well,  us  kicking  in  his  door  with  a  search  warrant  will 
be  a  large  hint."  Ann  grinned. 

"Yes  Ann,  in  police  work,  we  would  call  that  a  'clue.'"  Eric 
responded  with  a  cautious  grin  of  his  own. 


The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  sat  alone  in  his  room  and 
prepared  the  final  sermon  for  his  small  Okinawa  mission.  He 
had  not  seen  Sophia  for  some  time.  It  was  time  to  get  his 
belongings  shipped  home  and  besides,  she  was  starting  to  get 
a  little  too  crazy.  He  looked  down  at  the  page  in  front  of  him. 
This  was  going  to  be  a  great  sermon,  a  sermon  that  his 
congregation  would  remember  long  after  he  got  on  that  plane 
back  to  South  Carolina,  his  home.  Quinn  put  down  his  pen  and 
allowed  thoughts  of  home  to  fill  his  mind. 
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He  missed  his  church,  the  congregation  of  good  people 
who  did  not  carry  with  them  the  psychological  baggage  these 
people  in  Okinawa  did.  He  missed  his  children.  He  hadn't  seen 
them  in  almost  a  year.  Of  course,  his  wife  had  sent 
photographs,  but  that  was  not  the  same  as  being  there  with 
them. 


Quinn  missed  his  wife  very  much.  She  was  a  good 
woman  and  a  faithful  daughter  of  his  evangelical  church.  There 
was  a  time,  not  to  many  years  earlier,  when  her  body  was 
beautiful,  and  her  soul  was  filled  with  the  fire  of  desire  for  her 
husband.  Now,  she  was  older,  and  avoided  such  things,  like 
any  good  Christian  woman  should.  He  loved  her  though.  He 
was  sure  of  that  and  he  knew  that  she  loved  him  too.  She 
certainly  loved  him  enough  to  forgive  him  of  his  weaknesses. 


Yes,  The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  could  not  wait  to  get 
home.  Okinawa  had  become  distasteful.  The  devil  had  too  solid 
a  foothold  in  this  place.  He  made  too  many  good  people  do  too 
many  bad  things.  Quinn  decided  that  Okinawa,  Japan 
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was  a  lost  place,  with  many  lost  souls,  far  too  many  souls 
for  this  simple  country  preacher  to  save. 

If  he  could  just  get  home,  home  to  his  simple  life,  his 
simple  family,  and  his  simple  church.  He  only  needed  to  do  a 
couple  more  years  in  the  military.  Then  he  could  retire  and 
minister  to  his  congregation  full  time.  Perhaps  he  could  even 
move  on  to  a  larger,  better  paying  church,  a  church  he  could 
really  be  proud  of.  His  ministry  was  expensive  and  he  was  tired 
of  having  to  borrow  from  the  church  funds  so  often. 


Most  of  all,  Theodore  Quinn  would  finally  be  able  to  leave 
the  memory  of  what  happened  that  terrible  night  when  he  was 
obligated  to  sacrifice  the  life  of  the  harlot,  the  vile  whore  who 
now  pursued  him  in  his  sleep.  Theodore  Quinn  knew  that  in  just 
a  couple  more  days  the  gates  of  this  terrible  prison  would  open 
and  he  would  leave  this  place,  enabling  him  to  abandon  every 
last  one  of  his  demons  behind  in  the  exhaust  of  a  departing 
jumbo  jet. 
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The  ringing  of  the  telephone  awoke  Eric  with  a  start.  He 
reached  over  Midori  who  had  been  sleeping  peacefully  beside 
him.  The  glowing  orange  numbers  of  his  alarm  clock  read  "3:30 
a.m."  He  put  the  receiver  to  his  ear.  "Master  Sergeant 

Pecaro." 


"Eric?" 

"Yes,  who's  this?" 

"Eric,  its  Andy,  Andy  Dobbins." 

"Andy?" 

"Yeah,  Marine,  it's  Andy,  your  favorite  crime  lab  guy. 
Now,  you  had  better  wake  up,  because  what  I  am  about  to  tell 
you  is  going  to  make  your  entire  year." 

"Shit!"  Eric  exclaimed  as  he  pulled  himself  up  to  the 
sitting  position.  Midori  opened  her  eyes  and  watched  from  her 
pillow  as  he  grabbed  his  pen  and  notepad  off  the  night  table. 
Eric  wrote  furiously  as  the  forensic  scientist  spoke. 
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"Andy,  when  I  get  back  to  the  states,  I  am  going  to  buy 
you  the  biggest  steak  in  the  state  of  Georgia!  Yeah,  uh-huh. 
Thanks  again  old  friend,  I  owe  you." 

"Good  news?"  Midori  gently  inquired. 

"Midori,  the  crime  lab  has  matched  Quinn's  fingerprints 
to  several  items  of  evidence  in  the  crime  scene.  We  now  have 
enough  evidence  to  apprehend  him."  Eric  picked  up  the 
receiver  and  dialed  the  telephone.  "Ann,  it's  Eric.  I  just  heard 
from  the  crime  lab." 


As  Eric  excitedly  spoke  on  the  telephone,  Midori  started 
kissing  his  face,  his  neck,  and  his  chest.  By  the  time  he  hung 
up  the  telephone,  the  fire  she  had  so  methodically  lit,  was 
quickly  consuming  him.  "Midori,"  he  panted.  "It's  almost  over. 
Ann  and  I  are  meeting  with  the  other  investigators  at  0830, 
Sunday.  We  are  going  to  take  him  down  at  his  church." 


"Congratulations,"  she  whispered  as  she  moved  up  and 
kissed  his  lips.  Eric  returned  her  kiss  intensely.  She  worked 
her  way  slowly  to  his  chest  and  then  lower  still,  until  she 
reached  the  part  of  him  that  had  already  arisen  to  her  loving 
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touch.  It  took  little  time  for  Midori  to  be  provided 
the  nourishment  she  longed  for. 


The  conference  room  at  the  Camp  Butler  NCIS  office 
looked  more  like  a  regimental  war  room.  "This  is  overkill," Eric 
whispered  to  himself  as  he  looked  at  the  dozen  or  so 
investigators  and  agents  getting  into  their  bullet  proof  vests 
and  flak  jackets. 


"All  this  for  one  fat,  bald  guy?"  He  asked  Ann  in  her  blue 
Kevlar  vest. 

"You  know  the  rules,"  she  replied.  "We  called  the  PMO 
armory  and  found  out  he  still  has  his  weapon  checked  out.  We 
can't  have  anybody  hurt,  which  is  why  we  are  going  to  wait  for 
his  church  to  let  out." 


Eric  walked  over  to  Kelly  Bressette  who  had  just  returned 
from  the  states  the  day  before.  He  knew  she  would  have 
wanted  to  be  there.  Kelly,  also  in  a  vest,  was  checking  the 
ammo  in  her  two  extra  magazines,  as  her  chief  investigator 
approached. 
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"Sergeant  Bressette,"  Eric  smiled.  "Well,  it  looks  like  we 
are  going  to  be  doing  something  about  Gunny  Quinn  after  all." 

"I'm  impressed  Top,"  she  laughed,  "I  had  figured  maybe 
he'd  get  an  official  reprimand.  I  never  thought  that  I'd  get  to 
shoot  him." 

Ann  called  the  meeting  to  order.  "Hey  listen  up!  Top 
Pecaro  is  going  to  brief  you  all  on  the  status  of  the  case  and  the 
limits  of  the  search  warrant." 

"Okay  folks,"  Eric  began.  "I  will  make  this  short.  As  you 
all  know  we  heard  from  the  Army  crime  lab  last  night.  They 
compared  Quinn's  record  fingerprints  with  a  number  of  latent 
prints  developed  at  the  Schull  crime  scene.  "To  make  a  long 
story  short,  Quinn's  prints  were  matched  to  latents  throughout 
the  quarters.  We  have  his  prints  on  the  wall  behind  the  hall 
table  containing  Maria's  blood  and  tissue,  we  have  his  prints  on 
the  table  itself  and  the  second  floor  telephone  that  was  ripped 
from  the  wall.  We  have  his  prints  all  over  the  bedroom  and  the 
bathroom.  Probably  most  important,  we  have  his  prints  on  the 
handle  of  the  plunger  used  to  impale  the  victim's  body." 
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Ann  winced.  She  did  that  every  time  she  saw  the  mental 
picture  of  him  with  that  plunger  in  his  hands  using  it  to  assault 
Maria  in  the  most  disgusting  way. 

Eric  continued,  "Based  on  this  evidence,  we  have 
obtained  a  command  authorization  for  search  and  seizure  of 
Quinn's  on  base  quarters  and  his  vehicle,  since  it  carries 
Yankee  license  plates.  Unfortunately,  the  Japanese 
government  has  not  yet  cooperated  with  our  request  for  a 
search  warrant  for  Quinn's  church.  Therefore,  when  we  make 
the  apprehension,  we  are  to  search  nothing.  We  will  take 
Gunny  Quinn  into  custody  and  padlock  the  church  until  the 
two  governments  can  fight  this  issue  out." 


Ann  stood  up  and  pointed  to  the  floor  plan  on  the  easel  in 
front  of  the  room.  "After  the  church  empties  out,  Eric,  Stu,  and  I 
will  come  in  the  front  door.  Hopefully  the  suspect  will  still  be  in 
the  sanctuary.  Ken,  Larry,  and  Kelly  will  come  in  the  back.  The 
rest  of  you  will  secure  the  perimeter  around  the  building  and 
prepare  to  back  us  up."  She  looked  around  the  room.  "Are  there 
any  questions?" 
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The  room  was  silent.  These  were  professionals.  They 
knew  what  to  do. 


It  was  a  beautiful  day  for  Sunday  services.  The  sun  was 
bright  against  an  indigo  sky  and  a  cool  breeze  blew  in  off  the 
South  China  Sea.  The  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  had  ordered 
all  the  windows  opened,  so  that  the  entire  community  could 
hear  the  joyful  sounds  of  his  blessed  church.  He  looked  over  at 
Sophia  Aguiar,  who  played  the  organ  as  beautifully  as  ever.  She 
is  a  devoted  follower,  he  thought.  Even  after  all  that  has 
happened,  she  continues  to  come  to  church  faithfully  and  play 
so  well . 


The  sermon  was  one  of  his  very  best.  The  Reverend 
Quinn  stood  before  his  flock  and  pounded  the  frayed,  black 
bible  in  his  hands  as  he  made  each  member  of  the 
congregation  repeat  his  verses  back  to  him  in  perfect  unison. 


As  always,  Quinn  could  feel  the  power  and  it  felt  good.  It 
always  felt  good.  He  felt  the  very  foundation  of  the  church 
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move  under  the  force  of  his  loyal  forces  as  they  called  out  to 
God  and  Quinn  to  lead  them  in  their  fight  against  evil.  Quinn 
looked  down  upon  his  people  and  basked  in  their  adoration. 


The  NCIS/CID  apprehension  team  waited  quietly  behind 
one  of  the  hundreds  of  abandoned  buildings  in  downtown 
Kinville.  Eric  Pecaro  stood  across  the  street  from  the  church,  in 
the  shadows  of  a  narrow  alley,  and  watched  the  front  door.  He 
checked  his  watch,  "12:10  p.m." The  good  reverend  was 
running  late. 


"Let  my  people  go."  Eric  quoted  under  his  breath.  Then 
he  heard  the  last  of  the  music  play  and  watched  the  Reverend 
Quinn  exit  the  front  door  in  his  pastoral  robe  and  start  to  shake 
the  hands  of  the  departing  parishioners.  A  number  of  the 
women  were  crying  and  hugging  his  neck.  It  was  all  very 
emotional.  Eric  keyed  his  radio. 


"Team  one,  move  into  position  behind  the  building.  Team 
two,  stand-by  for  the  order  to  move."  Eric  had  a  good  view  of 
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the  alley  between  the  church  and  the  adjacent  abandoned  store 
and  could  see  agents  running  into  position. 

Quinn  shook  the  last  of  his  follower's  hands,  walked  back 
into  the  building,  and  slid  the  glass  door  closed  behind  him. 

It's  almost  time.  Eric  felt  the  usual  adrenaline  rush.  He 
had  been  doing  this  for  almost  twenty  years  and  he  still  got 
butterflies.  He  leaned  out  from  his  hiding  place  and  looked  to 
his  right.  Ann  Rees  and  Stuart  Pettit  peeked  back  at  him  from 
the  next  alley  up  the  street.  He  motioned  to  them  to  wait  and 
checked  his  watch.  The  plan  was  to  allow  an  extra  five  minutes 
for  anyone  that  might  have  possibly  been  left  in  the  church,  to 
leave. 


Theodore  Quinn  returned  to  the  alter  and  started 
gathering  up  his  bible  and  notes.  He  wondered  if  he  should  say 
something  to  Sophia,  who  was  still  sitting  behind  the  organ  and 
going  through  her  music  books.  After  all,  he  was  leaving  the 
island  in  less  than  twenty-four  hours  she  had  been  such  a 
faithful  follower. 
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He  had  just  walked  around  the  front  of  the  podium,  when 
he  thought  he  heard  a  sound  behind  him.  Before  he  had  a 
chance  to  turn  and  look,  he  saw  Eric  Pecaro  coming  towards 
him  down  the  middle  aisle  of  the  church.  Pecaro  has  never 
come  here  before,  he  thought.  This  is  strange. 


He  then  saw  Sergeant  Pettit,  and  Agent  Rees.  They  were 
also  coming  towards  him,  only  they  were  in  the  outside  aisles. 
Quinn  grew  alarmed.  He  couldn't  see  their  hands,  each  hiding 
something  behind  their  back.  Quinn  suspected,  then  feared, 
then  knew.  Terror  started  to  overtake  reason.  He  watched  them 
closely,  then  panicked.  He  reached  under  his  pastoral  robe  and 
started  to  extract  his  government  9mm  from  its 
holster,  never  noticing  the  investigator  who  had  crept  up 
behind  him. 


Special  Agent  White  reacted  instantly,  kicking  the  minister 
on  the  underside  of  his  left  knee.  This  buckled  the  joint  and 
Quinn  started  to  fall  back.  The  agent  then  smashed  the  butt  of  his 
own  pistol  into  the  side  of  the  suspect's  face.  This  caused 
Quinn's  pistol  to  fly  from  his  hand  and  spin  across  the  worn  tile 
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floor,  coming  to  rest  next  to  the  frightened  Sophia.  Quinn 
barely  had  time  to  open  his  eyes  before  he  was  hauled  to  his 
feet  by  Pecaro  and  White,  and  shoved  backward  into  the 
podium. 

Ann  Rees  walked  up  and  looked  into  the  eyes  of  the  part 
time  minister  as  the  two  Marines  restrained  him.  "Gunnery 
Sergeant  Quinn,  you  are  under  military  apprehension  for  the 
murder  of  Maria  Schull." 


Quinn  did  not  look  at  Ann.  Instead,  he  stared  in  terror  at 
the  woman  standing  behind  her.  Ann  turned  around  and  saw 
Sophia  Aguiar  standing  in  the  middle  aisle  of  the  church,  about 
ten  feet  in  front  of  the  podium  that  Quinn  was  still  being  held 
against.  She  had  Quinn's  pistol  in  her  hands  and  was  pointing 
it  directly  at  the  reverend.  Tears  streamed  down  her  face. 


"Sophia,  put  the  pistol  down!"  Ann  ordered. 

"He  hurt  me,"  Sophia  replied  softly. 

"Sophia,  I  told  you  to  put  the  gun  down!"  Ann  ordered 

again. 


"HE  HURT  ME!"  Sophia  cried  out  in  anguish. 
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Ann  slowly  approached  Sophia  and  held  out  her  hand. 
"He  hurt  a  lot  of  people  Sophia,  but  I  promise  that  he  will  never 
hurt  anyone  again.  Now  please  give  me  the  pistol." 

Sophia's  body  rocked  as  she  sobbed. 

"Please,"  Ann  softly  pleaded.  "Your  son  needs  you.  If 
you  do  this,  then  you  will  never  see  him  again."  She  moved  in 
a  little  closer,  making  sure  that  her  own  body  stayed  between 
Sophia  and  the  suspect.  "Sophia,  do  not  let  this  animal  make 
you  do  something  that  you  can  never  undo.  Now  give  me  the 
gun  Sophia." 


Sophia's  hands  shook  as  she  handed  the  pistol  to  the 
NCIS  agent.  She  then  backed  up  slowly  to  the  front  pew, 
where  she  sat  down,  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and 
sobbed. 

Quinn,  still  in  his  robe,  was  handcuffed  behind  his  back 
and  led  out  the  front  door  of  his  church.  As  he  was  put  into  the 
back  seat  of  the  unmarked  car,  he  looked  up  at  Eric  Pecaro. 
"You  know,  I  saved  an  awful  lot  of  souls  in  this  place." 
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"You  should  be  very  proud  of  yourself."  Eric  replied  as  he 
slammed  the  car  door. 
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The  summer  night  sky  covered  them  like  a  blanket  of 
warm  black  velvet  as  the  lovers  found  themselves  alone  in  time 
and  space.  As  the  gentle  waters  of  the  south  pacific  tumbled 
over  them,  and  the  lingering  heat  of  the  day  rose  up  through 
the  fine  sand  of  Ocuma  Beach,  the  couple  made  love  with 
unrestrained  fury. 


Midori  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  up  at  Eric,  silhouetted 
above  her  by  the  crescent  moon.  She  involuntarily  arched  her 
back  as  she  felt  him  go  deeper  and  deeper  inside  of  her.  As  he 
fiercely  drove  each  passionate  thrust,  he  touched  that  place  just 
inside  of  her  that  shot  white-hot  sexual  fire  through  every  cell  of 
her  trembling  body.  It  took  little  time  for  her  slender  frame  to  be 
rocked  with  climatic  waves  of  release  as  the  surf  crashed 
endlessly  around  them. 
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He  was  so  close  to  her  that  she  could  feel  his  hot  breath 
next  to  her  ear  and  his  arms  between  her  and  the  warm  sand 
below.  He  held  her  even  more  tightly  now,  enveloping  her,  as  a 
low  groan  started  to  rumble  from  deep  within  him.  Midori  knew 
that  this  signified  that  his  explosion  was  imminent  and  her  own 
body  immediately  responded  in  kind.  As  she  shook  from  yet 
another  orgasm,  she  held  onto  her  lover  as  tightly  as  she  could 
and  did  not  let  go  until  his  own  violent  tremors  gradually 
subsided. 


Eric  looked  down  at  her.  Her  loved  her  so  very  much. 
His  lips  touched  hers.  He  tenderly  picked  her  up  and  carried 
her  to  the  large  blanket  they  had  earlier  laid  on  the  soft  sand. 
He  laid  her  on  the  blanket  as  her  eyes  searched  his. 


Midori  pulled  the  second  large  blanket  over  their  naked 
bodies  and  curled  up  into  the  fetal  position  as  Eric  cradled  her 
from  behind.  She  was  so  very  happy  and  yet  she  was  so  very 
sad.  It  was  a  long  time  before  Eric  spoke. 


"I  wish  I  could  stay." 
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"But  I  know  you  must  go,"  Midori  answered  softly.  "My 
darling,  you  have  responsibilities,  you  have  a  family.  You  have 
a  wife  and  a  child  who  love  you.  I  never  had  any  right  to  you." 

"Midori,  I  love  you.  I  am  so  sorry  for  hurting  you." 

Midori  turned  over  and  looked  at  him.  She  could  plainly 
see  that  his  heart  was  breaking.  So  was  hers.  "Eric,  you  never 
hurt  me,  you  saved  me.  I  never  thought  any  man  would  ever 
love  me  and  you  have  loved  me  more  deeply  than  I  ever  could 
have  dreamed." 


"Maybe  you  could  meet  another  and  get  married.  Maybe 
have  a  family,"  it  almost  killed  Eric  to  suggest. 

Midori  recoiled  as  if  a  knife  had  gone  through  her. 
Without  warning,  the  gates  that  held  a  year's  worth  of  hidden 
emotions  opened  wide.  The  wounds  in  her  soul  bled  freely  for 
the  very  first  time  and  her  body  shook  as  she  wept. 


Even  in  her  sorrow,  Midori  was  the  most  beautiful  woman 
Eric  had  ever  laid  his  eyes  upon.  He  held  her  as  she  cried  for  it 
was  all  he  could  think  to  do.  He  had  no  idea  what  to  say.  He 
whispered,  "I'm  sorry,"  and  he  said  it  over  and  over. 
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Midori  finally  spoke,  "Eric,  I  belong  to  you.  I  know  that  in 
America,  people  say  that  a  lot,  but  in  Japan,  when  a  woman 
says  it,  she  means  it.  My  love,  there  will  never  be  another.  Even 
if  you  never  come  back,  I  will  still  wait  for  you.  I  no  longer  have 
any  choice.  Remember  what  I  told  you  that  first  night?" 


"Yes  Baby,  I  do,"  he  replied  softly. 

"You  have  brought  me  life.  Whatever  was  mine..." 

"Is  now  yours,"  he  finished  and  then  whispered,  "Oh 
God,  please  forgive  me  for  wanting  to  stay." 

"And  God,  please  forgive  me  for  wanting  you  to," 
she  responded  tenderly. 

Eric  rolled  on  to  his  back  and  looked  up  at  the  stars. 
Midori  crawled  up  under  his  arm  and  laid  her  head  on  his 
shoulder.  She  pulled  the  blanket  more  tightly  around  them  and 
silently  prayed  the  night  would  never  end;  for  tomorrow  he 
would  leave  her  forever. 
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"Sarah,  put  that  disgusting  thing  down!"  Brenda  Pecaro 
screamed.  Her  seven-year-old  daughter  had  found  a  small  frog 
in  a  muddy  puddle  behind  Burt  Jordan's  trailer. 

"Aw  Mom,  can  I  keep  it?  It  don't  have  no  home." 

"Honey,  the  proper  English  is,  It  doesn't  have  a  home, 
and  no,  you  cannot  keep  it!" 

"But,  Burt  says...." 

Brenda  grabbed  Sarah's  arm  roughly.  "Honey,  you  have 
to  promise  me  to  never  say  that  name  around  your  father.  Do 
you  understand?" 

"Yes  Mama,"  the  girl  answered,  already  bored. 

Brenda  increased  the  pressure  of  her  grip  and  spoke 
more  firmly.  "Do  you  understand  me?" 

"Yes  Mama!"  Sarah  responded,  afraid  and  confused. 

Brenda  let  go  and  Sarah  ran  off  to  release  the  frog. 
Brenda  sat  on  the  rickety  wood  steps  of  Burt's  trailer  and 
waited.  Burt  had  told  her  that  he  would  be  gone  for  just  a  few 
hours.  He  had  to  drop  a  load  off  at  a  warehouse  about  twenty- 
five  miles  away,  but  he  had  promised  to  be  back  by  dinner. 
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Brenda  was  sure  he  would  return  when  promised.  Unlike  Eric, 
Burt  was  never  late. 

She  had  been  uncomfortable  about  bringing  Sarah  to 
Burt's  place,  but  her  mother  had  not  been  available  to  watch 
her  and  since  this  would  have  to  be  Brenda's  last  weekend  with 
Burt  for  awhile,  she  really  wanted  to  spend  it  with  him. 


Eric  was  coming  home  from  Okinawa  on  Sunday  and  she 
had  an  overwhelming  amount  of  housework  to  do.  Brenda  didn't 
know  why  she  bothered  anyway.  Whatever  she  did  never 
seemed  to  be  enough. 

She  had  been  doing  a  lot  of  thinking.  Burt  was  deeply  in 
love  with  her  and  the  truth  was  that  she  loved  him  too.  Still,  as 
Brenda  looked  around  the  small  trailer  park,  she  knew  that 
this  was  not  the  life  she  wanted  either.  Brenda  had  made  a 
significant  investment  in  being  Mrs.  Eric  Pecaro.  She  had 
tolerated  over  eight  years  of  his  being  distracted  by  work,  the 
duty  calls  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  then  being  gone  all 
hours,  just  to  come  home  to  tired  to  help  her  with  anything. 

Then  there  were  all  the  extended  absences.  The  worst  of 
which  was  this  obscene  yearlong  assignment  to  that  Japanese 
shit  hole. 
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Now  it  was  all  getting  ready  to  finally  pay  off.  Eric  was 
retiring  from  the  Marine  Corps  as  soon  as  he  got  back.  All  he 
had  to  do  was  show  up  for  a  couple  of  separation  briefings,  and 
he  would  forever  be  free  of  all  that  Marine  Corps  bullshit.  The 
best  news  was  that  he  had  accepted  the  job  at  the  Federal  Law 
Enforcement  Training  Center,  at  Brunswick,  Georgia.  Eric's  old 
boss  was  some  kind  of  big  shot  there  and  got  Eric  a  big  job 
with  a  big  paycheck. 


Brenda  thought  about  how  she  and  Eric  would  finally  be 
able  to  put  down  roots  and  live  the  way  she  had  always 
wanted  to  live.  With  Eric's  new  salary,  he  would  be  able  to 
finally  buy  her  dream  house.  Then  he  would  see  how  nice  she 
could  keep  a  house  that  she  really  wanted  to  be  in,  not  those 
crappy  government  quarters  he  had  made  her  live  in  for  all 
those  years. 


As  she  surveyed  the  ramshackle  trailers  all  around  her, 
Brenda  decided  that  she  had  surely  earned  the  right  to  live  well, 
better  then  Burt  would  ever  be  able  to  provide.  It  was  primarily 
for  that  reason  that  she  and  Sarah  would  drive  back  to 
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Quantico  and  prepare  to  welcome  her  husband  home  on 
Sunday  night. 

Burt  pulled  his  old  Chevy  pick-up  into  the  dirt  driveway 
and  as  Brenda  walked  over  to  greet  him,  she  thought  about 
how  happy  she  was  that  Eric  had  agreed  to  take  a  cab  from  the 
airport.  That  would  give  Brenda  that  much  more  time  to  get  the 
house  cleaned  and  besides,  he  knew  how  much  she  really 
hated  to  drive  through  D.C.  traffic. 


And,  she  thought  to  herself.  Georgia  is  right  next  door  to 
Alabama .  Maybe  Burt  and  I  can  get  together  from  time  to  time . 

Burt  Jordan  jumped  from  the  cab  of  his  rusty  pick-up, 
grabbed  Brenda's  soft  buttocks,  and  kissed  her  on  the  mouth. 
He  took  Sarah's  little  hand  and  lumbered  up  the  weathered 
steps  of  his  single-wide  castle  with  his  two  favorite  ladies  in 
tow. 


Midori  slowly  made  her  way  down  the  path  that 
descended  gradually  to  the  water's  edge.  Then,  as  she  had 
done  so  many  times  before,  she  stepped  gingerly  from  stone  to 
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stone,  further  out  into  the  water  until  she  was  on  the  tiny  island 
that  was  her  family's  final  resting  place.  This  was  her  refuge.  It 
had  always  been,  especially  since  the  death  of  her  father. 
Midori  had  never  gone  there  with  anyone  other  than  her 
immediate  family.  That  is,  until  she'd  brought  Eric  there. 

Once  on  the  island,  she  withdrew  a  white  envelope  from 
the  back  pocket  of  her  tight  denim  jeans  and  sat  down  with  her 
back  against  the  stone  mausoleum  that  contained  generations 
of  her  ancestors.  As  the  late  morning  sun  shone  brightly 
overhead  and  the  fierce  ocean  gales  blew  through  her  long 
black  hair,  Midori  tore  open  the  envelope  and  carefully  read  his 
words  to  her. 


"My  Dearest  Midori, 

This  morning,  I  left  the  most  beautiful  of  all  the 
angels  asleep  in  my  bed.  God  blessed  me  with  you  and 
as  sure  as  I  breathe,  I  know  in  my  heart  that  I  shall  never 
receive  a  gift  like  you  ever  again.  This  morning,  as  I 
walked  away  from  you,  my  soul  cried  out  in  torment, 
pleading  for  me  to  take  my  incredible  gift  with  me. 
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It  is  with  remorse  far  beyond  my  ability  to  describe, 
that  I  discover  I  do  not  have  the  strength  of  character  to 
do  what  our  hearts  demand.  Please  forgive  me  for  what  I 
have  done  to  you  and  what  I  know  I  must  be  doing  to  you 
now.  I  am  barely  gone  and  yet,  I  feel  as  if  I  am  already 
lost.  I  love  you  so  completely. 


As  I  write  this,  I  know  that  I  will  spend  each  day  of 
the  rest  of  my  life,  reaching  out  for  you  and  you  will  not 
be  there.  I  will  remember  every  part  of  you,  the  grace  in 
your  every  move,  the  beauty  in  your  sweet  face,  and  the 
incredible  passion  that  flashed  in  your  eyes  whenever  we 
touched.  Midori,  when  you  were  with  me,  I  felt  renewed, 
and  when  we  made  love,  I  felt  complete  as  if  you  were  the 
other  half  of  me  that  I  had  never  known  existed. 


Please  remember  me.  Also  remember  that  I  will 
love  you  every  day  for  the  rest  of  my  life  and  when  the 
day  comes  that  I  take  my  last  breath  on  this  earth,  I  will 
die  with  your  sweet  name  on  my  lips. 
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I  will  love  you  forever, 


Eric. 


ii 


Midori  Sasaki  stood  up,  slowly  folded  the  letter,  and 
started  to  put  it  back  in  her  pocket.  She  then  changed  her 
mind.  With  her  eyes  stinging  from  the  spray  of  the  ocean  and 
the  tears  that  tumbled  freely  down  her  face,  Midori  unfolded 
the  letter  and  held  it  high  above  her  head  until  the  trade  winds 
took  it  and  carried  it  away,  far  away,  into  the  sea. 


Eric  stepped  off  the  airplane  at  Los  Angeles  International 
Airport  and  started  up  the  jetway.  He  checked  his  watch.  Even 
after  clearing  customs,  he  would  have  a  three-hour  wait  for  his 
connecting  aircraft  to  Washington  International.  This  not  good, 
he  groaned.  Three  more  hours  with  her  in  my  every  thought. 
Eric  was  miserable.  He  knew  that  he  would  be,  but  this  was 
worse,  much  worse  then  he  could  have  possibly  imagined. 

Customs  was  a  breeze.  Turned  out  the  inspector  had 
spent  a  few  years  in  the  Corps  and  when  he  found  out  that  Eric 
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was  a  "Top,"  he  decided  that  there  was  no  way  in  hell  that  this 
senior  Staff  NCO  would  be  smuggling  anything.  He  smiled, 
shook  the  Master  Sergeant's  hand,  and  wished  him  luck  in  his 
imminent  retirement. 

Eric  headed  for  the  bar.  He  figured  that  with  any  luck  at 
all,  he  would  be  completely  intoxicated  within  thirty  minutes. 

It  took  twenty. 

This  was  one  of  those  airport  bars  that  offered  a  double 
for  just  a  dollar  more  than  the  price  of  a  single.  Eric  ordered 
three  doubles  of  Jack  Daniel's. 

The  bartender  took  one  look  and  decided  that  this 
particular  customer  needed  exactly  what  he  had  asked  for.  He 
placed  the  requested  drinks  in  front  of  his  patron  and  then  left 
him  alone.  Eric  took  a  sip  from  the  first  glass.  It  tasted 
wonderful.  He  sipped  again,  then  closed  his  eyes  and 
remembered. 


As  the  alcohol  entered  his  bloodstream,  Eric  considered 
the  many  things  that  had  happened  to  him  since  he  got  off  that 
C-141  at  Kadena  a  year  earlier.  He  thought  about  the  cases  he 
had  worked  and  the  people  he  had  met.  He  thought  about  Ann 
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Rees  and  Sally  Mathis.  Sally  had  been  so  angry  with  him  for 
leaving  Midori  behind,  that  she  had  refused  to  see  him  off  at  the 
airport. 

What  could  I  do?  He  thought  painfully.  I  have 
responsibilities.  I  made  a  promise  to  Brenda  that  I  would  never 
leave.  Eric  finished  the  glass  and  started  on  the  second  one. 

Feeling  a  little  less  horrible,  he  thought  about  Sergeant 
Kelly  Bressette  and  smiled  a  bit.  Things  were  finally  looking 
up  for  Kelly.  The  death  of  Corporal  Lori  Hashimoto  had 
devastated  the  young  sergeant  and  she  had  become  even 
more  withdrawn  as  a  result.  Then  she  met  that  FA/18  fighter 
pilot  and  it  was  a  pretty  clear  case  of  love  at  first  sight.  They 
sure  looked  pretty  together ,  Eric  smiled. 


Eric  knew  that  as  a  matter  of  tradition,  the  Marine  Corps 
discourages  Officer/Enlisted  romances.  Still,  if  both  Marines 
are  not  in  the  same  command,  and  the  whole  thing  is  kept 
discreet,  it  had  been  known  to  work.  And  work,  it  did.  At  Eric's 
going  away  party,  a  jubilant  Kelly  discreetly  cornered  him  and 
showed  him  the  oversized  diamond  on  her  hand.  Sergeant 
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Kelly  Bressette  was  soon  to  be  Mrs.  Kelly  Webb,  the  wife  of 
Marine  Captain  Jim  Webb. 

In  the  days  following  the  party,  Master  Sergeant  Pecaro 
had  been  able  to  do  one  last  favor  for  his  favorite  apprentice. 
Eric  telephoned  Headquarters,  Marine  Corps  and  after  some 
negotiation,  was  able  to  talk  the  monitor  into  promising  that 
upon  Kelly's  graduation  from  CID  school,  she  would  be 
transferred  to  MCAS,  Cherry  Point,  North  Carolina,  the  home 
base  of  Jim  Webb's  fighter/attack  squadron. 


Ted  Quinn,  Eric  thought  as  he  took  another  sip.  Three 
months  had  passed  since  Ted's  apprehension.  Eric  had  heard 
that  Ted  was  actually  doing  pretty  well  at  the  Yokosuka  Naval 
Brig  in  Tokyo,  where  he  was  awaiting  trial.  Apparently  Ted  had 
gone  to  see  the  prison  chaplain  and  managed  to  talk  himself 
into  a  chaplain's  assistant  job.  Eric  heard  that  the  "padre"  was 
so  impressed  with  Ted's  biblical  knowledge  and  his  preaching 
ability  that  he  had  started  to  allow  the  imprisoned  murder 
suspect  to  assist  with  prison  church  services.  So  now,  it  would 
appear  that  the  Reverend  Theodore  Quinn  had  arisen  new,  like 
a  Phoenix  from  the  ashes,  and  was  once  again,  saving  souls  for 
the  Lord. 
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Eric  had  hoped  that  as  one  of  the  lead  investigators  in  the 
case,  he  would  have  been  placed  on  "legal  hold,"  and  therefore 
would  have  been  required  to  stay  in  Okinawa  until  the  outcome 
of  the  trial.  He  and  Midori  prayed  that  Quinn's  courts  martial 
would  keep  Eric  in  Japan  several  more  months.  Unfortunately, 
according  to  the  prosecutor,  the  case  was  so  solid  against 
Quinn,  that  it  looked  like  he  would  accept  a  plea  agreement  in 
order  to  avoid  the  death  penalty.  It  had  been  less  than  a  week 
since  the  prosecutor  informed  Eric  that  he  would  not  be  needed 
to  testify  after  all. 


Eric  had  finished  his  second  double  and  was  reaching 
for  the  third  when  something  caught  his  eye.  He  swiveled  his 
barstool  around  and  watched  for  a  while.  It  was  a  family,  just  a 
small  family  that  had  stopped  about  twelve  feet  away. 


Their  baby  was  fussing  in  the  stroller  and  they  were  trying 
their  best  to  calm  the  child  down.  Finally,  the  father,  a  young 
military  man,  reached  into  a  bag  and  handed  his  wife,  his  young 
beautiful  Japanese  wife,  a  bottle  with  which  to  feed  the  baby. 
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He  peered  at  them  like  some  sort  of  twisted  peeping  tom, 
the  whole  time  possessed  by  a  hideous  pain  that  twisted  like 
the  sharp  knife  that  had  killed  his  best  friend's  wife.  As  painful 
as  it  was  to  watch,  he  could  not  look  away. 


A  sense  of  panic  seized  him  and  he  looked  around  for 
something  else,  anything  else  to  concentrate  on.  In  vain,  he 
attempted  to  watch  the  inane  talk  show  that  was  playing  on  the 
airport  lounge  television.  It  didn't  work.  He  looked  again.  They 
were  still  there.  Why  don't  they  move  on?  He  asked.  They  must 
be  late  for  a  flight.  Why  the  hell  are  they  just  STANDING 
THERE? 


Calm  down!  He  ordered  himself.  This  is  stupid,  you  are 
not  going  to  live  your  life  like  this,  Eric  chugged  the  last  of  the 
third  mixed  double  and  turned  to  look  again.  This  time  they 
were  gone.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and  ordered  another  drink. 
Eric  still  had  time.  His  flight  was  still  over  an  hour  from 
boarding. 
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Brenda  Pecaro  arrived  home  with  just  hours  to  spare. 
She  had  much  to  do  before  her  husband  returned  home  from 
overseas.  For  one  thing,  she  would  have  to  change  her 
clothes.  All  the  way  from  Alabama  to  Virginia,  she  could  feel 
the  wetness  of  Burt  leaking  out  of  her.  She  didn't  mind  the 
feeling.  It  was  warm  and  reassuring.  Nevertheless,  she  hoped 
to  find  some  clean  panties  somewhere. 


Brenda  walked  up  the  driveway  to  the  front  door,  kicked 
a  week's  worth  of  newspapers  out  of  the  way  and  turned  the 
key  in  the  lock.  She  swung  the  door  open  and  stood  transfixed 
at  the  sight  that  greeted  her. 


There  were  the  usual  piles  of  dirty  laundry  on  the  floor,  all 
sorts  of  dirty  dishes  and  pots  and  pans  strewn  about,  garbage 
lying  about  in  open  bags,  and  the  cockroaches,  thousands  of 
cockroaches  that  scattered  as  soon  as  she  turned  on  a  light  or 
opened  a  curtain. 


Brenda  sent  Sarah  to  her  room  to  watch  videos  and 
began  to  clean  the  living  room.  Slowly,  she  picked  up  the  dirty 
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dishes,  but  frequently  dropped  them  just  as  quickly,  when  a 
cockroach  would  scamper  out  from  underneath.  She  looked  at 
the  clock.  It  was  a  little  after  noon  and  Eric  would  be  home  by 
6:30  p.m.  Brenda  knew  that  she  had  to  work  faster  or  she 
would  never  get  done. 

She  stacked  the  dishes  covered  in  old  food,  in  the  sink 
and  then  opened  the  dishwasher.  The  stench  that  greeted  her 
when  she  opened  the  door  sickened  her  and  she  let  go, 
allowing  the  door  to  close.  Brenda  held  her  breath  and  opened 
the  door  again,  this  time  getting  the  dishwasher  loaded  and 
closed,  before  allowing  herself  to  once  again  breath  through 
her  nose. 


Brenda  made  her  way  up  the  stairs  to  the  second  floor 
bathroom.  She  grabbed  the  moldy  toilet  brush  from  the  corner 
of  the  bathroom  and  tried  to  scrub  the  black  residue  out  of  the 
formerly  white  bowl.  Once  she  had  most  of  the  film  scrubbed 
out,  Brenda  turned  her  attention  to  the  mold  and  mildew 
growing  unchecked  in  the  bathtub.  She  poured  a  can  of 
scouring  powder  into  the  bathtub  and  started  to  scrub.  This 
quickly  tired  her  and  before  she  made  very  much  progress,  she 
went  back  downstairs,  sat  in  Eric's  recliner,  and  turned  on  the 
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TV.  Her  arms  hurt  her,  her  back  was  sore,  and  she  had  to  take  a 
break  for  she  was  totally  exhausted. 


Eric  paid  his  bar  bill  and  staggered  off  to  the  gate.  Five 
minutes  later,  he  set  his  carry  on  bag  on  the  floor,  and  looked 
up  at  the  flight  monitor  for  his  departure  time.  If  his  flight  to 
D.C.  were  to  leave  on  time,  then  they  would  have  to  start 
loading  in  the  next  ten  minutes.  He  settled  into  a  blue  vinyl 
chair  and  waited  for  the  call  to  the  airplane  to  be  carried  home, 
back  to  the  life  he  had  left  a  year  earlier,  back  to  Brenda. 


The  image  of  the  family  he  had  seen  continued  to  burn 
into  his  soul,  the  young  military  man  watching  over  his 
beautiful  Japanese  wife  and  the  child  who  appeared  to  have 
inherited  the  best  from  each  of  them.  Eric  remembered  the 
wife's  passing  glance  in  his  direction.  Their  eyes  had  met  for  a 
second,  and  she'd  smiled. 


The  loudspeaker  mounted  directly  overhead  rudely 
interrupted  his  thoughts.  "Attention  in  the  gate  area!  Now 
boarding  flight  to  DCA,  Washington's  National  Airport." 
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Eric  grabbed  his  bag  and  started  to  stand,  but  found  that 
for  some  unexplainable  reason,  his  legs  no  longer  worked.  As 
hard  as  he  tried  to  pull  himself  up  and  walk  to  the  gate,  his  body 
just  would  not  cooperate.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  saw  Midori 
Sasaki  standing  in  front  of  him  as  clearly  as  if  she  were  there. 
Only  she  wasn't  and  neither  was  he.  Instead,  they  were  both  on 
her  tiny  island,  together  again;  her  long  black  hair  billowing  in 
the  winds  coming  off  the  South  China  Sea. 


"This  is  the  last  call  for  Washington  National!  If  you  are 
flying  to  Washington,  D.C.,  you  must  be  aboard  at  this  time." 

Eric  was  afraid  to  open  his  eyes;  terrified  that  he  would 
loose  the  vibrant  memory  he  was  reliving  so  clearly.  He  could 
see  the  warm  pacific  sun  dancing  upon  her  face  and  sparkle  in 
her  enormous  brown  eyes.  Her  skin  was  perfect  as  she  turned 
her  face  up  to  receive  his  kiss.  Their  mouths  met,  their  souls 
joined,  and  they  were  filled  with  a  sense  of  oneness  preserved 
for  those  whom  God  has  personally  joined  together. 
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Eric  opened  his  eyes  to  discover  the  gate  area  empty.  He 
was  completely  alone.  The  flight  was  gone,  all  the  people  were 
gone,  and  his  luggage  was  gone.  He  started  to  get  up,  to  go  to 
the  airline  counter  and  rebook  his  flight  to  Washington.  He 
wanted  to  move  but  his  legs  refused  to  obey.  I  gotta  go, 
Brenda's  going  to  be  waiting  for  me  at  home.  He  struggled 
feverishly  against  himself.  She  always  freaks  out  when  I'm  even 
a  little  late.  Still,  his  body  denied  his  feeble  request  to  carry  him 
back  to  the  ticket  counter.  His  confusion  tortured  him  as  much 
as  his  loneliness.  He  was  now  reeling  from  the  emptiness  that 
had  started  to  fester  even  before  the  wheels  of  his  plane  from 
Okinawa  had  folded  up  into  its  belly. 


Suddenly  the  reality  of  what  he  needed  to  do  crashed 
over  him  like  the  ocean  that  had  bathed  he  and  Midori  hours 
before.  His  decision  was  now  clear,  as  if  someone  greater  than 
he  had  shook  him  awake  from  a  long  sleep.  Eric  checked  his 
watch  and  smiled  ironically.  I  hope  my  bags  have  a  nice  flight 
to  D.C.,  he  thought  as  he  took  a  deep  breath  and  arose  with  the 
force  that  had  escaped  him  moments  earlier.  He  went  to  the 
telephone  and  fished  a  calling  card  from  his  pocket. 
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Midori  Sasaki  organized  the  top  of  her  desk.  The  Marines 
at  PMO  always  kidded  her  about  how  neat  she  was.  She  even 
rotated  her  pencils  in  order  to  keep  them  all  sharpened  to  about 
the  same  length.  Major  Mathis  had  always  laughed  about  this 
and  would  sometimes  come  out  of  her  office  with  a  ruler  just  to 
check  the  daily  length  of  Midori's  pencils. 


Just  two  days  had  passed  since  Eric  left  and  the 
emptiness  that  filled  Midori's  gentle  soul  caused  a  level  of  pain 
she  had  not  known  could  exist.  She  had  considered  taking  a  few 
days  off,  but  knew  it  would  be  worse  at  her  house,  where  she 
would  still  have  to  answer  her  family's  questions  about  him. 


She  had  known  from  the  first  time  she  gave  herself  to  the 
extraordinary  man  with  the  deep  blue  eyes,  that  she  could 
never  have  him.  Yet,  in  a  very  private  place,  deep  within  her, 
Midori  had  quietly  hoped,  even  prayed  that  somehow, 
someway,  they  could  be  together  forever.  She  had  known  from 
the  very  beginning  she  would  unhesitatingly  give  up  everything 
to  spend  the  rest  of  her  life  with  him  and  now  he  was  gone. 
Midori  Sasaki  looked  up  at  the  institutional  white  ceiling  and 
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apologized  to  God  for  wanting  a  man  she  never  had  any  right 
to. 

Major  Mathis  glided  through  Midori's  office  and  then 
through  the  door  into  her  own.  Midori  smiled,  the  major  always 
made  such  a  grand  entrance. 

"Midori,  can  you  come  in  here  a  minute?"  Mathis  asked. 

"I  need  to  talk  to  you." 

"Yes  Mathis-san."  Midori  got  up  from  her  desk  and 
walked  into  the  deputy  provost  marshal's  office. 

"Close  the  door,  Midori." 

Midori  complied  a  little  nervously.  She  had  learned  that  in 
the  Marine  Corps,  a  closed  door  generally  equated  to  an  "ass 
chewing,"  as  the  Marines  liked  to  say. 

"Midori,  the  Chief  of  Staff  is  hosting  an  important 
meeting  tonight.  Actually,  it  is  a  retirement  party  for  the 
Gushikawa  Chief  of  Police.  There  are  going  to  be  a  number  of 
Japanese  officials  there  and  I  need  you  to  be  there  as  well." 


"Why,  Mathis-san?" 
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"Because  I  speak  incredibly  crappy  Japanese.  I  need  an 
interpreter  and  all  the  paid  interpreters  around  here  suck.  Now, 
I  am  asking  you  Midori,  please.  I  need  your  help." 

"Of  course,  Mathis-san.  I  will  help  you.  Where  is  it  going 
to  take  place?" 

"Downtown  Naha.  Don't  worry;  I'll  pick  you  up.  Please  be 
ready  by  1900  hours.  That's  seven  p.m.  for  you  civilians." 

"Yes,  of  course."  Midori  got  up  and  started  to  leave  the 
office. 


"And  Midori?" 

"Yes,  Mathis-san?" 

"Please  wear  something  formal,  like  a  gown.  This  is 
going  to  be  very  fancy." 

"Yes,  Mathis-san.  I  will  dress  appropriately" 

Midori  returned  to  her  desk.  She  thought  about  what  was 
to  take  place  and  discovered  that  she  was  actually  looking 
forward  to  it.  A  gala  event  such  as  this  would  certainly  serve  as 
a  little  bit  of  a  distraction  and  she  desperately  needed  a 
distraction  now. 


Page 


874 


Pecaro’s  Year 


The  rest  of  the  workday  flew  by  as  Midori  worried  over 
what  she  was  going  to  wear  and  if  she  would  make  a  good 
impression  for  her  American  supervisors  who  were  depending 
on  her.  Finally,  at  about  4:15,  the  major  came  out  of  her  office 
and  informed  her  that  she  was  going  to  be  allowed  to  leave 
work  a  little  early,  in  order  to  go  home  and  properly  prepare. 
Before  she  left  the  office,  Midori  was  again  reminded  by  the 
unusually  officious  major  that  this  was  a  very  important 
official  liaison  and  to  make  sure  that  she  dressed  and  acted 
appropriately. 


Once  home  in  her  tiny  house,  Midori  took  a  long,  hot  bath, 
washed  her  hair,  and  put  it  up  into  a  French  braid.  She  then 
donned  the  beautiful  white  silk  gown  her  grandmother  had 
made  for  her. 


Bound  by  a  wheelchair  for  the  last  five  years  of  her  life, 
Obaachan  had  died  just  a  couple  of  weeks  before  Eric  left.  How 
she  loved  him  so,  Midori  thought.  She  then  recalled  how 
Obaachan  had  whispered  to  her  from  her  hospital  bed,  that  she 
believed  Eric-sama  to  be  a  "most  wonderful  man." 
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"Honto-ni,"  Midori  had  replied  to  her  dying 
obaachan,  indicating  her  respectful  agreement. 

Midori  was  finished  getting  ready  about  five  minutes  early 
and  after  wishing  her  mother  a  good  night,  stepped  out  her 
front  door  and  waited.  It  was  going  to  be  a  beautiful  night.  The 
air  was  still  hot  from  the  day,  but  the  cool  trade  winds  were 
already  blowing  off  the  dark  blue  pacific.  Midori  looked  up  and 
saw  the  sky  filled  with  stars.  She  then  wondered  if  her  Eric  were 
seeing  the  same  wonderful  sky.  She  whispered  a  small  prayer 
for  her  lover's  happiness  wherever  he  might  be. 


Midori  was  looking  at  her  watch  just  as  the  big,  black  car 
pulled  up  in  front  of  the  house.  She  recognized  the  car  as  one 
of  the  vehicles  from  the  base  VIP  fleet.  They  were  usually 
reserved  for  visiting  dignitaries.  A  young  Marine  Lance 
Corporal  in  the  dress  blue  uniform  got  out  from  the  driver's 
seat  and  held  open  the  back  door. 


Midori  gracefully  descended  the  steps  and  past  her 
mother's  flowers.  The  hem  of  her  gown  swept  the  delicate 
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pedals  as  she  got  into  the  back  seat  of  the  expensive  black 
sedan.  Delicate  white  lace  covered  the  soft  leather  seats. 

Major  Mathis  was  waiting  in  her  own  dress  uniform. 

"Right  on  time  Midori.  Are  you  ready?" 

"Yes,  I  hope  so." 

"You'll  do  fine  Midori;  just  relax."  The  major  then  told  the 
lance  corporal  to  "step  on  it."  As  the  big  car  pulled  away  from 
the  curb,  Midori  felt  that  this  was  going  to  be  an  important 
evening  indeed. 


It  took  just  over  fifteen  minutes  for  the  car  to  arrive  at 
its  destination.  Midori  was  somewhat  surprised  to  discover 
that  they  had  driven  past  the  restaurant  district,  where  she 
had  expected  they  would  go,  and  then  down  into  the  Naha 
port  area,  through  the  gates  of  the  exclusive  Naha  Marina. 


The  car  came  to  a  gentle  stop  and  in  one  fluid  motion  the 
lance  corporal  was  out  of  the  car  and  had  Midori's  door  open. 
He  took  her  hand  and  assisted  her  out  of  the  back  seat.  Major 
Mathis  came  around  from  the  other  side  of  the  car,  took  Midori 
by  her  arm  and  pointed  to  an  enormous  yacht  tied  to  the  slip 
located  directly  in  front  of  them.  The  name  painted  in  gold  leaf 
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in  gothic  English  on  the  stern  the  elegant  sailing  ship  read, 

"A  Place  in  Time." 

"Midori,  this  is  where  the  affair  is  going  to  be,"  Sally 
announced.  "Now,  I  have  to  go  pick  up  the  colonel.  I  want  you 
to  go  on  board  and  wait.  I'll  be  back  in  about  thirty  minutes." 

"But  Major,  I  won't  know  anyone  there,"  Midori  protested. 

"You're  the  Japanese  person,  just  say  something  in 
Japanese,"  Sally  laughed.  "Now  go  on  board,  they're  waiting 
for  you." 

Before  Midori  could  argue,  Sally  jumped  into  the  front 
seat  of  the  big  black  car  and  barked  an  order  to  the  driver,  who 
put  the  vehicle  into  gear  and  squealed  out  of  the  parking  lot. 

Midori  had  no  choice.  She  stepped  nervously  onto  the 
gray  wooden  dock  and  made  her  way  over  to  the  boarding 
ramp.  There  was  a  Japanese  man  waiting  in  a  formal  white 
tuxedo  at  the  top  of  the  ramp. 

"Sasaki-san?"  he  inquired  of  the  lovely  and  demure 
woman. 
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"Hai,  so  desu,"  she  replied,  suddenly  unsure  she  was 
even  who  she  purported  to  be. 

"Doozo,"  the  man  motioned  for  her  to  follow  him. 

The  man  deposited  Midori  on  the  quarterdeck  and 
begged  her  to  excuse  him,  as  he  was  required  to  return  to  his 
normal  duties  elsewhere  on  the  ship. 

The  beauty  of  the  huge  yacht  overwhelmed  Midori. 
Whoever  owns  her  must  be  very  wealthy,  she  thought.  The  deck 
and  railings  were  of  highly  polished  imported  dark  hard  wood, 
and  the  deck  lamps  and  trim  were  hand-shined  brass.  Even  the 
portholes  of  the  cabin  were  trimmed  in  polished  brass. 


A  gentle  waltz  was  playing  through  the  speakers,  another 
beautiful  pacific  sunset  had  painted  the  sky  with  an  amazing 
palette  of  colors;  orange,  and  red,  and  blue.  There  were  fresh 
flowers  everywhere.  This  is  going  to  be  a  wonderful  evening, 
she  told  herself  as  she  gracefully  made  her  way  to  the  bow  of 
the  ship.  She  then  turned  around  to  watch  for  the  others  to 
arrive. 

Something  was  wrong.  Mathis-san  had  yet  to  arrive  with 
the  colonel  but  the  deckhands  were  dropping  the  lines  and 
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starting  the  engines.  Midori  began  to  panic  as  she  realized  that 
there  were  no  other  people  on  the  ship  except  for  her  and  the 
ship's  small  company.  Maybe  I  am  on  the  wrong  ship?  She 
asked  herself,  and  started  to  walk  back  towards  the  bridge  to 
look  for  the  captain. 

Without  warning,  the  boat  lurched  free  of  its 
moorings,  causing  Midori  to  stumble  forward.  She  reached 
out  and  grabbed  the  railing.  Feeling  suddenly  dizzy,  she 
closed  her  eyes.  When  she  reopened  them,  she  saw  him. 


She  felt  weak  and  closed  her  eyes  again,  shaking  her 
head,  trying  to  awake  from  this  impossible  dream.  She  peered 
through  the  haze  that  had  settled  around  her  and  saw  him 
again.  This  time  he  was  standing  directly  before  her,  so  close 
that  she  could  smell  his  cologne.  She  took  a  step  and 
everything  went  black  as  she  felt  herself  fall  into  his  arms. 


Consciousness  slowly  returned  and  Midori  opened  her 
eyes  to  discover  that  she  was  on  her  back,  on  the  deck  of  the 
ship.  Her  head  was  cradled  in  his  lap  and  she  was  looking  up 
into  his  deep  blue  eyes.  This  wasn't  real.  Eric  had  been  gone 
for  over  two  days  and  was  never  coming  back.  She  closed  her 
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eyes  again,  this  time  tightly.  When  she  reopened  them,  he  was 
still  there,  smiling  down  at  her. 

"I'm  glad  I  was  close  by  when  you  decided  to  pass  out.  I 
caught  you  before  you  fell.  Otherwise,  I'm  afraid  you  would 
have  hurt  something." 

"It  is  your  fault,"  she  whispered. 

"I  know  Baby,  I'm  sorry."  Eric  was  still  smiling  down  at 
her.  "I  guess  that  I  should  have  called  first." 

"I  love  you  Eric,"  she  said  quietly. 

"I  love  you  too,  Midori." 

"What  are  you  doing  here?" 

"I  have  come  back  for  you,"  he  answered. 

Midori  looked  into  the  still  waters  of  his  deep  blue  eyes, 
then  reached  up  and  softly  touched  his  face.  "I  am  feeling 
better  now,  Eric.  I  have  been  so  worried." 

"Worried?"  Eric  was  confused. 

"Yes,  my  love.  I  was  worried  that  I  would  have  to  raise 
our  baby  by  myself." 
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Eric's  heart  started  beating  so  quickly,  that  he  was  sure 
it  would  burst  through  his  chest.  He  closed  his  eyes  for  a 
moment  then  looked  down  at  the  lovely  Midori,  her  head  still  in 
his  lap.  She  was  looking  back  at  him  with  the  most  beautiful 
smile  he  had  ever  seen.  He  gently  helped  Midori  to  her  feet, 
and  then  took  her  into  his  arms.  As  he  held  the  mother  of  his 
child  tightly  in  his  arms,  he  whispered,  "How  long  have  you 
known?" 


"About  a  week,  Eric.  I  think  that  is  why  I  got  dizzy  just 
now.  It  has  been  happening  a  lot  lately." 

"But  I  thought..." 

"My  prescription  ran  out  and  I  couldn't  get  to  the  doctor 
for  a  few  days.  I  was  stupid,  I'm  sorry.  Please  don't  be  angry 
with  me." 

He  held  Midori's  face  in  his  hands  and  watched  as  a 
single  tear  trickled  onto  her  cheek.  He  kissed  it  away  then 
looked  into  her  eyes.  "Have  I  told  you  yet  that  I  love  you?" 

She  smiled,  "A  few  minutes  ago." 
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Eric  held  in  his  arms  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the 
world,  and  spoke  Midori's  words  back  to  her.  "My  love,  you 
have  brought  me  life.  Whatever  was  mine,  is  now  yours." 

Midori  buried  her  face  in  the  dark  blue  gabardine  of  Eric's 
uniform  as  he  held  her  gently  around  her  tiny  waist.  As  they 
began  to  dance,  Midori  found  herself  swept  away  by  the  music, 
the  rocking  of  the  ship,  and  the  arms  of  the  man  she  loved 
more  than  life  itself. 


Eric  had  dreamed  of  this.  He  and  Midori  were  on  deck  of 
the  grand  yacht  he  had  seen  in  his  mind  so  many  times.  He 
was  in  his  dress  blues,  she  was  in  a  white  silk  gown,  and  they 
were  dancing. 


Something  is  wrong,  he  thought.  Then  it  occurred  to  him. 
Eric  called  over  one  of  the  crew,  who  had  been  not  so  secretly 
watching  the  lovers  from  the  bridge,  and  whispered  something 
in  the  man's  ear.  The  crewman  ran  off  and  a  few  seconds  later, 
the  music  stopped. 
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Eric  and  Midori  continued  dancing  to  the  roar  of  the 
wind  and  the  ocean,  and  the  repeated  "swish"  of  Midori's 
gown  against  the  wood  decking  of  the  fine  sailing  ship.  Eric 
held  Midori  so  tightly  that  his  hands  could  feel  the  delicate 
bones  of  her  back  through  the  thin  white  silk  of  her  gown.  He 
steadily  looked  down  into  her  eyes,  which  were  in  turn  looking 
up  into  his,  their  gazes  locked  together  for  an  eternity. 


"She  has  had  a  very  difficult  seven  months."  Eric  held  his 
wife's  hand  tightly  as  he  spoke  to  the  Gynecologist  performing 
the  exam.  "And  she  is  so  small,  I  am  worried  about  her  having 
this  baby." 

The  young  doctor  pushed  her  wheeled  metal  stool  back 
from  the  patient,  ripped  her  rubber  gloves  from  her  hands,  and 
tossed  them  expertly  into  the  trash  behind  her.  She  looked  up 
at  the  worried  husband.  "Well,  Mr.  Pecaro,  it's  a  little  late  to 
worry  about  that  now.  I  put  her  at  about  eight  centimeters. 
Congratulations,  it  appears  as  if  Baby  Pecaro  is  ready  to  make 
her  entrance  into  the  world." 
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Just  then,  Midori  was  hit  with  her  worst  contraction 
yet.  She  screamed  out  and  hugged  Eric's  arm  tightly. 

"Mrs.  Pecaro,  don't  push  yet!"  The  doctor  signaled  her 
nurse  and  the  two  rushed  Midori's  gurney  out  of  the  exam  room 
and  down  the  hall,  just  a  little  over  sixty  feet,  to  the  delivery 
room.  As  the  medical  personnel  wheeled  the  gurney  through  the 
double  doors,  a  second  nurse,  grabbed  Eric  and  pulled  him  over 
to  a  sink,  turned  on  the  water,  and  ordered,  "Wash." 


"But  I  didn't  think  I  would  be  allowed..." 

The  large,  black  woman  tossed  a  set  of  blue  scrubs  at 
Eric,  and  scowled,  "If  you  think  that  pretty  little  lady  is  going  to 
go  this  alone,  you  are  sadly  mistaken.  Get  dressed,  buster!" 

The  next  several  minutes  went  by  in  a  blur  for  the  retired 
Marine.  He  worriedly  held  the  hand  of  his  beautiful  young  wife 
as  she  screamed  out  in  the  agony  of  each  mounting 
contraction.  Her  fingernails  cut  into  the  back  of  his  hand,  but 
that  pain  was  no  match  for  the  anguish  in  his  heart  each 
time  Midori  cried  out  during  her  ten  long  hours  of  desperate 
suffering. 
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Midori's  labor  had  lasted  all  night,  but  the  delivery  took 
less  then  ten  minutes.  Eric  watched  in  amazement  as  Midori 
screamed  one  last  time  and  the  tiny  life  emerged  from  deep 
inside  of  her.  His  eyes  followed  as  the  baby  was  carried  to  a 
table,  where  it  was  massaged  and  suctioned,  until  without 
warning,  a  tiny  cry  was  heard,  followed  by  a  cheer  from  the 
entire  birthing  team. 


The  newborn  was  cleaned,  weighed,  and  wrapped  in  a  tiny 
blanket.  The  little  girl  was  carefully  given  back  to  her  mother. 
Eric  gave  them  a  few  moments  alone,  and  then  hesitantly 
approached  his  family.  He  looked  down  on  Midori  and  his 
beautiful  daughter.  She  had  a  jet  back  hair,  just  like  her  mother. 
Her  eyes  were  squeezed  shut  and  she  was  making  those 
adorable  little  sounds  that  take  a  daddy's  breath  away. 


Midori  whispered  for  Eric  to  come  closer.  She  was  still 
very  weak,  but  strong  of  will,  and  there  was  something  she 
needed  to  say.  Eric  moved  in  very  close  and  began  to  lovingly 
stroke  her  long  silky  black  hair.  Midori  looked  up  into  his  eyes 
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and  whispered,  "You  have  brought  me  life.  Whatever  was 
mine,  is  now  yours." 


The  dying  embers  of  the  South  Georgia  sun  streamed 
through  the  white  Venetian  blinds  of  the  hospital  room.  Midori 
opened  her  eyes  and  looked  for  the  bassinet  containing  her 
daughter,  then  remembered  that  the  nurses  had  taken  her  baby 
away  to  the  nursery.  She  noticed  Eric  asleep  in  a  chair,  his 
head  on  the  edge  of  her  mattress. 


Midori  reached  over  and  gently  scratched  his  back 
through  his  cotton  dress  shirt.  She  was  surprised  that  this  did 
not  wake  him.  Midori  considered  how  tired  her  husband  must 
have  been.  Eric  had  raced  home  from  work  to  pick  her  up  and 
take  her  to  the  hospital.  That  was  over  a  day  ago,  and  he  had 
not  left  her  since. 


The  spell  was  broken  by  a  knock  on  the  door.  Midori 
looked  up  and  Eric  came  to  just  as  Terry  Schull  peeked 
sheepishly  around  the  open  door. 
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"You  guys  decent?"  He  inquired,  walking  in  with  a  huge 
gaily-wrapped  box,  which  he  handed  to  Eric.  He  then  leaned 
over  the  bed  rail  and  kissed  the  beautiful  new  mother. 

An  attractive  woman  in  her  early  forties  followed  Terry  in 
and  Eric  realized  that  this  must  be  the  one  that  he  had  heard  so 
much  about.  He  walked  over  and  took  her  hand.  "You  must  be 
Rose." 


"And  you  are  definitely  Eric,"  she  smiled.  "Terry  told 
me  how  good  looking  you  are." 

"Terry,  I  see  that  you  have  already  trained  her  well,"  Eric 
laughed,  "For  that,  you  have  earned  my  admiration." 

"I'd  rather  have  a  beer,"  Terry  replied  as  he  held  Midori's 

hand. 


"Thank  you  for  coming  Terry,"  Midori  said,  pleased  that 
her  husband's  oldest  friend  had  honored  them  by  traveling 
all  the  way  from  his  new  duty  station  at  Cherry  Point,  South 
Carolina. 
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"My  God!"  Terry  observed.  "You  just  had  a  baby  and  are 
skinny  as  hell!"  Would  you  marry  me,  please?" 

Rose  walked  over  and  took  her  fiance's  hand.  "Sorry 
there,  'Big  Boy,'  but  you've  already  asked  me." 

"Shit,  that's  right.  I  forgot."  Terry  laughed  as  he  sat  down 
tiredly  on  a  metal  stool  in  the  corner  of  the  room.  "That  drive 
about  killed  me.  Hey  Midori,  where's  the  little  curtain  climber?" 

Midori  looked  at  her  husband  in  confusion, 

"Curtain  climber?" 

Eric  laughed.  "Never  mind  Babe.  'Curtain  climber'  is 
ignorant  Marine  slang  for  a  baby." 

"Hey  Eric,"  Terry  pointed  out.  "It  wasn't  so  long  ago  that 
you  were  an  'Ignorant  Marine.'" 

"Yeah,  well  now  I  am  an  overpaid  ignorant  civilian,"  Eric 
replied.  His  attention  was  immediately  diverted  to  the  bassinet 
being  rolled  into  the  room  by  a  young  nurse's  aid.  The  proud 
father  lifted  the  infant  from  her  little  bed  and  handed  her  to  his 
oldest  friend.  "Terry,  I  would  like  to  introduce  you  to  your 
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godchild.  This  is  Maria,  the  most  perfect  little  baby  in  the  world, 
if  I  say  so  myself." 

Terry  took  the  baby  and  held  her  tenderly.  Rose's  eyes 
immediately  filled  for  she  knew  what  this  meant  to  her  future 
husband.  She  leaned  over  and  whispered,  "Thank  you"  in 
Eric's  ear. 


Terry  placed  his  godchild  back  into  her  bassinet.  "When 
are  they  springing  you  guys  from  here?" 

"Midori  and  the  baby  get  released  tomorrow  morning," 
Eric  responded.  "Are  you  and  Rose  going  to  hang  around?" 

"Wish  we  could  old  buddy,  but  we  have  to  get  back.  I 
have  to  chew  some  investigator's  asses  on  Monday.  Hey  by 
the  way,  talking  about  investigators,  remember  Sergeant 
Bressette?" 


"Sure  do,  I  understand  that  she  works  for  you  in  Cherry 
Point?" 


"That's  right,  well  now  she  is  Staff  Sergeant  Kelly 
Bressette-Web,  and  she  is  due  to  be  a  mommy  herself  in  about 
six  months." 
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Eric  was  ecstatic  for  his  former  apprentice  but 
disappointed  that  Terry  and  Rose  were  not  staying.  "Have  you 
guys  been  by  the  house?" 

"Yep,  we  stopped  on  the  way  here.  Ms.  Rees  and  Major 
Mathis  are  spoiling  the  shit  out  of  your  other  little  girl.  The 
major  wants  to  buy  her  a  horse  for  the  back  yard.  She  hopes 
you  don't  mind." 


The  chill  was  still  in  the  air  on  this  late  February  morning, 
as  Eric  Pecaro  maneuvered  his  Dodge  Ram  4X4  pick-up  truck 
out  of  the  hospital  parking  lot.  He  looked  in  the  rearview 
mirror,  into  the  rear  seat  of  the  extended  cab  truck,  and  again 
made  sure  that  his  daughter  was  strapped  securely  into  her 
baby  seat.  Midori  was  seated  beside  the  baby  running  her 
delicate  fingers  through  the  baby's  wisps  of  black  hair. 


Midori  looked  up  and  met  her  husband's  eyes  in  the 
rearview  mirror.  She  smiled  warmly  as  she  took  her  baby's 
hand  and  held  it  as  Eric  maneuvered  his  new  truck  through 
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traffic.  Eric  again  looked  in  the  mirror  and  decided  that  his  wife 
had  never  been  more  beautiful  then  she  was  at  that  moment. 


As  he  drove,  Eric  started  to  think  of  all  that  had 
happened  since  the  afternoon  that  he  missed  his  flight  "home." 
His  first  phone  call  had  been  to  Brenda  who  had  answered  the 
telephone  by  proclaiming,  "Don't  you  expect  the  house  to  be 
clean.  I  have  been  very  busy  and  you  have  no  idea  what  it  is 
like  to  have  to  take  care  of  things  all  by  myself!  So  just  deal 
with  it!" 


Eric  recalled  the  silence  on  the  other  end  of  the  telephone 
when  he  replied  that  she  didn't  have  to  worry  about  cleaning  the 
house,  because  he  wasn't  coming  home,  anymore. 

The  next  call  had  been  to  Sally  Mathis.  She  was  in  the 
process  of  waking  up  early  to  go  PT  when  he  telephoned.  The 
relief  was  evident  in  her  voice  when  Eric  informed  her  of  his 
decision.  He  then  filled  Sally  in  on  the  details  of  what  he 
needed  her  to  do.  She  eagerly  agreed  to  help  and  by  the  end  of 
the  call,  assured  her  friend  that  she  would  be  able  to  pull  it  off 
from  her  end.  The  new  motor  transport  officer  owed  her  a 
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favor,  so  that  would  take  care  of  the  requirement  for  a 
chauffeured  limousine  (or  something  close  to  it)  and  Ann's 
senior  NCIS  Japanese  interpreter  had  a  lot  of  contacts  in  the 
Naha  business  community. 

By  the  time  Sally  and  Ann  picked  up  Eric  at  the  Naha 
airport,  the  yacht  was  "locked  on,"  courtesy  of  the  president 
of  the  biggest  bank  in  Okinawa. 


As  Eric  navigated  the  truck  into  the  upper  middle  class 
subdivision,  he  glanced  up  into  the  rear-view  mirror  and  saw 
that  Midori  and  the  baby  were  both  asleep.  He  remembered 
how  Midori  had  fallen  in  love  with  the  house  even  before  the 
realtor  opened  the  front  door.  Midori,  of  course,  kept  her 
beautiful  new  home  immaculate,  even  throughout  her  difficult 
pregnancy.  Her  husband  never  once  had  cause  to  be 
embarrassed  by  the  condition  of  her  home  and  Eric  had  started 
to  truly  enjoy  having  friends  over  so  that  he  could  show  off  his 
beautiful  house  and  his  beautiful  wife.  Of  course,  of  all  their 
visitors,  his  most  cherished  was  his  beautiful  little  Sarah,  who 
now  stayed  with  them  almost  every  weekend. 

Eric  marveled  at  how  extraordinarily  close  Sarah  had 
grown  to  Midori.  He  could  tell  that  Sarah  looked  up  to  Midori 
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and  started  to  emulate  her  in  a  lot  of  ways.  This  naturally 
caused  some  occasional  conflict  with  his  ex-wife. 
Nevertheless,  Brenda  left  Sarah  with  them  more  and  more  as 
she  traveled  around  the  country  with  her  truck  driver  boyfriend. 

The  divorce  had  not  been  as  terrible  as  Eric  had  feared. 
In  fact,  instead  of  having  to  deal  with  the  expected  bitter  and 
lonely  ex-wife,  it  turned  out  that  by  the  time  he  and  Midori  got 
back  from  Okinawa,  Brenda  had  already  left  Quantico  and  was 
living  in  a  trailer  in  Alabama  with  Burt. 


Eric  admitted  to  himself  that  once  he  met  Burt  Jordan,  he 
found  that  he  actually  liked  the  guy.  More  importantly,  Burt 
appeared  to  be  truly  crazy  about  Brenda  and  went  out  of  his 
way  to  take  care  of  her.  It  did  not  take  long  for  Eric  to  decide 
that  he  was  genuinely  happy  for  both  of  them. 


Naturally,  since  Burt  owned  his  own  tractor-trailer,  it 
wasn't  all  that  hard  for  Brenda  to  move  out  of  their  government 
quarters  and  it  probably  shouldn't  have  surprised  Eric  that 
Brenda  took  absolutely  everything  with  her.  The  quarters  were 
empty  when  he  and  Midori  walked  in.  Of  course,  it  was  filthy, 
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smelly,  greasy,  and  slimy,  but  it  was  also  empty  (except  for 
several  hundred  thousand  roaches). 

Eric  decided  that  he  really  didn't  mind  her  taking 
everything  since  he  didn't  want  any  of  that  stuff  anyway.  He  had 
been  a  little  irritated  to  learn  that  before  the  Marine  Corps  would 
allow  him  to  retire,  he  would  be  required  to  spend  several 
hundred  dollars  to  get  the  quarters  professionally  cleaned.  Still, 
he  knew  that  in  the  long  run,  that  was  a  small  price  to  pay;  a 
very  small  price  indeed. 


Eric  pulled  into  the  driveway  and  stopped  his  big  pick-up 
just  a  few  inches  shy  of  the  closed  garage  door.  As  he  climbed 
out  of  the  driver's  seat,  he  could  see  Sarah  running  from  the 
house  carrying  the  huge  teddy-bear  she  had  planned  to  give  to 
her  new  little  sister.  Totamo,  their  sheep  dog  lumbered  behind 
Sarah,  nipping  at  her  heels,  as  if  to  warn  her  little  best  friend  to 
slow  down.  Eric  kissed  his  oldest  daughter  then  swung  the 
heavy  truck  door  open. 


Midori  handed  their  new  baby  to  her  husband  and  started 
to  extract  herself  from  the  pick-up  truck  that  was  way  too  big  for 


Page 


895 


Pecaro’s  Year 


her.  Eric  barely  had  the  infant  in  his  hands,  before  Sally  Mathis 
came  up  from  behind,  gently  took  the  newborn  from  him,  and  in 
her  sternest  "Major"  voice,  ordered  the  Top  to  help  his  wife  out 
of  "that  stupid  redneck  vehicle." 

"Sally,"  Eric  laughed  as  he  helped  Midori  out  of  the 
truck.  "You're  the  one  with  the  Stetson  and  the  boots!" 

Midori  started  to  follow  Sally  into  the  house,  when  she  felt 
herself  suddenly  grabbed  and  spun  around  from  behind. 

Before  she  could  react,  Eric  had  her  back  up  against  the  truck 
and  was  kissing  her  passionately.  She  immediately  responded 
and  they  were  still  locked  together  when  Midori  felt  Sarah 
tapping  gently  on  her  leg. 


"Can  we  go  inside  with  the  baby  now?"  she  softly  asked 
of  her  new  Japanese  mom. 

"Oh  Sarah,  I  am  sorry,  of  course."  Midori  took  her  hand 
and  shot  a  scolding  look  back  at  her  husband,  who  smiled 
sheepishly  in  return.  Midori  hid  her  own  smile  as  she  took  her 
stepdaughter  inside. 
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"Do  you  not  know  that  the  wicked  will  not  inherit 
the  kingdom  of  God?" 

"Yes,  Brother  Quinn.  You  have  told  me  and  I  understand." 

"My  brother,  weak  of  body  and  spirit,  these  are  not  my 
words.  They  are  God's  words.  You  must  read  them.  You  must 
comprehend  God's  message  to  you!" 

The  prisoner  looked  at  the  religious  assistant,  the  "RA," 
sitting  at  the  edge  of  the  bunk,  in  his  own  brig  issued  clothing. 
This  RA  was  unlike  any  of  the  others  that  came  before.  This 
was  truly  a  man  of  God.  He  knew  so  much  and  he  spoke  with 
such  authority.  The  troubled  prisoner  felt  the  power  every  time 
Brother  Quinn  came  into  his  cell  for  bible  study. 


A  religious  visit  was  one  of  the  few  exceptions  to  the  rule 
that  inmates  could  not  visit  each  other  in  their  cells, 
unsupervised.  Brother  Quinn  had  come  around  on  several  prior 
occasions  and  had  prayed  with  the  prisoner  to  ask  God  to  help 
him  overcome  his  demons. 
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The  prisoner  had  been  in  the  Navy  almost  fifteen  years 
and  had  successfully  hid  his  homosexuality  the  entire  time. 
Now  he  was  in  the  brig.  Nevertheless,  he  had  to  admit  to 
himself  that  he  wasn't  there  simply  because  he  was  a 
homosexual.  The  truth  was  that  he  had  been  convicted  at 
general  courts-martial  for  Indecent  Assault  and  Sodomy,  after 
he  was  caught  sneaking  into  a  shipmate's  bunk  and  trying  to 
perform  oral  sex  on  the  sleeping  man. 


The  prisoner  had  believed  that  his  shipmate  would  be 
okay  with  receiving  a  blowjob.  For  over  nine  months,  he  had 
been  really  attracted  to  the  blonde,  blue  eyed  boy  from 
Louisiana,  and  he  had  believed  that  if  he  started  "going  down" 
on  his  shipmate  as  he  slept,  that  the  young  man  would  certainly 
go  along  and  enjoy  what  was  happening.  It  was  not  like  the 
prisoner  had  been  expecting  anything  in  return. 


Unfortunately,  when  the  boy  woke  up  and  realized  what 
was  occurring,  he  immediately  screamed  out  for  help.  He  then 
grabbed  his  benefactor  before  he  could  run,  and  proceeded, 
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along  with  several  other  sailors,  to  beat  the  prisoner 
into  unconsciousness. 

Now,  thanks  to  Brother  Quinn  the  prisoner  realized  that  it 
was  Satan  who  twisted  his  desires  and  made  him  want  other 
men.  Brother  Quinn  had  repeatedly  showed  him  through 
scripture  how  much  God  hates  queers. 


The  prisoner  moved  over  and  sat  very  close  to  Quinn  as 
he  read  aloud  chapter  six  of  First  Corinthians. 

"Do  not  be  deceived.  Neither  the  sexually  immoral  noir 
idolaters,  nor  adulterers,  nor  male  prostitutes,  nor  homosexual 
offenders,  nor  thieves,  nor  the  greedy,  nor  drunkards,  nor 
slanderers,  nor  swindlers,  will  inherit  the  kingdom  of  God." 


"Oh  God,  please  save  me!"  The  prisoner  cried  with 
remorse.  "I  am  so  ashamed  of  what  I  am!" 

"I  can  save  you,"  Quinn  replied  quietly. 

The  prisoner  shook  as  he  sobbed.  Brother  Quinn  held 
him.  "I  can  save  you  my  child.  I  will  save  you." 

The  prisoner  begged  forgiveness  and  now  weakened  from 
his  sorrow,  he  lay  his  head  in  the  lap  of  this  most  Godly  of 
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men.  The  tears  still  flowed  and  he  continued  to  beg  for 
absolution. 

Quinn's  presence  reassured  him,  provided  him  with 
security  and  compassion.  His  tears  subsided,  but  he  kept  his 
head  in  Quinn's  lap  a  little  longer.  He  could  feel  Quinn's 
hardness  through  the  thick  material  of  the  prison  trousers.  The 
prisoner  was  now  caught  in  a  struggle,  silently  fighting  the 
growing  desire  to  do  what  he  wanted  to  do.  Before  long,  the 
conflict  grew  into  a  battle  that  raged  like  two  great  armies, 
engaged  in  all-out  holy  war. 


Finally,  the  answer  came.  Quinn  took  the  prisoner's  hand 
and  slowly  guided  it  to  the  growing  prominence  between  his 
legs. 


Terrified,  the  prisoner  touched  it  through  Brother  Quinn's 
uniform  trousers.  Quinn  moaned  softly.  The  prisoner 
cautiously  unzipped  the  holy  man  and  guided  Quinn's  swelled 
organ  into  his  mouth.  The  man  of  God  leaned  back  against  the 
gray  cement  wall  and  closed  his  eyes. 
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"Eric?"  Midori  whispered  into  the  dark. 

"Yes,  Midori?"  Eric  rolled  over  and  faced  the  darkened 
form  of  his  lovely  wife. 

"What  time  is  it?"  she  asked. 

"It's  after  three  a.m.  Are  you  Ok?" 

"I  can't  sleep." 

"Why?  Did  you  hear  the  baby?" 

"No,  I  am  sorry  my  love.  I  just  cannot  sleep."  Midori 
crawled  up  on  to  Eric's  shoulder.  "You  did  a  good  thing 
naming  our  baby  after  Terry's  ocsan." 

"Midori,  there  is  something  I  never  told  you  about  what 
happened  to  Terry's  wife,  his  ocsan,  after  she  died." 

"What  is  it,  what  happened?" 

"Terry  told  me  that  he  called  the  Philippines  a  few  months 
ago  and  asked  Maria's  mother  if  he  could  come  and  visit  the 
grave." 


"Did  he  go  and  visit  Maria?" 
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"No,  he  couldn't.  The  mother  said  that  there  was  no 
grave." 


"I  don't  understand." 

"Apparently  Terry  entrusted  the  body  to  Maria's  cousin 
to  be  buried.  However,  according  to  the  mother,  she'd  never 
heard  of  this  cousin." 

"So,  what  happened  to  Maria?" 

"The  Philippine  government  believes  that  whoever  took 
the  body  from  Terry,  drove  it  out  into  the  jungle  and  left  it  out 
there  for  the  animals  to  eat.  Then  they  probably  sold  the  casket 
on  the  black-market  for  a  few  dollars." 


"There  is  nothing  left  of  Maria  for  Terry  to  go  and  visit?" 

"No  Babe,  I'm  afraid  not." 

The  room  was  silent  for  a  few  moments. 

Midori  whispered,  "Then  he  can  come  and  visit  our  Maria 
whenever  he  wants." 

Eric  kissed  his  wife,  "Ai  Shite  Imasu,  Oyasumi-nasai." 

"I  love  you  too,  Eric,"  she  whispered  into  the  night. 
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Several  moments  passed  silently  by.  Midori  spoke  again 
through  the  darkness. 

"Eric?" 

"Yes,  Midori?" 

"Thank  you  for  coming  back  for  me." 

The  End 
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